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MDCCI. 


ERRATA. 

Page  136,  Line  .3,  before  I  tear  Sir  put  Mj/?. 
Note  29,    Line    6,  dele  as 

Page  150,  in  Note,  Line  10,  for  dui/l  read  titvell 
163,  Note  50,  Line  8,  for  Tityr.is  read  Tityrus 
171,  in  Note,  for  ila-ve-like  read  S/ave  like 
188,  Note  67,  Line  4,  for  Po<'«,  _/?;//  read  Porn  5///# 

5,  for  that  read  i«r 
405,  Note  3,  Line  a,  for  any  cf  read  tfwy  change  nf 

3,  for  change  read  on; 
2S5,  Note  66,  Line  3,  after  purpofe  inflead  of  an?  put  1  . 
33S,  Note  34,  Line  11,  after  of  tii  to  ber  add  viz.— — •  no  mare  Rage 

39S,  Note  5,  at  the  end,  add unlcjs  the  Author,  or  bit  Editor,  ivrttc  hope 

for  hoipe,  not  regjrdirg  the  Pe-ueri  cf  the  Letters  ft  mu(b  ^t  the  Manner  of  fr*. 
nouBcing  tbetn. 
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COMEDY. 


Vol.  VII. 


3';^8158 


PROLOGUE. 


n~0  this  Place,  Gentlemen,  full  many  a  Day 
■^    We've  bid  ye  ivelcome,  and  to  many  a  Flay  : 
And  thofe  whofe  angry  Souls  were  not  difeas'd 
With  Law,  or  lending  Mony,  we  have  pleased ; 
A?td  make  no  doubt  to  do  again.     This  Night 
No  mighty  Matter,  nor  no  light y 
We  muft  intreat  you  look  for :  A  good  Tale  ^ 
Told  in  two  Hours,  we  will  not  fail. 
If  we  be  perfect,  to  rehearfe  ye:  New 
Tmfure  it  is,  and  handfom  :  but  how  true 
Let  them  difpute  that  writ  it.     Ten  to  one 
We  pleafe  the  Women,  and  Fd  know  that  Man 
Follows  not  their  Exatnple  ?  If  ye  mean 
To  k?iow  the  Play  well,  travel  with  the  Scene, 
For't  lyes  upon  the  Road  -,  if  we  chance  tire. 
As  ye  are  good  Men,  leave  us  not  tth'  Mire, 
Another  Bait  may  mend  us :  If  you  grow 
A  little  gaird  or  weary,  cry  but  hoa. 
And  we'll  ftay  for  ye.     Wloen  our  Journey  ends* 
Every  Man's  Pot  I  hope,  and  all  part  Friends, 
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DRJ. 


3'?'Si38 


DRAMATIS     PERSONS, 


MEN. 

GOierncr  of  Barcelona. 
Leonardo,  a  mhle  Genocfe,  Father  to  Mark  An- 
tonio. 
Don  Zanchio,  an  old  Lame  angry  Soldier,  Father  to  Leo- 

cadia. 
Alphonfo,  a  cholerick  Don^  Father  to  Theodofia. 
Philippo,  Son  to  Alphonfo,  Lover  of  Leocadia, 
Marc- Antonio,  Son  to 'L.ton^x'^o. 
Pedro,  a  Gentleman^  and  Friend  to  Leonardo. 
Rodorigo,  General  of  the  Spanifh  Gallies. 
Incubo,  Bailiff  of  Caftel  BUnco. 
Diego,  Hofi  of  Ofluna. 
Lazaro,  Hofiler  to  Diego. 
hoji  of  Barcelona. 
Bailiff  of  Barcelona. 
Chirurgions. 
Soldiers. 
Toivnfmen. 
Attendants. 

WOMEN. 

Theodofia,  Daughter  to  Alphonfo,    }Love-Jick  Ladies  in 

Leocadia,  Daughter  to  Don  Zanchio,  Ipurfuit  <?/"  M.Anton. 

Eugenia,  IVife  to  the  Governor  of  Barcelona. 

Hoftefy  Wife  to  Diego. 

Hofiefs^  Wife  to  the  Hofi  of  Barcelona. 

SCENE  Barcelona  and  the  Road. 
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ACT    I.       SCENE    I. 

Enter  Incubo  the  Bailiff,  and  Diego  the  Hoji. 

I  N  C  U  B  O. 

;A^i^rgnior  Don  Diego,  and  mine  Hofl:,  fave  thee, 
i(fa;-)|       Die.  I  thank  you,  Mr.  Baily. 
m^       Inc.  O  the  Block  ! 


Die.  Why,  how  fhould  I  have  anfwer'd  ? 

Inc.  Not  with  that 
Negligent  Rudenefs  :  But  I  kifs  your  Hands, 
Signior  Don  Incubo  de  Hamhre,  (and  then 

My  Titles ;)   Mafter  Baily  of  Cajiel  Blanco  \ 

Thou  ne'er  wilt  have  the  Elegancy  of  an  Hod  ; 
I  forrow  for  thee,  as  my  Friend  and  Goffip 


No  fmoak,  nor  fteam  out-breathing  from  the  Kitchen  ? 
There's  little  Life  i'th'  Hearth  then. 

Die.  Ay,  there,  there, 
That  is  his  Friendfhip,  harkening  for  the  Spit, 
And  forry  that  he  cannot  fmell  the  Pot  boil. 

Inc.  Strange 
An  Inn  fhould  be  fo  curfl:,  and  not  the  Sign 
Blafted  nor  wither'd ;  very  ftrange,  three  Days  now, 
And  not  an  Egg  eat  in  it,  nor  an  Onion.  [^'''^P''* 

Die.   1  think  they  ha'  ftrew'd  th'  High-ways  with  Cal- 
No  Horfe  dares  pals  'em  \  I  did  never  know 
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A  Week  of  fo  fad  Doings,  fmce  I  firfl: 
Stood  to  my  Sign  Port:. 

Inc.  Gofllp,  I  have  found 
The  Root  of  all:   (i)  Kneel  pray,  it  is  thy  felf 
Arc  caufc  thereof  i  each  Perfon  is  the  Founder 
or  his  own  Fortune,  good  or  bad  i  but  mend  it. 
Call  for  thy  Cloak  and  Rapier. 

Die.  How  ? 

Inc,  Do,  call. 
And  put  'em  on  in  hafte :  Alter  thy  Fortune, 
By  appearing  worthy  of  her :  Doft  thou  think 
HcT  good  Face  e'er  will  know  a  Man  in  cuerpo  ? 
In  fingle  Body,  thus?   In  Hofe  and  Doublet, 
The  Horfc-Boy 's  Garb  ?  Bale  Blank,  an^  half  Blank  cuerpo  ? 
Did  I,  or  Mr.  Dean  of  S evil  our  Neighbour 
E'er  reach  our  Dignities  in  cuerpo,  think'ft  thou. 
In  iquirting  Hofe  and  Doublet .''  Signior,  no,    [CafTocks, 
There  went  more  to't:  There  were  Cloaks,  Gowns,  and 
And  other  Paramentos :  Call,  I  fay. 
Jiis  Cloak,  and  Rapier  here. 

Enter  Hojlefs. 

Hojiefs.  What  means  your  Worftiip  ? 

Inc.  Bring  forth  thy  iHusband*s  Sword  j  fo,  hang  it  on. 
And  now  his  Cloak,  here  calt  it  up  •,  I  mean, 
GolTip,  to  change  your  Luck,  and  bring  you  Guefts. 

Jicjiefs.   Why  !   Is  there  Charm  in  this? 

Ire.  iixpetfl  i  now  walk. 
But  not  the  Pace  of  one  that  runs  on  Errands; 
For,  want  of  Gravity  in  an  Hoft,  is  odious: 
You  may  remember,  Goflip,  if  you  pleafe, 
(Your  Wife  being  then  th'  Infanta  of  the  GIpfies, 
And  your  fcif  governing  a  great  Man's  Mules  then) 
Me  a  poor  Elquire  at  Madrid  attending 
A  Mailer  of  Ceremonies  ;  but  a  Man,  believe  it, 
That  knew  his  Pjace  to  the  gold  Weighty  and  fuch 

(i)  Kneel  it  is  thy  fe!f'\    The  Verb /ray  fo  abfolutely  requifite 

to  complcat  ihe  Quantity  and  Senfe,  I  have  reftor'd  from  the  foiio 
of  1647. 

Have 
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Have  I  heard  him  oft  fay,  ought  ev*ry  Hoft 
Within  the  Catholick  King's  Dominion 
Be,  in  his  own  Houfe. 

Die.  How  ? 

Inc.  A  Mafter  of  Ceremonies ; 
At  lead  Vice-Mafter,  and  to  do  nought  in  cuerpo^ 
That  was  his  Maxim,  I  will  tell  thee  of  him : 
He  would  not  fpeak  with  an  Ambaflador's  Cook^ 
See  a  cold  bake  Meat  from  a  foreign  Part 
In  cuerpo:  Had  a  Dog  but  flay'd  without. 
Or  Bead  of  Quality,  as  an  Englijh  Cow, 
But  to  prefent  it  felf,  he  would  put  on 
His  Savoy  Chain  about  his  Neck,  the  RufF 
And  Cuffs  of  Holland',  then  the  Naples  Hat 
"With  the  Rome  Hat- band,  and  the  Florentine  Agat, 
The  Milan  Sword,  the  Cloak  of  GenoUy  let 
With  Flemijh  Buttons ;  all  his  given  Pieces 
To  entertain  *em  in,  and  Complement        [Knock  ivithin. 
With  a  tame  Cony,  as  with  th'  Prince  that  fent  it. 

Die.  Lift,  who  is  there  ? 

Inc.  A  Gueft,  and't  be  thy  Will.  [ha  ? 

Die.  Look  Spoufe,  cry  Luck,  and  we  be  encounter'd, 

Hojlefs.  Luck  then,  and  good,  for  'tis  a  fine  brave  Gueft, 
With  a  brave  Horfe. 

Inc.  Why  now,  believe  of  Cuerpo 

Enter  Theodofia. 

As  you  fhall  fee  Occafion  ;  go  and  meet  him. 

Ifheo.  Look  to  my  Horfe,  I  pray  you,  well. 

Die.  He  fhall.  Sir. 

Inc.  Oh  how  beneath  his  Rank  and  Call  was  that  now  ? 
Your  Horfe  fhall  be  entreated  as  becomes 
A  Horfe  of  Falliion,  and  his  Inches ! 

Iheo.  Oh. 

Inc.  Look  to  the  Cavalier  :  What  ails  he  ?  Stay 
If  it  concern  his  Horfe,  let  it  not  trouble  him, 
He  (hall  have  all  Refped  the  Place  can  yield  him 
Either  of  Barly,  or  frefh  Straw.     Die.  Good  Sir, 
Look  up.      Inc.  He  (inks,  fomewhat  to  caft  upon  him, 
He*ll  go  away  in  cuerpo  elfe. 

A  4  Die, 
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D/>.  What.  Wife! 
Oh  your  hot  Waters  quickly,  and  fome  cold 
To  caft  in  his  fwcet  Face. 

Hoftefs.  Alas, fair  Flower!  [£.v//. 

Inc.  Does  any  Body  entertain  his  Horfe  ? 

Die.  Yes,  Lazaro  has  him. 

Enter  Hoftefs  with  a  Glafs  of  Water. 

Inc    Go  you  fee  him  in  Perfon.  [Exit  Diego. 

Hoftefi.  Sir,  tafte  a  little  of  this,  of  mine  own  Water, 
J  did  dilliH't  my  felf  •,  fweet  Lilly  look  upon  me, 
You  are  but  newly  blpwn,  my  pretty  Tulip, 
Faint  not  upon  your  Stalk,  'tis  firm  and  frefli. 
Stand  up,  fo,  bolt  upright,  you're  yet  in  growing. 

Theo    Pray  you  let  me  have  a  Chamber. 

H'ftefs.  That  you  fhall.  Sir. 

Ibeo.  And  where  I  may  be  private,  I  entreat  you. 

Hoftefs.  For  that,  in  rroth  Sir,  we  ha*  no  Choice:  Our 
Houfe 
Js  but  a  (2)  Vent  of  need,  that  now  and  then 
Receives  a  Gueft  between  the  greater  Towns 
As  they  come  late;  only  one  Room. 

Inc.  She  means,  Sir,  it  is  none 
Of  thofe  wild,  fcatter'd  Heaps,  call'd  Inns,  where  fcarce 
TheHoft's  heard,  though  he  wind  his  Horn  t*his  People, 
Here  is  a  competent  Pile,  wherein  the  Man, 
Wife,  Servants,  all  do  live  within  the  whiftle. 

Hoftefs.  Only  one  Room 

Inc.  A  pretty  modeft  Quadrangle 
She  will  defcribe  to  you. 

Hofiefs.  Wherein  ftand  two  Beds,  Sir, 

Enter  Diego. 
We  have,  and  where,  if  any  Gueft  do  come. 
He  muft  of  Force  be  lodg'd,  that  is  the  truth.  Sir. 

Tbeo.  But  if  I  pay  you  for  both  Beds,  methinks 
That  ftiould  alike  content  you. 

Hoftefs.  That  it  fhall.  Sir. 
If  1  be  paid,  I'm  paid. 

(2)  Fenta,  an  Inn.  Hijpanice.         Mr.  Theobald. 

7'beo. 
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Theo.  Why,  there's  a  Ducket, 
Will  that  make  your  Content? 

Hojlefs.  Oh  the  fwect  Face  on  you : 
A  Ducket  ?  Yes,  and  there  were  three  Beds,  Sir, 
And  twice  fo  many  Rooms,  which  is  one  more. 
You  (hould  be  private  in  'em  all,  in  all,  Sirj 
No  one  (hould  have  a  Piece  of  a  Bed  with  you. 
Not  Mafter  Dean  of  Sevil  himJelf,  I  fwcar. 
Though  he  came  naked  hither,  as  once  he  did. 
When  h'had  like  t'havebeen  ta'en  a  Bed  with  xhtMoor, 
And  guelt  by'r  Mailer ;  you  fhall  be  as  private, 
As  if  you  lay  in's  own  great  Houfe  that's  haunted, 
Where  no  Body  comes,  they  fay. 

^heo.  I  thank  you,  Hoftels. 
Pray  you,  will  you  fhew  me  in. 

Hojlefs.  Yes  marry  will  J,  Sir, 
And  pray  that  not  a  Flea,  or  a  (3)  Chinch  vex  you. 

\^Exit  Hojlefs  and  Theo. 

Inc.  You  forget  Supper  :  GofTip,  move  for  Supper. 

Die.  'I'is  ftrange  what  love  to  a  Beaft  may  do,  his  Horfe 
Threw  him  into  this  fit. 

Inc.  You  fhall  excufe  me, 
It  was  his  being  in  cuerpo  meerly  caus'd  it. 

Die.  Do  you  think  fo,  Sir.^* 

Inc.   Moft  unlucky  cuerpo. 
Nought  elfe,  he  looks  as  he  would  eat  a  Partridge 
This  Gueft ;  ha'  you  'em  ready  in  the  Houfe  ? 
And  a  fine  piece  of  Kid  now  ?  and  frefn  Garlick, 

Enter  Hojlefs. 

^4)  With  a  Sardina  and  Zant  Oil  ?  How  now  ? 
Has  he  befpoke  ?  what  will  he  have  a  brace. 
Or  but  one  Partridge,  or  a  fhort  leg'd  Hen, 
Daintily  carbonado'd  ? 

(3)  Clinche  in  Spanijh,  fignifles  a  flinkingWall-Loure,    Mr.  Theobald. 

(4)  With  Sardinia  and  X^LtM  Oil!' — ]  I  had  endeavoured  to  cure 
this  corrupted  Paflage  long  before  I  law  the  Copy  ol  1647,  thus, 
— IFilBaJinrdixny  and  Za.nt  Oil? —  And  upon  collating  of  that  Edi- 
tion, I  found' I  had.  done  it  within  a  fmall  Trifle.  For  t'  ere  the  Line 
runs  thus;  — JVith  a^^xdmdL  and  Xx:i\.OiL  A  Sardina  or  Sardiny, 
is  an  Anchovy. 

Hofiefs, 
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Hqjlefs.  'Lafs,  the  dead 
May  be  as  ready  for  a  Supper  as  he. 
Inc.  Ha? 

Hojlefs.  He  has  no  mind  to  eat,  more  than  his  (hadow. 
Inc.  Say  you. 

Die.  How  does  your  Worfliip  ? 
Inc.  I  put  on 
My  left  Shoe  firft  to  day,  now  I  perceive  it. 
And  skipt  a  Bead  in  faying  *em  o'er,  eJle 
1  could  not  be  thus  crols'd :  He  cannot  be 
Above  feventeen  i  one  of  his  Years,  and  have 
No  better  a  Stomach  ? 

Hofiefs.  And  in  fuch  good  Cloaths  too.  [Wife, 

Die.  Nay,  thefe  do  often  make  the  Stomach  worfe, 
That  is  no  rcafon. 

Inc.  I  could,  at  his  Years,  Goflips, 
(As  temperate  as  you  fee  me  now)  have  eaten 
My  brace  of  Ducks,  with  my  half  Goofe,  my  Cony, 
And  drank  my  whole  twelve  Marvedis  in  Wine, 
As  eafie  as  I  now  get  down  three  Olives. 

Die.  And,  with  your  temperance- favour,  yet  I  think 
(5)  Your  Worfhip  would  put  to't  at  fix  and  thirty 
For  a  good  Wager  ;  and  the  Meal  in  too. 

Inc.  i  do  not  know  what  mine  old  Mouth  can  do, 
I  ha  not  prov'd  it  lately. 
Die.  That's  the  grief,  Sir. 
Inc.  But  is  he  vvithout  hope  then  gone  to  Bed  ? 
Ilojlcfs.  I  fear  fo,  Sir  i  h'as  lock'd  the  Door  clofe  to  him. 
Sure  he  is  very  ill. 

Inc.  That  is  with  fading. 
You  fhould  ha'  told  him  Gofllp,  what  you  had  had. 
Given  him  the  Inventory  of  your  Kitchen, 
It  is  the  Picklock  in  an  Inn,  and  often 

(5)  Tour  Wor/hip  ^vouU put  to't  at  fix  and  thirty]  This  is  not  an 
Age  for  a  Man  to  be  called  old  at :  Six  and  Fifty  I  imagine  was  what 
our  Authors  wrote,  tho'  I  have  not  ventur'd  to  difturb  the  Text. 
What  ftems  to  be  a  Confirmation  of  it  is  the  following  Speech  of 
Incukof 

I  do  not  knauj  ixkat  my  old  Mouth  can  do. 

Opens 
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Opens  a  clofe  barrM  Stomach ;  What  may  he  be  trow  ? 
Has  he  (o  good  a  Horfe  ? 

Die.  Oh  a  brave  Jennet, 
^s  e*er  your  Worfhip  faw. 

Inc.  And  he  eats  ? 

Vie.  Strongly. 

Inc.  A  mighty  Solecifm,  Heav'n  give  mc  Patience, 
What  Creatures  has  he  f 

Hojiefs.  None. 

Inc.  And  fo  well  cloath'd. 
And  fo  well  mounted  ? 

Die.  That's  all  my  wonder,  Sir, 
Who  he  fhould  be  -,  he  is  attir'd  and  hors'd 
For  th*  Conftable's  Son  of  Spain. 

Inc.  My  wonder's  more 
He  fhould  want  Appetite:  Well,  a  good  Night 
To  both  my  Goflips;  I  will  for  this  time 
Put  off  the  thought  of  fupping:  In  the  Morning 
Remember  him  of  Breakfaft  pray  you, 

HoJlefs.  Ilhall,  Sir. 

Die.  A  hungry  time.  Sir. 

Inc.  We  that  live  like  Mice 
On  others  Meat,  muft  watch  when  we  can  get  it.  [Ex.  Inc. 

Hojiefs.  Yes,  but  I  would  not  tell  him :  Our  fair  Gueft 
Says,  though  he  eats  no  Supper  he  will  pay  [Health, 
For  one.  Die.  Good  news ;  we'll  eat  it  Spoufe,  t'  his 
'Twas  politickly  done  t'admit  no  ftiarers. 

Enter  Philippo. 

Phi.  Look  to  the  Mules  there,  where's  mine  Hoft  ? 

Die.  Here,  Sir. 
Another  Fairy  ? 

Hojiefs.  Blefsme 

Phi.  From  what,  fweet  Hoftefs  ? 
Are  you  afraid  o*  your  Guefts  ? 

Hoji.  From  Angels,  Sir, 
I  think  there's  none  but  fuch  come  here  to  Nighr, 
My  Houfe  had  never  fo  good  luck  afore 
For  brave  fine  Guells ;  and  yet  the  ill  luck  on't  is 
I  cannot  bid  you  welcome. 

Phi.  No?  Hoflefs. 
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IJoJiefs.  Not  l(xlge  you,  Sir. 

Phi.  No,  Hoftels? 

Hojiefs.  No  in  troth,  ^ir,  I  do  tell  you, 
Becaufe  you  may  provide  in  time:  my  Beds 
Are  both  ta'en  up  by  a  young  Cavalier 
That  will  and  muft  be  private.     Die.  He  has  paid.  Sir, 
For  all  our  Chambers.     Hojiefs.  Which  is  one ;  and  Beds, 
Which  1  already  ha*  told  you  are  two  :  But,  Sir, 
So  fweet  a  Creature,  1  am  very  forry  \^JJide, 

I  cannot  lodge  you  by  him  j  you  look  fo  like  him. 
You're  both  the  lovelieft  pieces. 

Phi.  What  train  has  he  ? 

Die.  None  but  himfelf. 

Phi.  And  will  no  lefs  than  both  Beds 
Serve  him  ? 

Hoftefs.  H'as  given  me  a  Ducket  for  'em. 

Phi    Oh, 
You  give  me  reafon,  Hoftefs :  Is  he  handfome. 
And  young,  d'you  fay  ? 

Hoftefs.  Oh  Sir,  the  delicat'ft  Flefh 
And  finefl:  Cloaths  withal,  and  fuch  a  Horfe, 
With  fuch  a  Saddle. 

Phi.  She's  in  love  with  all,  \^Afide. 

TheHorfe,and  him, and  Saddle,and  Cloaths,goodWoman, 
Thou  juftifieil  thy  Sex;  lov'lt  all  that's  brave: 

Enter  Incubo. 

Sure  though  I  lye  o'th'  ground,  I'll  ftay  here  now 
And  have  a  fight  of  him  :  You'll  give  me  Houfe-room, 
Fire,  and  fre(h  Meat,  for  Mony,  gentle  Hoftefs; 
And  make  me  a  Pallat  ? 

Inc.  Sir,  ftie  ftiall  do  reafon, 

I  underwood  you  had  another  Gueft,  Goflips, 

Pray  you  let  his  Mule  be  look'd  to,  have  good  Straw, 

And  ftore  of  Bran :  And  Goffip,  do  you  hear, 

Let  him  not  ftay  for  Supper :  What  good  Fowl  ha'  you  .^ 

This  Gentleman  would  eat  a  Pheafant. 

Hoftefs.  *Lafs  Sir, 
We  ha'  no  fuch. 

Inc» 
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Inc.  I  kifs  your  Hands,  fair  Sir.  [To  Philippo. 

What  ha'  you  then  ?  fpeak  what  you  have  ?  l*m  one,  Sir, 
Here  for  the  Catholick  King,  an  Officer 
T^ enquire  what  Guefts come  to  thefe  Places;  you,  Sir, 
Appear  a  Perfon  of  Quality,  and  'tis  fit 
You  be  accommodated  :  Why  fpeak  you  not. 
What  ha'  you  Woman?  are  you  afraid  to  vent 
That  which  you  have? 

Phi.  This  is  a  moil  ftrange  Man ; 
T'appoint  my  Meat. 

Hojlefs.  The  half  of  a  cold  Hen,  Sir, 
And  a  boil'd  quarter  of  Kid,  is  all 
Pth*  Houfe.     Inc.  Why  all's  but  cold ;  let  him  kt't  forth, 
Cover,  and  give  the  Eye  fome  fatisfadtion, 
A  Trav'ller's  Stomach  muft  fee  Bread  and  Salt, 
His  Belly's  nearer  to  him  than  his  Kindred: 
Cold  Hen's  a  pretty  Meat,  Sir. 

Phi.  What  you  pleafe, 
I  am  refolv'd  t'  obey. 

Inc.  So  is  your  Kid, 
With  Pepper,  Garlick,  and  the  juice  of  an  Orange; 
She  ihall  with  Sallads  help  it,  and  clean  Linnen ; 
Difpatch.     What  news  at  Court,  Sir  ? 

Phi.  Faith,  new  Tires 
Moft  of  the  Ladies  have,  the  Men  old  Suits; 
Only  the  King's  Fool  has  a  new  Coat 
To  ferve  you. 

Inc.  I  did  guefs  you  came  from  thence,  Sir. 

Phi.  But  I  do  know  J  did  not. 

he.  I  miftook,  Sir. 
What  hear  you  of  the  Archdukes  ? 

Phi.  Troth,  your  Queftion. 

Enter  Hojlefs  and  Servants  with  a  Table. 

Inc.  Of  the  French  Bufmefs,  What  ? 
Phi.  As  much. 

Inc.  No  more  ?  [you. 

They  fay  the  French:  Oh  that's  well;  (6)  come,  PJl  help 

(6)  — come,  ril  help  you-l  i.e.  to  lay  the  Cloth. 

Have 
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Have  you  no  Jiblets  now  ?  Or  a  broird  Rafhcr. 
Or  feme  fuch  prefent  Difh  t*  aflift  ? 

Hofiefs.  Not  any.  Sir. 

Inc.  The  more  your  fault,  you  ne'er  Ihould  be  without 
Such  aids,  what  Cottage  would  ha*  Jack'd  a  Pheafant 
At  fuch  a  time  as  this  ?  Well,  bring  your  Hen 
And  Kid  forth  quickly. 

Phi.  That  fhould  be  my  Prayer, 
To  fcape  his  Inquifuion. 

Ittc.  Sir,  the  Frenchy 
They  fay,  are  divided  'bout  their  Match  with  us. 
What  think  you  of  it? 

Phi.  As  of  naught  to  me.  Sir. 

Inc.  Nay,  it's  as  little  to  me  too ;  but  I  love 
To  ask  after  thefe  things,  to  know  the  Affediions 
Of  States  and  Princes,  now  and  then  for  bettering— 

Phi,  Of  your  own  Ignorance. 

Inc.  Yes,  Sir. 

Phi.  Many  do  fo. 

Inc.  I  cannot  live  without  it ;  what  d*  you  hear 
Of  our  Indian  Fleet  >  they  fay  they're  well  return'd. 

Phi.  I  had  no  venture  with  *em  Sir ;  had  you  ? 

Enter  Hojlefs  and  Servants  with  Meat. 

Inc.  Why  do  you  ask.  Sir? 

Phi.  *Caufe  it  might  concern  you. 
It  does  not  me. 

Inc.  Oh  here's  your  Meat  come. 

Phi.  Thanks, 
I  welcome  it  at  any  price. 

Inc.  Some  Stools  here, 
And  bid  mine  Hoft  bring  Wine,  1*11  try  your  Kid, 
If  he  be  fweet :  He  looks  well ;  yes,  he's  good  i 
I'll  carve  you,  Sir. 

Phi.  You  ufe  me  too  too  Princely, 
Tafte,  and  carve  too. 

Inc.  I  love  to  do  thefe  Offices. 

Phi.  1  think  you  do,  for  whofe  fake? 

Inc.  For  themfelves.  Sir, 
The  very  doing  of  them  is  Reward. 

Phi 


Love's    Pilgrimage.         15 

phi.  *Had  little  Faith  would  not  believe  you,  Sir. 
inc.  Goflip,  fome  Wine. 

Enter  Diego  with  fFine. 

Die.  Here  *tis,  and  right  St.  Martin. 

Inc.  Meafure  me  out  a  Glals. 

Phi.  I  love  th'  Humanity 
Us*d  in  this  Place. 

Inc.  Sir,  I  falute  you  here. 

Phi.  I  kifs  your  Hands,  Sir. 

Inc.  Good  Wine ;  it  will  beget  an  Appetite : 
Fill  him,  and  fit  down,  Gofilp,  entertain 
Your  noble  Gucft  here,  as  becomes  your  Tide. 

Die.  Pleafe  you  to  like  this  Wine,  Sir  ? 

Phi.  I  dinike 
Nothing,  mine  Hoft,  but  that  I  may  not  fee. 
Your  conceal'd  Gueft ;  here's  to  you. 

Die.  In  good  faith.  Sir, 
I  wifh  y*  as  well  as  him  ;  would  you  might  fee  him. 

Inc.  And  wherefore  may  he  not  ? 

Die.  'Has  lockM  himfelf,  Sir, 
Up,  and  has  hir'd  both  the  Beds  o'  my  Wife 
(7)  At  extraordinary  rate. 

Phi.  ril  give  as  much. 
If  that  will  do*f,  for  one,  as  he  for  both  ; 
What  fay  you  mine  Hoft,  the  Door  once  open 
ril  fling  my  felf  upon  the  next  Bed  to  him, 
And  there's  an  end  of  me  till  Morning  -,  Noife 
I  will  make  none. 

Die.  I  wifh  your  Worfhip  well  ■  but 

Inc.  His  Honour  is  engag'd :  And  my  fhe-GolTip 
Hath  paft  her  Promife,  hath  fhe  not .? 

Die.  Yes  truly. 

Inc.  That  touchcth  to  the  credit  of  the  Houfe : 
Well,  I  will  eat  a  little,  and  think;  how  fay  you.  Sir, 
Unto  this  Brawn  o'th'  Hen  ? 

Phi.  I  ha'  more  mind 
To  get  this  Bed,  Sir. 

(7)  At  (xtraordinary  rate."]  We  might  perhaps  read  it  more  fully 
thus.  At  an  extraordinary  rate. 

Inc. 
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Inc.  Say  you  fo  ?  Why  then 
Give't  me  again,  and  drink  to  me ;  Mine  Hoft 
Fill  him  his  Wine,  thou'rt  dull,  and  doft  not  praifc  it, 
I  eat  but  to  teach  you  the  way,  Sir, 

Phi.  Sir, 
Find  but  the  way  to  lodge  me  in  this  Chamber, 
I'll  give  mine  Hoft  two  Duckets  for  his  Bed, 
And  you  Sir  two  Reals  j  here's  to  you. 

Inc.  Excufe  me, 
I  am  not  Mercenary ;  Gofllp  pledge  him  for  me, 
I'll  think  a  little  more,  but  ev*n  one  bit 
And  then  talk  on,  you  cannot  interrupt  me. 

Die.  This  piece  of  Wine,  Sir,  coft  me- • 

Jnc.  Stay,   IVe  found  : 
This  little  Morfel,  and  then,  here's  excellent  Garlick  : 
Have  you  not  a  bunch  of  Grapes  now  -,  or  fome  Bacon, 
To  give  the  Mouth  a  relifh  ? 

Die.  Wife,  d*  you  hear  ? 

Jnc.  It  is  no  matter :  Sir,  give  mine  Hoft  your  Duckets. 

Die.  How,  Sir  ? 

Inc.  Do  you  receive  'em,  I  will  fave 
Th*  honefty  of  your  Houfe ;  and  yours  too  Gofilp ; 
And  I  will  lodge  the  Gentleman ;  Ihew  the  Chamber. 

Die.  Good  Sir,  d'  you  hear  ? 

Inc.  Shew  me  the  Chamber. 

Die.  Pray  you.  Sir, 
Do  not  difturb  my  Guefts. 

Inc.  Difturb  ?  I  hope 
The  Catholick  King,  Sir,  may  command  a  Lodging 
Without  difturbing  in  his  Vaflal's  Houfe, 
For  any  Minifter  of  his,  employ'd 
In  bufinefs  of  the  State.     Where  is  the  Door? 
Open  the  Door,  who  are  you  there?  Within? 
In  the  King's  Name.  [Theodofia  within- 

IhcG.  What  would  you  have  ? 

Inc.  Your  Key,  Sir, 
And  your  Door  open  :  I  have  here  command 
To  lodge  a  Gentleman,  from  the  Juftice,  fent 
Upon  the  King's  Affairs. 
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Theo.  Kings  and  Neceffities 
Muft  be  obey*d:  The  Key's  under  the  Door. 

Inc.  How  now  Sir,  are  you  fitted?  You  fecur'd  ? 

Phi.  Your  two  Reals  are  grown  a  piece  of  Eight. 

Inc.  Excufe  me,  Sir. 

Phi.  'Twill  buy  a  Hen,  and  Wine, 
Sir,  for  to  Morrow.  \_Exit  Phi. 

Inc.  I  do  kifs  your  Hands,  Sir. 
"Weil,  this  will  bear  my  Charge  yet  to  the  Gallies, 
Where  I  am  owing  a  Ducket,  whither  this  Night 
By  the  Moon's  leave  I'll  march  ;  for  in  the  Morning 
Early,  they  put  from  Port  St.  Mary*s.  {^Exitallbui  Diego: 

Die.  Lazaro, 

Enter  Lazaro. 

How  do  the  Horfes  ? 

Laz.  Would  you  would  go  and  fee.  Sir, 

A- ^of  all  Jades,  what  a  clap  h'has  given  me  : 

As  fure  as  you  live  Mafter  he  knew  perfedlly 

I  couzen'd  him  on's  Oats,  he  lookt  upon  me. 

And  then  he  fneer'd,  as  who  fhould  fay,  take  heed  Sirrah ; 

And  when  he  faw  our  half  Peck,  which  you  know 

Was  but  an  old  Court  DiHi,  Lord  how  he  ftampt  \ 

I  thought 't  had  been  for  Joy,  when  fuddenly 

He  cuts  me  a  back  Caper  with  his  Heels, 

And  takes  me  juft  o'th'  Crupper,  down  came  I, 

And  all  my  ounce  of  Oats :  Then  he  Neigh'd  out. 

As  though  h'ad  had  a  Mare  by  th'  Tail. 

Die.  Faith  Lazaro 
We  are  to  blame,  to  ufe  the  poor  dumb  Servitors 
So  cruelly. 

Laz.  Yonder's  this  other  Gentleman's  Horfe 
Keeping  our  Lady's  Eve,  the  Devil  a  bit 
H'as  got  fince  he  came  in  yet ;  there  he  (lands, 
And  looks,  and  looks,  but  'tis  your  pleafure,  Sir, 
He  fhall  look  lean  enough  j  h'as  Hay  before  him. 
But  'tis  as  big  as  Hemp,  and  will  as  foon  choak  him, 
Unlefs  he  eat  it  buttcr'd  ;  he  had  four  Shoes 
And  good  ones  when  he  came  ;  'tis  a  ftrange  wonder. 
With  (landing  Hill  he  (hould  caft  three. 

Vol.  VII.  B  Die. 
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Die    O  Lazaro. 
The  Devil's  in  this  Trade;  Truth  never  knew  it: 
And  to  the  Devil  we  fhall  travel,  Lazaro^ 
Unlefs  we  mend  our  Manners :  Once  cv'ry  Week 
I  meet  with  fuch  a  knock  to  mollifie  me, 
Sometimes  a  dozen  to  awake  my  Confcience, 
Yet  ftill  I  fleep  fecurely. 

Laz.  Certain,  Mafter, 
We  mud  ufe  better  dealing. 

Die-  'Faith  for  mine  own  part. 
Not  to  give  ill  example  to  our  IlTues, 
I  could  be  well  content  to  fteal  but  tWo  Girths, 
And  now  and  then  a  Saddle-cloth  ;  change  a  Bridle 
Only  for  Exercife. 

Laz.  If  we  could  ftay  there. 
There  were  fome  hope  on*s,  Mafter ;  but  the  Devil  is 
"We're  drunk  fo  early,  we  miftake  whole  Saddles; 
Sometimes  a  Horfe-,  and  then  it  Teems  to  us  too 
Ev'ry  poor  Jade  has  his  whole  peck,  and  tumbles 
Up  to  his  Ears  in  clean  Straw,  and  every  Bottle 
Shews  at  the  leaft  a  dozen  ;  when  the  truth  is,  Sir, 
There's  no  fuch  matter,  not  a  fmell  of  Provender, 
Not  fo  much  Straw  as  would  tye  up  a  Horfe  Tail, 
Nor  any  thing  i*th'  Rack,  but  two  old  Cobwebs, 
And  fo  much  rotten  Hay  as  had  been  a  Hen's  Neft. 

Die.  Well,  thefe  miftakings  muft  be  mended,  Lazaro, 
Thefe  Apparitions,  that  abule  our  Senfes, 
And  make  us  ever  apt  to  fweep  the  Manger, 
But  put  in  nothing  ;  thefe  fancies  muft  be  forgot. 
And  wc  muft  pray  it  may  be  reveal*d  to  us 
"Whofc  Horfe  we  ought,  in  Confcience,  to  cozen. 
And  how,  and  when :  A  Parfon's  Horfe  may  fufFer 
A  little  greafing  in  his  Teeth,  'tis  wholcfome. 
And  keeps  him  in  a  fober  lliuffle ;  and's  Saddle 
May  want  a  Stirrop,  and  it  may  be  fworn 
His  Learning  lay  on  one  fide,  and  fo  broke  it : 
H'as  ever  Oats  in's  Cloak- bag  fS)  to  prevent  us, 

(8)   to  prevent  a/,]    Johnfon  in  his  Nenjo  Inn,  reads  what  may 

be  the  right  here,  to  ajf'ront  us.    The  Corruption  was  eaf/. 

And 
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And  therefore  *tis  a  meritorious  Office 
ToTythe  him  foundJy. 

Laz.  And  a  Grazier  may 
(For  thofe  are  pinching  Puckfoyfts,  and  fufpicious^ 
Suffer  a  Mill:  before  his  Eyes  fometimes  too, 
And  think  he  fees- his  Horfe  eat  half  a  Bufhel: 
When  the  truth  is,  rubbing  his  Gums  with  Saltj 
Till  all  the  skin  come  off,  he  fhall  but  mumble 
Like  an  old  Woman  that  were  chewing  Brawn, 
And  drop  'em  out  again. 

Die.  'rhat  may  do  well  too, 
And  no  doubt  *tis  but  venial ;  but  good  Lazaro^ 
Have  you  a  care  of  underftanding  Horfcs, 
Horfes  that  know  the  World  ;  let  them  have  Meat 
Till  their  Teeth  akc,  and  rubbing  till  their  Ribs 
Shine  like  a  Wenches  Forehead  j  they  are  Devils — • 

Laz.  And  look  into  our  Dealings;  as  fure  as  we  live 
Thefe  Courtiers  Horfes  are  a  kind  of  JVelch  Prophets, 
Nothing  can  be  hid  from  'em  :  For  mine  own  parr, 
The  next  I  cozen  of  that  kind  lliall  be  founder'd. 
And  of  all  four  too  :  I'll  no  more  fuch  Complements 
Upon  my  Crupper. 

Die.  Steal  but  a  little  longer 
Till  I  am  lam'd  too,  and  we'Jl  Repent  together. 
It  will  not  be  above  two  Days. 

Laz.  By  that  time 
I  fhall  be  well  again,  and  all  forgot,  Sir« 

Die.  Why  then  I'll  ftay  for  thee.  [Exeu^f, 

SCENE      IL 

Theodofia  and  Philippo  difcovered  on  feveral  Beds, 

Tleo.  Oh, .ho?    oh ho? 

Phi.  Ha? 

theo.  Oh — oh?  Heart heart — -heart- heart? 

Phi.  What's  that? 

Theo.  When  wilt  thou  break  ?-«• -break,  break,  break? 

B  2  ^hi. 
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Phi.  Ha? 
I  would  the  Voice  (9)  were  ftronger,  or  I  nearer. 

Theo.  Shame,  fliame,  eternal  fliame  ?  what  have  1  done  ?— 

Phi.  Done? 

TJjeo.  And  to  no  end,  what  a  wild  journey 

Have  I  more  wildly  undertaken  ? • 

Phi.  Journey  ? 

^hco.  How,  without  counfel,  care,  reafon,  or  fear  ? 
Phi.  Whither  will  this  fit  carry  ? 
Theo.  Oh  my  folly. 
Phi.  This  is  no  common  ficknefs. 
^eo.  How  have  I  left 
All  I  fhould  love,  or  keep  ?  oh  Heav*n. 
Phi.  Sir. 
^heo.  Ha? 

Phi.  How  do  you,  gentle  Sir? 

1%£0.  Alas,  my  fortune.  [nefs. 

Phi.  It  feems  your  forrow  opprefles :  pleafe  your  good- 
Let  me  bear  half,  Sir  j  a  divided  burthen 
Is  fo  made  lighter. 
■    Theo.  Oh! 

Phi.  That  Sigh  betrays 
The  fulnefs  of  your  Grief. 

Thco.  Ay,  if  that  Grief 
Had  not  bereft  me  of  my  Underftanding, 
1  fhould  have  well  remembred  where  1  was, 
.  And  in  what  Company ;  and  clapt  a  Lock 
Upon  this  Tongue  for  talking. 

Phi.  Worthy  Sir, 
Let  it  not  add  t*  your  Grief,  that  I  have  heard 
A  Sigh  or  Groan  come  from  you  j  that  is  all.  Sir.     [fear, 
*Ihco.  Good  Sir,  no  more  -,  you've  heard  too  much  I 
W^ould  I  had  taken  Poppy  when  I  fpake  it. 
Phi.  It  feems  you  have  an  ill  belief  of  me. 
And  would  have  fear'd  much  more,  had  you  fpoke  ought 
I  could  interpret.     But  believe  it.  Sir, 
Had  I  had  means  to  look  into  your  Bread, 

(9)  — ivere  ftrong,—  '\  I  imagine  we  fhould  read  here  for  improving 
both  Metre  andSenle  thus, were  Jlrongevy  or  I  ttearer. 

And 
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And  ta'en  you  fleeping  here,  that  fo  fecurely 

I  might  have  read  all  that  your  Woe  would  hide, 

I  would  not  have  betray*d  you. 

1'heo.  Sir,  that  Speech 
Is  very  noble,  and  almofl  would  tempt 
My  need  to  truft  you. 

Phi.  At  your  own  Eledion,  , 

I  dare  not  make  my  Faith  fo  much  fufpecSled 
As  to  protefl:  again  ;  nor  am  I  curious 
To  know  more  than  is  fit. 

'Theo.  Sir,  I  will  truft  you. 
But  you  fhall  promife,  Sir,  to  keep  your  Bed, 
And  whatfoe'er  you  hear,  not  to  importune 
More,  I  befeech  you,  from  me 

Phi.  Sir,  I  will  not. 

Theo.  Than  I  am  prone  to  utter. 

Phi.  My  Faith  for  it. 

1'heo.  If  I  were  wife,  I  yet  fhould  hold  my  peace ; 
You  will  be  noble  ? 

Phi.  You  fliall  make  me  fo. 
If  youMl  but  think  me  fuch. 

i'heo.  I  do :  Then  know 
You  are  deceived  with  whom  you've  talk*d  fo  long. 
I  am  a  moft  unfortunate  loft  Woman. 

Phi.  Ha? 

Theo.  Do  not  ftir.  Sir;  I  have  here  a  Sword. 

Phi.  Not  I,  fweet  Lady  :  Of  what  Blood  or  Name? 

^eo.  You'll  keep  your  Faith  ? 

Phi.  I'll  perifli  elfe. 

*Theo.  Believe  then 

Of  Birth  too  noble  for  me,  fo  defcended 

I  am  aftiam'd,  no  lefs  than  I'm  affrighted. 

Phi.  Fear  not  -,  by  all  good  things  I  will  not  wrong  you. 

Theo.  I  am  the  Daughter  of  a  noble  Gentleman 
Born  in  this  part  of  Spain  •,  my  Father's  Name,  Sir 
But  why  fhould  I  abufe  that  Reverence, 
When  a  Child's  Duty  has  forfaken  me  ? 

Phi.  All  may  be  mended,  in  fit  time  too :  fpeak  it. 

Theo.  Alphonfo.^  Sir. 

Phi,  jilphonfo  ?  What's  your  own  Name  ? 

B  3  Theo. 
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7T;eo.  Any  bafe  thing  you  can  invent. 
Phi.  Deal  truly. 
Theo.  They  call  mc  ^Tbeodofia. 
Phi.   Ha?  and  Love 
Is  that  that  hath  chang'd  you  thus  ? 

^heo.  Ye've  obferv'd  me 
Too  nearly  Sir,  *cis  that  indeed  :  'tis  Love,  Sir:     [thus? 
And  Love  of  him  (oh  Heav*ns)  why  fhould  Men  deal 
Why  Hiould  they  ufe  their  Arts  to  cozen  us. 
That  have  no  cunning,  but  our  feats,  about  us? 
And  ever  that  too  Jacc  too  •,  no  difilmbling 
Or  double  way,  but  doating,  too  much  loving  ? 
Why  (hould  they  find  new  Oaths,  to  make  more  Wretches? 
Phi.   What  may  his  Name  be  ? 
Theo.  Sir,  a  Name  that  promifes, 
Methinks,  no  fuch  ill  ufage  :  Mark-  Antonio., 
A  noble  Neighbour's  Son  :  Now  I  muft  defire  ye 
To  ftay  a  while  j  elfe  my  weak  Eyes  muft  anfwer. 
Phi.  I  will : — Are  ye  yet  ready  ?  What's  his  Quality  ? 
theo.  Hisbeft  a  Thief,  Sir :  that  he  would  be  known  by 
If,  Heir  to  Leonardo.^  a  rich  Gentleman  : 
Next,  of  a  handfome  Body,  had  Hcav'n  made  him 
A  Mind  fit  to  it.      To  this  Man,  my  Fortune, 
(My  more  than  purblind  Fortune)  gave  my  Faith, 
Drawn  to  it  by  as  many  flicws  of  Service 
And  figns  of  Truth,  as  ever  falfe  Tongue  utter'd: 


Hcav'n  pardon  all- 

Phi.  '  Fis  well  faid  :  forward,  Lady. 

Theo.  Contraded  Sir,  and  by  exchange  of  Rings 
Our  Soul's  deliver'd:  nothing  lett  unfinifh'd 
But  the  laft  work,  enjoying  me,  and  Ceremony  ; 
For  that,  I  muft  confefs,  was  th'  firft  wife  doubt 
I  ever  made :  Yet  after  all  this  Love,  Sir, 
Ail  this  profcfTion  of  his  Faith,  when  daily 
And  hourly  I  expeded  the  bleft  Prieft, 
He  left  me  like  a  dream,  (as  all  this  ftory 
Had  ntver  been,  nor  thought  of-,  why,  I  know  notj 
Yet  I  have  called  my  Conlcience  to  confefTion, 
And  everySyllable  tlxat  might  ofi^end 
Tvc  had  in  fhrift:  yet  neither  Love's  Law,  SigMior, 

Nor 
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Nor  tye  of  Maiden's  duty,  but  defiring. 

Have  I  tranfgreft  in:)  left  his  Father  too. 

Nor  whither  he  is  gone,  or  why  departed. 

Can  any  Tongue  rcfolve  me:  All  my  hope 

(Which  keeps  me  yet  alive,  and  would  perfwade  me 

I  may  be  once  more  happy,  and  thus  fliapes  me 

A  rtiame  to  all  my  modeft  Sex)  is  this,  Sir, 

I  have  a  Brother  and  his  old  Companion, 

Student  in  Salamanca,  there  my  laft  hope 

If  he  be  yet  alive,  and  can  be  loving, 

Is  left  me  to  recover  him  :  For  which  Travel 

In  this  Suit  left  at  home  of  that  dear  Brother's 

Thus  as  you  find  me,  without  Fear,  or  Wifdom, 

I've  wander'd  from  my  Father,  fled  my  Friends, 

And  now  am  only  Child  of  hope  and  danger : 

You  are  now  filent,  Sir,  this  tedious  Story 

(That  ever  keeps  me  waking)  makes  you  heavy, 

'Tis  fit  you  fliould  do  foj  for  that  and  I 

Can  be  but  troubles. 

Phi.  No,  I  fleep  not  Lady : 
I  would  I  could :  Oh  Heav'n,  is  this  my  Comfort? 

Theo.  What  ail  you,  gentle  Sir  ? 

Phi.  Oh. 

^eo.  Why  d'  you  groan  fo  ? 

Phi.  I  muft,  I  mufti  Oh  Mifery! 

^heo.  But  now,  Sir, 
You  were  my  Comfort,  if  any  thing  afflidl  ye 
Am  not  I  fit  to  bear  a  part  on't  ^  And  by  your  own  Rule  ? 

Phi.  No ;  if  you  could  heal,  as  you've  wounded  me. 
But  'tis  not  in  your  Power. 

I'beo.  I  fear  Intemperance- 

Phi.  Nay,  do  not  feek  to  fliunme;  I  mud  fee  you. 
By  Heav'n  I  muft.  Hoa  there  mine  Hoft ;  a  Candle ; 
Strive  not,  I  will  not  ftir  ye. 

Theo.  Noble  Sir, 
This  is  a  breach  of  Promife. 

Phi.  Tender  Lady, 
It  fhall  be  none  but  neceffary.     Hoa  there. 
Some  light,  fome  light  for  Hcav*n's  fake. 

B  4  Tbeo, 
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Tbeo.  Will  ye  betray  me  ? 
Are  ye  a  Gentleman  ? 
fbi.  Good  Woman: 
^heo.  Sir. 

Efiier  Diego  li-iih  a  Light. 

Phi.  Tf  I  be  prejudicial  to  you,  curfe  me. 

Die.  Y'are  early  iHrriiig,  Sir. 

Phi.  Give  me  your  Candle, 
And  lb  good  morrow  for  a  while. 

Die.  Good  morrow.  Sir.  \^Exit, 

^heo.  My  Brother  Don  Philippo :  Nay  Sir,  kill  me, 
I  ask  no  mercy  Sir,  for  none  dare  know  me, 
I  can  deferve  none :  As  ye  look  upon  me 
Behold  in  infinite  thefe  foul  Difhonours, 
My  noble  Father,  then  your  felf,  laft  all 
That  bear  the  name  of  Kindred,  fuffer  in  me  : 
I  have  forgot  whofe  Child  I  am;  whofe  Sifter: 
Do  you  forget  the  Pity  tied  to  that. 
Let  not  Compaftion  fway  you,  you  will  be  then 
As  foul  as  I,  and  bear  the  fime  brand  with  me, 
A  favourer  of  my  fault ;  ye  have  a  Sword,  Sir, 
And  fuch  a  caufe  to  kill  me  in. 

Phi.  Rife  Sifter, 
I  wear  no  Sword  for  Women,  nor  no  Anger, 
While  your  fair  Chaftiry  is  yet  untouch'd. 

Iheo.  By  thofe  bright- Stars,  it  is,  Sir. 

Phi.  For  my  Sifter 
I  do  believe  ye,  and  fo  near  Blood  has  made  us. 
With  the  dear  love  I  ever  bore  your  Virtues, 
That  I  will  be  a  Brother  to  your  Griefs  too: 
Be  comforted,  *tis  no  difhonour.  Sifter, 
To  love,  nor  to  love  him  you  do ;  he  is  a  Gentleman 
Of  as  fweet  Hopes,  as  Years,  as  many  Promifes, 
As  there  be  growing  Truths,  and  great  ones. 

7heo.  O  Sir,  I . 

Phi.  Do  not  dcfpair. 

Theo.  Can  ye  forgive?— «—- 

Phi.  Yes  Sifter, 
Though  this  be  no  fmall  Error,  i  far  greater. 

Theo» 
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I'heo.  And  think  me  ftill  your  Sifter  ? 

Phi.  My  dear  Sifter. 

'Theo.  And  will  you  counfel  me  ? 

Phi.  To  your  own  peace  too. 
Ye  (hall  love  ftill. 

Theo.  How  good  ye  are.** 

Phi.  My  bufinefs. 
And  duty  to  my  Father,  which  now  drew  me 
From  Salamanca  (lo)  I  will  layafide. 
And  only  be  your  Agent.     To  perfuade  ye 
To  leave  both  Love,  and  him,  and  well  retire  ye— — 

Theo.  O  gentle  Brother. 

Phi.  I  perceive  *tis  Folly  : 
(i  I  j  Delays  in  Love,  are  dangerous. 

Theo.  Noble  Brother ! 

Phi.  Fear  not,  I'll  run  your  own  way  ;  and  to  help  you. 
Love  having  rackt  your  Paflions  beyond  Counfel, 
I'll  hazard  mine  own  Fame.     Whither  ftiall  we  venture.^ 

Theo.  Alas,  I  know  not.  Sir. 

Phi.  Come,  ''tis  bright  Morning, 
Let's  walk  out,  and  confider  j  you*iI  keep  this  Habit. 

^heo.  I  would.  Sir. 

Phi.  Then  it  fhall  be;  what  muft  I  call  ye? 
Come,  do  not  blufh,  pray  fpeak,  I  may  Ipoil  all elfe. 

Theo.  Pray  call  me  Theodora. 

Enter  Diego. 

Die.  Are  ye  ready .? 
The  day  draws  on  apace,  once  more  good  Morrow. 

(10)     — -  /  njoill  lay  afiJe, 

And  only  be  your  Agent  to  perfuade  ye 
To  lewve  both  Lonje,  and  him,  and  ijoell  retire  ye — • 
Theo.  O  gentle  Brother. 

Phi.  I  perceive  ''tis  Folly  :'\  The  Pundiiation  in  the  Text  was  fug- 
gefted  to  me  by  a  learned  and  ingenious  Gentleman,  and  whom  I  have 
ihe  Happinefs  to  call  my  Friend.  The  Improvement  of  the  Senfe  of 
this  Paffage,  by  this  means,  is  too  clear  and  obvious  to  need  any  far- 
ther Explanation. 

(11)  Delays  in  Love,  more  dangerous. '\  More  dangerous  than  what? 
Here  is  nothing  feemingly  to  which  this  more  has  any  relation  :  I 
would  therefore  propofe  reading  thus, 

Delays  in  Love  are  dangeroui, 

Theo, 
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*Tbeo  Good  morrow,  gentle  Hofl-,  now  I  muft  thank  ye. 

Phi.  Who  doft  thou  tliink  this  is  ? 

Die.  Were  you  a  Wench,  Sir, 
I  think  you'd  know  before  me. 

Pbi.  Mine  own  Brother. 

Die.  By  th'  Mafs  your  Nofes  are  akin  ;  (hould  I  then 
Have  been  fo  barbarous  to  have  parted  Brothers  ? 

Phi.  You  knew  it  then. 

Die.  I  knew  'twas  neceflary 
You  fhoud  be  both  together ;  Inftinft,  Signior, 
Is  a  great  matter  in  an  Hoft. 

^heo.  Pm  fatisfied. 

Enter  Pedro. 

Ped.  Is  not  mine  Hoft  up  yet  ? 

Phi.  Wiio's  that? 

Die.  I'll  fee. 

Phi.  Sifter,  withdraw  your  felf. 

Ped.  Signior  Philippo. 

Pbi.  Noble  Don  Pedro,  where  have  you  been  this  way  .^ 

Ped.  I  came  from  Port  St.  MarieSy  whetice  the  Gallies 
Put  this  laft  Tide,  and  bound  for  Barcelona^ 
I  brought  Mark- Antony  upon  his  way. 

Pbi.  Mark- Antony  ? 

Ped.  W^ho  is  turn'd  Soldier, 
And  enter tain'd  in  the  new  Regiment 
For  Naples. 

Phi.  Is  it  poffible  } 

Ped.  I  afture  you. 

Pbi.  And  put  they  in  at  Barcelona  ? 

Ped.  So 
One  of  the  Mafters  told  me. 

Pbi.  Which  way  go  you,  Sir  ? 

Ped.  Home. 

Pbi.  And  I  for  Sevil :  Pray  you,  Sir,  fay  not 
That  you  faw  me,  if  you  fhall  meet  the  Qucftion ; 
1  have  fome  little  bufinefs. 

Ped.  Wereitlefs,  Sir, 
It  fhall  not  become  me  to  lofe  the  caution : 
Shall  we  breakfaft  together  ? 

Pbi. 
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Phi.  I'll  come  to  you,  Sir. 
Sifter,  you  hear  this;  I  believe  your  Fortune 
Begins  to  be  propitious  to  you :  we  will  hire 
Mules  of  mine  Hoft  here  ;  if  we  can,  himfelf 
To  be  our  Guide,  and  ftraight  to  Barcelona. 
This  was  as  happy  News,  as  unexped:ed. 
Stay  you  'till  1  rid  him  away. 

Theo.  I  will.  \_Exeunt, 


A  C  T    II.     S  C  E  N  E    L 

Enter  Alphonfo  and  a  Servant. 

Alph.  IT"  N  O  C  K  at  the  Door. 
■*^  Ser.  *Tis  open,  Sir. 

Jlph.  That's  all  one, 
Knock  when  I  bid  you. 

Serv.  Will  not  your  Worfliip  enter? 

Alph.  Will  not  you  learn  more  Manners,  Sir,  and  do  that 
Your  Mafter  bids  ye  i  knock  ye  Knave,  or  I'll  knock 

Sach  a  round  Peal  about  your  Pate 1  enter 

Under  his  Roof,  or  come  to  fay  God  fave  ye  [me  ? 

To  him,  (12)  the  Son  of  whofe  bafe  dealings  has  undone 
Knock  louder,  louder  yet:  I'll  ftarve  and  rot  firit. 
This  open  Air  is  every  Man's. 

2  Serv.  [within.']  Come  in.  Sir. 

( 1 3)  Enter  two  Servants. 

Alph.  No,  no,  Sir,  I'm  none  of  thefe  Come  in  Sirs, 

None 

(12)  — the  Son  of  nuhofe  bafe  dealings — ]  The  oddnefs  of  the 
Phrale,  the  Son  of  bafe  dealings,  and  the  length  of  the  Line,  make  me 
mightily  inclin'd  to  believe  the  Original  might  have  been  exprefled  thus. 

To  him,  i*:hofe  Son's  baje  dealings  has  undone  me. 

(13)  Enter  tivo  Servants.  Roul.  Afhton.  ]  So  the  Folio  of  1647. 
Ey  Idling  Roul.  AJhton  Hand  here  fo  ridiculoufly,  Mr.  Shirley,  the 
Editor  of  the  firll  Folio,  has  in  a  great  Mealure  forfeited  my  once  good 
Opinion  of  him.  For  it  feems  as  if  he  had  printed  this  Play  from  no 
better  Aurhoricy  than  the  Prompter's  Book,  where  'tis  necelTary  to 
have  every  minute  diredlion  fet  down,  both  for  ihifting  the  Scenes  and 

bringing 
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None  of  thofe  Vifitants ;  bid  your  wife  Mader 
Come  out,  I  have  to  talk  unto  him :  go,   Sir. 

2  Serv.  Your  Worfhip  may  be  welcome. 

Alph.  Sir,   I  will  not, 
J  come  not  to  be  welcome :  my  good  three  Duckets, 
My  pickled  Sprat  a  day,  and  no  Oil  to't, 
And  once  a  Year  a  Gotten  Coat,  leave  prating, 
And  tell  your  Mafter  I  am  here. 

2  Serv.  I  will.  Sir.  i 

This  is  a  ftrange  old  Man.  \^Exit, 

Alph.  I  welcome  to  him? 
ril  be  firft  welcome  to  a  Pefthoufe  :  Sirrah 
Let's  have  your  Valour  now  cas'd  up,  and  quiet, 
When  an  occafion  calls,  'tis  Wifdom  in  ye, 
A  Servingman's  Difcretion  :  if  you  do  draw. 

Enter  Leonardo,    and  Don  Zanchio,   carried  by  tw9 
Servants  in  a  Chair. 

Draw  but  according  to  your  Entertainment  i 
Five  Nobles  worth  of  fury. 

Leo.   Signior  Alphonfo^ 
I  hope  no  difcontent  from  my  Will  given. 
Has  made  ye  fliun  my  Houfe  ; 
And  credit  me,  amongft  my  fears  'tis  greateft 
To  minifter  Offences. 

Alph.  O  good  Signior 
I  know  ye  for  Italian  breed,  fair  Tongu'd  ; 
Spare  your  Apologies,  I  care  not  for  'em. 
As  little  for  your  Love,  Sirj   I  can  live 
Without  your  knowledge,  eat  mine  own,  and  fleep 
Without  dependences,  or  hopes  upon  ye: 
I  Q3me  to  ask  my  Daughter. 

Leo.  Gentle  Sir! 

Alph.   I  am  not  gentle.  Sir,  nor  gentle  will  be 
'Till  1  have  Juftice,  my  poor  Child  reftor'd 

bringing   in  of  Moveables,  as  well   as   to  note  the  Entrance  of  the      i 
Players  at  their   proper  Seafons.     And  I  wifli  we  may  not  have  too       ' 
much  reafon  from  this  carelefs  Overfjght,  to  imagine  that  a  great  many 
of  the  Pieces  in  the  whole  Colledion  were  not  printed  from  any  better 
Manufcripts  than  thefe  (too  often  lad  oner)  of  thefeveral  Prompters, 

Your 
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Your  caper-cutting  Boy  has  run  away  with. 

Young  Signior  fmooth-face  ;  he  that  takes  up  Wenches 

With  Smiles  and  fwect  Behaviours,  Songs,  and  Sonnets, 

Your  high  fed  Jennet,  that  no  hedge  can  hold: 

They  fay  you  bred  him  for  a  Stallion.  [nour 

Zanch.  Fie  Signior,  there  be  Times,  and  terms  of  Ho- 
To  argue  thefe  things  in,  decidements  able 
To  fpeak  ye  noble  Gentlemen,  ways  punctual. 
And  to  the  Life  of  credit,  ye're  too  rugged. 

jilph.  I  am  too  tame,  Sir. 

Leo.  Will  ye  hear  but  reafon  ? 

j^lph.  No,  I  will  hear  no  reafon :  I  come  not  hither 
To  be  popt  off  with  reafon  -,  reafon  then. 

Zanch.  Why  Signior,  in  all  things  there  muft  be  method. 
Ye  choak  the  Child  of  Honour  elfe,  Difcretion. 
Do  you  conceive  an  Injury  ^ 

Alph.  What  then.  Sir  ? 

Zanch.  Then  follow  it  in  fair  terms,  let  your  Sword  bite 
When  time  calls,  not  your  Tongue. 

Alph.  I  know.  Sir, 
Both  when  and  what  to  do  without  Directions, 
And  where,  and  how  ;  I  come  not  to  be  tutor'd ; 
My  caufe  is  no  Man's  but  mine  own  :  you  Signior, 
Will  ye  reftore  my  Daughter .-^ 

Leo.  Who  detains  her  ? 

Alph.  No  more  of  thefe  flight  fliifts. 

Leo.  Ye  urge  me,  Signior, 
With  ftrange  injuftice,  'caufe  my  Son  has  err'd— — 

Zanch.  Mark  him. 

Leo.  Out  of  the  heat  of  Youth,  does*t  follow 
I  muft  be  the  Father  of  his  Crimes  ? 

Alph.  I  fay  ftill. 
Leave  off  your  Rhet'rick,  and  reftore  my  Daughter, 
And  fuddenly ;  bring  in  your  Rebel  too, 
Mountdragon,  he  that  mounts  without  Coramiffion, 
That  I  may  fee  him  puniftied,  and  feverely. 
Or  by  the  Holy  Heav'n  I'll  fire  your  Houfe, 
And  there's  my  way  of  Honour. 

Zanch.   Pray  give  me  leave  •, 
Was  not  Man  made  the  nobleft  Creature  ? 

Alpb. 
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jilph.  Well  Sir. 

Zamh.  Should  not  his  Mind  then  anfwer  to  his  Making, 
And  to  his  Mind  his  Adions?  If  this  ought  to  be, 
"Why  do  we  run  a  blind  way  from  our  Worths, 
And  cancel  our  Difcretions,  doing  thofe  things 
To  cure  Offences,  are  the  moft  Offences  ? 
We've  Rules  of  Juftice  in  us,  to  thofe  Rules 
Let  us  apply  our  Angers:  You  can  confider 
The  want  in  others  of  thefe  terminations. 
And  how  unfurnifhM  they  appear. 

Alph.  Hang  others. 
And  where  the  Wrongs  are  open,  hang  Refpeds, 
I  come  not  to  confider. 

Leo.  Noble  Sir, 
Let*s  argue  cooly,  and  confider  like  Men. 

Alph.  Like  Men ! 

Leo.  Ye  are  too  fudden  ftill. 

Alph.  Like  Men,  Sir? 

ZiVuh.  It  is  fair  Language,  and  ally'd  to  Honour,  [rencc 

Alph.  Why,  what  flrange  Bead  would  your  grave  Reve- 
Make  me  appear  ?  like  Men  I 

Zanch.  Taile  but  that  point.  Sir, 
And  ve  recover  all. 

Alph.  I  tell  thy  Wifdom 
1  am  as  much  a  Man,  and  as  good  a  Man— — 

Leo.  All  this  is  granted,  Sir. 

Alph.  As  wife  a  Man- ^- 

Zanch.  Ye  are  not  tainted  that  way. 

Alph.  And  a  Man 
Dares  make  thee  no  Man ;  or  at  bed,  a  bafe  Man. 

Zanch.  Fie,  fie,  here  wants  much  Carriage. 

Alph.  Hang  much  Carriage. 

Leo.  Give  me  good  Language. 

Alph.  Sirrah  Signior,  give  me  my  Daughter. 

Leo.  I  am  as  gentle  as  your  felf,  as  free  Born— ^ 

Zanch.  Obferve  his  way. 

Leo.  As  much  refpecl  ow'd  to  me— — 

Zanch.  This  hangs  together  nobly. 

Leo.  And  for  Civil, 
A  great  deal  more,  it  feems :  Go  look  your  Daughter, 

Zanch.  There  ye  were  well  off,  Signior,  Lca^ 


Love's    Pilgrimage.         31 

Leo.  That  rough  Tongue 
You  underftand  ac  firft :  You  never  think,  Sir, 
Out  of  your  Mightinels,  of  my  Lofs;  here  I  Hand 
A  patient  Anvil,  to  your  burning  Angers, 
IVlade  Subjed  to  your  Dangers ;  yet  my  Lofs  equal : 
Who  (hall  bring  home  my  Son  ? 

Alph.  A  whipping  Beadle. 

Leo.  Why,  is  your  Daughter  whorilll^ 

j^lph.  Ha,  thou  dar*ft  not ; 
By  Heav'n  I  know  thou  dar'ft  not 

Leo.  I  dare  more.  Sir, 
If  you  dare  be  uncivil, 

Alph.  Laugh  too,  Pidgeon. 

Zanch.  A  titter  time  for  Fame's  fake ;  two  weak  Nurfes 
Would  laugh  at  this ;  are  there  no  more  Days  coming. 
No  Ground  but  this  to  argue  on  ?  No  Swords  left. 
Nor  Friends  to  carry  this,  but  your  own  Furies  ? 
Alas !  it  Ihows  too  weakly. 

Alph,  Let  it  fhow, 
I  come  not  here  for  Shews:  Laugh  at  me.  Sirrah  > 
I'll  give  ye  Caufe  to  laugh. 

Leo.  Ye  are  as  like.  Sir, 
As  any  Man  in  Spain. 

Alph.  By  Heav'n,  I  will, 
I  will,  brave  Leonardo. 

Leo.  Brave  Alphonfo^ 
I  will  expeft  it  then. 

Zanch.  Hold  ye  there  both, 
Thefe  Terms  are  noble. 

Alph.  Ye  (hall  hear  (hortly  from  me. 

Zanch.  Now  difcreetiy.  [Sir  ? 

Alph.  AflTure  your  felf  ye  fhall :  Do  you  fee  this  Sword, 
He  has  not  caft  his  Teeth  yet. 

Zanch.  Rarely  carried. 

Alph.  He  bites  deep,  moft  Times  mortal:  Sigriior, 
I'll  hound  him  at  thee  fair  and  home. 

Zanch.  Still  nobly. 

Alph.  And  at  all  thofe  that  dare  maintain  ye. 

Zanch.  Excellent.  [certain 

Leo.  How  you  (hall  pleafe.  Sir,  fo  it  be  fair,  though 
rd  rather  give  you  Realbn,  Zanch. 
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Zdtich.  Fairly  urgM  too. 

Alph.  This  is  no  Age  for  Reafon ;  prick  your  Reafon 
Upon  your  Sword's  point. 

Zamh.  Admirably  follow*d. 

Alph.  And  there  I'Jl  hear  it :  fo  'till  I  pleafe,  live,  Sir.  [  Ex, 

Leo.  And  fo  farewel,  you're  welcome, 

Zanch.  Th*  end  crowns  all  things. 
Signior,  fome  little  bufinefs  pad,  this  caufe  I'll  argue 
And  be  a  Peace  between  ye,  if  *c  fo  pleafe  ye, 
And  by  the  fquare  of  Honour  to  the  utmoft. 
I  feel  the  old  Man's  maftcr'd  by  much  PalTion, 
And  too  high  rack'd,  which  makes  him  overlhoot  all 
His  Valour  ihould  dire(ft  at,  and  hurt  thofe 
That  ftand  but  by  as  blenchers ;  this  he  mud  know  too. 
As  neceflary  to  his  Judgment,  doting  Women 
Are  neither  fafe  nor  wile  Adventurers  i  conceive  me. 
If  once  their  Will  have  wander'd  ;  nor  is't  then 
A  time  to  ufe  our  Rages :  for  why  fliould  I 
Bite  at  the  Stone,  when  he  that  throws  it  wrongs  me? 
Do  not  we  know  that  Women  are  mod  Wooers, 
Though  clofeft  in  their  Carriage  ?  Don't  all  Men  know, 
Scarce  all  the  compafs  of  the  Globe  can  hold  *em, 
If  their  AfTeflions  be  afoot  ?  fhall  I  then  covet 
The  Follies  of  a  She- fool,  that  by  Nature 
Muft  feek  her  like,  by  reafon  be  a  Woman  ? 
Sink  a  tall  Ship,  becaufe  the  Sails  defie  me? 
No,  I  difdain  that  Folly ;  he  that  ventures 
Whilft  they  are  fit  to  put  him  on,  has  found  out 
The  cverlarting  motion  in  his  Scabbard. 
I  doubt  not  to  make  Peace ;  and  fo  for  this  time 
My  befl  Love  and  Remembrance. 

Leo.  Your  poor  Servant.  {^Exeunt. 

SCENE      II. 

Enter  Diego,  Philippo,  and  Theodofia. 

Phi.  Where  will  our  Horfes  meet  us? 
Die.  Fear  not  you.   Sir, 
Some  half  Mile  hence  my  Worfhip's  Man  will  day  us: 

How 
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How  is  it  with  my  young  Bloods  ?  come,  be  jovial, 
Let*s  travel  like  a  merry  Flock  of  wild  Gecfe, 
Every  Tongue  talking. 

Phi.  We  are  very  merry  ; 
But  do  you  know  this  way.  Sir? 

Theo.  Is't  not  dangerous? 
Methinks  thefe  woody  Thickets  fliould  harbour  Knaves. 

Die.  I  fear  none  but  fair  Wenches  -,  thofe  are  Thieves, 
May  quickly  rob  me  of  my  good  Conditions, 
If  they  cry  Itand  once :  But  the  beft  is,  Signiors, 
They  cannot  bind  my  Hands  •,  for  any  elfe, 
They  meet  an  equal  Knave,  and  there's  my  Pafport. 
I've  leen  fine  Sport  in  this  place  :  Had  thefe  Trees  Tongues, 
They'd  tell  ye  pretty  Matters:  Don't  you  fear  though, 
They  are  not  every  Day's  Delights. 

Phi.  What  Sport,  Sir .? 

Die.  Why,  to  fay  true,  the  Sport  of  all  Sports. 

Phi.  What  was't  ? 

Die.  Such  turning  up  of  TafFataes ;  and  you  know 
To  what  rare  whiftling  Tunes  they  go,  far  beyond 
A  foft  Wind  in  the  Shrouds ;  fuch  ftand  there,  and 
Down  in  the  other  Place :  Such  Supplications 
And  Sub-divifions  for  thofe  Toys  their  Honours; 
One,  as  ye  are  a  Gentleman,  in  this  Bufh; 
And  oh,  fweet  Sir,  what  mean  ye  .?  There's  a  Bracelet, 
And  ufe  me,  I  befeech  ye,  like  a  Woman, 
And  her  Petition's  heard  :  Another  fcratches. 
And  cries  flie'll  die  firlt,  and  then  fwounds  •,  but  certain 
She's  brought  to  Life  again,  and  does  well  after. 
Another,  fave  mine  Honour,  Oh  mine  Honour  ! 
My  Husband  ferves  the  Duke,  Sir,  in  his  Kitchen, 
I  have  a  cold  Pye  for  ye ;  fie,  fie,  fie.  Gentlemen, 
(14)  Will  nothing  fatisfie  ye,  where's  my  Husband? 
Another  cries,  d'ye  fee.  Sir,  how  they  ufc  me, 
Is  there  no  Law  for  thefe  things? 

7heo.  And,  good  mine  Hoft, 
Do  you  call  thefe  fine  Sports  ? 

(14)  So  the  firft  Folio.  The  reft,   Will  nethingfatUJit,  tuhtrit^  &c 

Vol.  VIL  C  Hit. 


34  Love's  Pilgrimage. 

D/V.  What  fhould  I  call  'cm. 
They've  been  (o  call'd  thefe  thoufand  Years  and  upwards. 

Phi.  But  what  becomes  o'th'  Men  ? 

Dte.  They're  ftript  and  bound, 
Like  (6  many  jidams^  with  Fig-Leaves  afore  *cm. 
And  there's  their  Innocence. 

Theo.  Would  we  had  known  this. 
Before  we  reachc  this  Place. 

Phi.  G)me,  there's  no  Danger, 
Thefe  are  but  fometimes  Chances. 

Enter  Bailiff. 

Die.  Now  we  muft  through. 

theo.  Who's  that  ? 

Die.  Stand  to  it  Signiors. 

Phi.  No  it  needs  not. 
I  know  the  Face,  'tis  honefl. 

Bail.  What  mine  Hoft, 
Mine  everlafting  honeft  Hoft? 

Die.  Mafs  Baily  : 
Now  in  the  Name  of  an  ill  Reckoning, 
What  make  you  walking  this  round? 

Bail.  A of  this  round. 

And  of  all  Bufinefs  too,  through  Woods,  and  Rafcals, 
They've  rounded  me  away  a  dozen  Duckets, 
Befides  a  fair  round  Cloak :  Some  of  'em  knew  me, 
Elfe  they  had  cafed  me  like  a  Cunny  too, 
As  they  have  done  the  reft,  and  I  think  roafted  me. 
For  they  began  to  baftc  me  foundly  :  My  young  Signiors, 
You  may  thank  Heav'n,  and  heartily,  and  hourly. 
You  fet  not  out  fo  early  •,  y'  had  been  fmoak'd  elfe. 
By  this  true  Hand  ye  had.  Sirs,  finely  fmoak'd. 
Had  ye  been  Women,  fmockt  too. 

Theo.  Heav'n  defend  us. 

Bail.  Nay,  that  had  been  no  Prayer;  there  were  thofc 
That  run  that  Prayer  out  of  Breath,  yet  faii'd  too. 
There  was  a  Friar,  now  ye  talk  of  Prayer, 
With  an  huge  Bunch  of  Beads,  like  a  Rope  of  Onions, 
I'm  fure  as  big,  that  out  of  Fear  and  Prayer, 

In 
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In  half  an  Hour,  wore  *€m  as  fmall  as  Bugles, 
Yet  he  was  flead  too. 

Phi.  At  what  Hour  was  this  ? 

Bail.  Some  two  hours  fince. 

Jbeo.  D*you  think  the  Paflage  fure  now  ? 

Bail.  Yes,  a  Rope  take  *em,  as  it  will,  and  blefs  *t'm, 
They've  done  for  this  Day  fure. 

Phi.  Are  many  rifled? 

Bail.  At  the  leaft  a  dozen, 
And  there  left  bound. 

Theo.  How  came  you  free  ? 

Bail.  A  Courtefie 
They  ufe  out  of  their  Roguefhips,  to  bequeath 
To  one,  that  when  they  give  a  fign  from  far 
(Which  is  from  out  of  Danger  j)  he  may  prefently 
Releafc  the  reft ;  as  I  met  you,  I  was  going, 
Having  the  fign  from  yonder  Hill  to  do  it. 

^heo.  Alas  poor  Men. 

Phi.  Mine  Hoft,  pray  go  untie  *em. 

Die.   Let  me  alone  for  Cancelling,  where  are  they  ? 

Bail.  In  every  Bufli,  like  black  Birds,  you  can't  mifs  'cm. 

Die.  I  need  not  ftalk  unto  *cm.  C^^''* 

Bail.  No,  they'll  ftand  ye. 
My  bufie  Life  for  yours.  Sir:  You  would  wonder 
To  fee  the  feveral  Tricks  and  ftrange  Behaviours 
Of  the  poor  Rafcals  in  their  Miferies, 
One  weeps,  another  laughs  at  him  for  weeping, 
A  third  is  monllrous  angry  he  can  laugh, 
And  cries,  go  too,  this  is  no  time  ;  he  laughs  ftill  5 
A  fourth  exhorts  to  Patience,  him  a  fifth  Man 
Curfes  for  tamenefs ;  him  a  Friar  fchools. 
All  hoot  the  Friar,  here  one  fings  a  Ballad, 
And  there  a  little  Curate  confutes  him. 
And  in  thisLinfey-woolfey  way,  that  would  make  a  Dog 
Forget  his  Dinner,  or  an  old  Man  fire. 
They  rub  out  for  their  Ranfoms :  'Mongft  the  reii, 
There  is  a  little  Boy  robb'd,  a  fine  Child, 
It  feems  a  Page :  I  muft  confefs  my  pity 
(As  'tis  a  hard  thing  in  a  Man  of  my  place 
To  (hew  CompafTion)  ftir'd  at  himj  lo  finely 

C  2  And 
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And  without  Noife  he  carries  his  x'\ffli<ftions. 
And  looks  as  if  he  had  but  dreamt  of  lofing. 

Enter  Hcji  and  Leocadia,  and  others  as  rohU'd. 
This  Boy's  the  glory  of  this  Robbery, 
The  rert  but  fliame  the  Aftion  ;  now  ye  may  hear  'era. 

Hoji.  Come  Lads,  'tis  Holy- day  j  hang  Cloaths,  'tis  hot, 
And  fweating  Agues  are  abroad. 

I.   It  feems  fo  ; 
For  we  have  met  with  rare  Phyficians 
To  cure  us  of  that  Malady. 

Hofi,  Fine  footing, 
L^ght  and  deliver  •,  now  my  Boys :  (i  5)  Mafler  Friar, 
How  does  your  Holinefs  ?  bear  up  Man  ;  what 
A  cup  of  neat  Sack  now  and  a  Toaft  :  Ha,  Friar, 
A  warm  plaifter  to  your  Belly,  Father, 
There  were  a  BlefTing  now. 

friar.  Ye  fay  your  Mind,  Sir. 

Hoft.  Where's  my  fine  Boy,  my  Pointer? 

Bail.  There's  the  wonder.  [follow 

Hoji.  A  rank  Whore  fcratch  their  Sides  till  the  Pox 
For  robbing  thee,  thou  haft  a  thoufind  ways 
To  rob  thy  felf  Boy,  Dice,  and  a  Chamber- Devil. 

heo.  Ye  are  deceiv'd,  Sir. 

Hoji.  And  thy  Mafter  too.  Boy. 

Fhi.  A  fweet-fac'd  Boy  indeed  ;  what  Rogues  were  thefe? 
What  barbarous,  brutifli  Slaves  to  ftrip  this  Beauty  i* 

Ihco.  Come  hither  my  Boy :  Alas !  he's  cold  j  mine  Hoft, 
We  muft  intreat  your  Cloak. 

Hoji.  Can  ye  intreat  it  ? 

phi.  We  do  prefumefo  much,  you've  other  Garments. 

Hoji.  Will  you  intreat  thofe  too? 

l^heo.  Your  Mule  muft  too. 
To  the  next  Town,  you  fay  'tis  near  j  in  pity 
You  cannot  fee  this  poor  Boy  perifh.     I  know 
Ye  have  a  better  Soul,  we'll  fatisfie  ye. 

Hoji.  'Tis  a  ftrange  foolifti  trick  I  have,  but  I  can't  help  it, 

(15)    Ma/ler  Friar, 

Hoiu  does  your  Holinefs  bear  up  Man  ;]  The  Improvement  of 
the  Senfe.  by  the  Punduatiqp  in  the  Text,  will  be  evident  to  any  ju- 
dicious Reader. 
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I'm  ever  cozen'd  with  mine  own  Commendations  j 

It  is  determin'd  then  I  fhall  be  robb'd'too. 

To  make  up  vantage  to  his  dozen  j  here  Sir, 

Heav'n  has  provided  yea  fimple  Garment 

To  fet  ye  off,  pray  keep  it  handfomer 

Than  you  kept  your  own  j  and  let  me  have  it  render'd, 

Brufh'd  and  difcreetly  folded. 

Leo.   i  thank  ye,  Sir. 

Hoft.  Who  wants  a  Doublet  ? 

2.  I. 

Hofi.  Where  will  you  have  it  ? 

2.  From  you  Sir,  if  you  pleafe. 

Hojl.  Oh,  there's  the  point.  Sir. 

Phi.  My  honelt  Friends,  I'm  forry  for  your  Fortunes, 
But  that's  but  poor  Relief;  here  are  ten  Duckets, 
And  to  your  Diftribution,  holy  Sir, 
I  render  'em,  and  let  it  be  your  care 
To  fee  'em,  as  your  wants  are,  well  divided. 

Hoji.  Plain  dealing  now  my  Friends,  and  Feather  FViar^ 
Set  me  the  Saddle  right-,  no  wringing,  Friar, 
Nor  Tithing  to  the  Church,  thefe  are  no  Duties; 
Scour  me  your  Confcience,  if  the  Devil  tempt  yq 
Off  with  your  Cord,  and  fwinge  him. 

Friar.  Ye  fay  well,  Sir. 

jill.  Heav'n  keep  your  Goodnefs. 

^heo.  Peace  keep  you,  farewel  Friends.  . 

HoJi.  Farewel  Light- Horfe- men.  [£y.  the  robb*d» 

Phi.  Which  way  Travel  you,  Sir  ? 

Bail.  To  the  next  Town. 

^heo.  Do  you  want  any  thing  ? 

Bail.  Only  Difcretion  to  travel  at  good  Hours, 
And  fome  warm  Meat  to  moderate  this  matter. 
For  I  am  moft  outragious,  cruel  hungry. 

Hqft.  I  have  a  Stomach  too,  fuch  as  it  is. 
Would  pofe  a  right  good  Pafty,  I  thank  Heav'n  for't. 

Bail.  (16)  Cheefe,  that  would  break  the  Teeth  of  anew 
Hand  fa  w, 
I  could  endue  now  like  an  Oftrich,  or  fait  Beef,        That 

(16)   Cheefe 

I  could  endure  noiu ]  What  my  Hoft  means  is  plain  and 

fafy,  I'iz.  That  he  could  digell  Cheefe  which  wou'd  break  an  Hand- 

C  3  favv*3 


38  Love's  Pilgrim'age. 

That  C^far  left  in  Pickel. 

Phi.  Take  no  ca#e. 
We'll  have  Meat  for  you,  and  enough  ;  i'th*  mean  time 
Keep  you  the  Horfe  way,  left  the  Fellow  mifs  us. 
We'll  meet  ye  at  the  end  o'th'  Wood. 

Hoft.  Make  hafte  then.  [^Ex.  Hojland  Bail. 

T'heo.   My  pretty  Sir,  till  your  Neceflitics 
Be  full  fupplied,  fo  pleafe  you  truft  our  Friendfhips, 
We  muft  not  part. 

Leo.  Y'have  puH'd  a  Charge  upon  ye, 
Yec  fuch  a  one  as  ever  fhall  be  thankful. 

Phi.  Y*have  faid  enough,  may  I  be  bold  to  ask  ye. 
What  Province  you  were  bred  in  ?  And  of  what  Parents? 

Leo.  Ye  may  Sir :   I  was  Born  in  AndaluTua^ 
My  Name  Francifco^  Son  to  Don  Heimques 
De  Cardinas, 

I'beo.  Our  noble  Neighbour. 

Phi.  Son  to  Don  Henrique^  ? 
I  know  the  Gentleman  :  And  by  your  leave,  Sir, 
I  know  he  has  no  Son. 

Leo.  None  of  his  own  Sir, 
Which  makes  him  put  that  right  upon  his  Brotlver 
Don  Zanchio\  Children :  One  of  which  I  am, 
An-^  therefore  do  not  much  err. 

Phi.  Still  ye  do,  Sir, 
For  neither  has  Don  Zanchio  any  Son  ; 
A  Daughter,  and  a  rare  one,  is  his  Heir, 
Which  though  I  never  was  lb  bieft  to  fee. 
Yet  I  have  heard  great  good  of. 

Theo.  Urge  no  further. 
He  is  afliamed,  and  blufhes. 

Phi.  Sir, 
If*t  might  import  you  to  conceal  your  felf, 

faw'sTeeih,  his  Stomach  being  as  ftrong  as  that  of  an  Oftrich.  But 
I  believe  no  Diftionary  of  our  Language  will  furnifh  us  with  fuch  a 
^enfe  of  the  Word  endure.  I  have  therefore  taken  the  Liberty  to  fubr 
f^itute  what  I  really  believe  was  the  original  Reading,  njix.  endue,  or 
tndeiv.  'Tis  a  Term  in  Falconry  w  hich  Bloome  explains  thus,  Ende^iUy 
is  v/hen  an  Hawk  digefleth  her  Meat,  that  fhc  not  only  difchargeth 
her  Gorge  thereof,  but  likewife  cleanl'eth  her  Pannel. 
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I  ask  your  Mercy,  I  have  been  Co  curious. 

Leo.  Alas !  I  muft  ask  yours  Sir,  for  thefe  Lies ; 
Yet  they  were  ufeful  ones ;  for  by  the  claiming 
Such  noble  Parents,  I  believ*d  your  bounties  [men. 

Would  fhew  more  gracious :  The  plain  Truth  is,  Gentle- 
I  am  Don  Zanchio's  Steward's  Son,  a  wild  Boy, 
That  for  the  Fruits  of  his  unhappinels 
Is  fain  to  feck  the  Wars. 
Theo.  This  is  a  lie  too, 
If  I  have  any  Ears. 
Phi.  Why? 

Tbeo.  Mark  his  Language, 
And  ye  fhall  find  it  of  too  fweet  a  relifh 
For  one  of  fuch  a  breed  :  I'll  pawn  my  Hand, 
This  is  no  Boy. 

PhL  No  Boy  ?  What  would  you  have  him  ? 
Tbeo.  I  know  no  Boy  :  I  watcht  how  fearfully. 
And  yet  how  fuddenly  he  cur*d  his  Lies, 

The  right  Wit  of  a  Woman ;  now  I'm  fure 

Phi.  What  are  ye  fure  ? 
Theo.  That  'tis  no  Boy  :  I'll  burn  in't. 
Phi.  Now  I  confider  better,  and  take  Council, 
Methinks  he  fhows  more  fweetnefs  in  that  Face,^ 
Than  his  fears  dare  deliver. 
Theo.  No  more  talk  on't. 
There  hangs  fome  great  weight  by  it;  foon  at  Night 
I'll  tell  ye  more. 

Phi.  Come,  Sir,  whate'er  you  are. 
With  us,  embrace  your  liberty,  and  our  helps 
In  any  need  you  have. 

Leo.  All  my  poor  Service 
Shall  be  at  your  Command,  Sir,  and  my  Prayers,    [elfc. 
Phi.  Let's  walk  apace  ;  Hunger  will  cut  their  Throats 

[Exeunf, 
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SCENE      III. 

{ij)  Enter  Rodorigo,  <7«^  Marc- Antonio  j  two  Chairs 
fet  out. 

Rod.  Call  up  the  Mafter. 
M^ft.  Here,  Sir. 
Rod.  Honeft  M  after. 
Give  order  all  the  Gallies  with  this  Tide 
Fall  round,  and  near  upon  us ;  that  the  next  wind 
We  may  weigh  off  together,  and  recover 
The  Port  of  Barcelofia^  without  parting. 

Mqji.  Your  Pleafure's  done.  Sir.  [£x//. 

Rod.  Signior  Marc-Jntonio^ 
'Till  Meat  be  ready,  let's  fit  here,  and  prepare 
Our  Stomachs  with  Difcourfes. 
Marc.  What  you  pleafe,  Sir. 
Rod.  Pray  ye  anfwer  me  to  this  doubt. 
Marc.  If  i  can,  Sir.  [Children, 

Rod.   Why  ftiould  fuch  Plants  as  you  are,  Pleafure's 
That  owe  their  blufhing  Years  to  gentle  Objedts, 
Tenderly  bred,  and  brought  up  in  all  fulnefs, 
Dcfire  the  ftubborn  Warsi* 

Marc.  In  thofe  'tis  wonder. 
That  make  their  Eafe  their  God,  and  not  their  Honour  : 
Bat  noble  General,  my  end  is  other, 
Defire  of  Knowledge,  Sir,  and  hope  of  tying 
Dilcretion  to  my  time,  which  only  fliews  me. 
And  not  my  Years,  a  Man,  and  makes  that  more. 
Which  we  call  handfome  ;  th*  reft  is  but  Boy*s  Beauty, 
And  with  the  Boy  confum'd. 
Red.  Ye  argue  well.  Sir. 

Marc.  Nor  do  I  wear  my  Youth,  as  they  wear  Breeches, 
Fpr  objed,  but  for  ufe;  my  Strength  for  Danger, 

(17)  Enter  Rodorigo,  Marc- Antonio,  and  a  Ship-mafter, — ]  But 
if  the  latter  enter'd  with  the  two  former,  what  occafion  for  ^o<j'<?r/]^o's 
ordering  him  to  be  called  up  ?  The  Dire<Slion  in  the  Folio  of  1647,  *^ 
more  ridiculous  ftill  ;  becaufe  thefe  three  Perfons  are  plac'd  at  the 
Hfad  of  the  Scene  as  in  iht-  OAavo,  and  yet  the  Mailer  is  made  to 
iinlwer,  'uiitLin. 

(Which 
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(Which  is  the  liberal  part  of  Man,)  not  Dalliance : 
The  Wars  muft  be  my  Miiirefs,  Sir. 

Rod.  Oh  Signior, 
You*JI  find  her  a  rough  Wench. 

Marc.  When  fhe  is  won  once. 
She'll  (how  the  fweeter,  Sir.  i 

Rod.  You  can  be  pleas'd  though, 
Sometimes  to  take  a  tamer  ? 

Marc.  'Tis  a  truth.  Sir, 
So  Ihe  be  handfomc,  and  not  ill  conditioned. 

Rod.  A  Soldier  fhould  not  be  fo  curious. 

Marc.  1  can  make  Ihift  with  any  for  a  heat,  Sir. 

Rod.  Nay,   there   you  wrong  your  Youth  too;  and 
however 
You're  pleas'd  t'appear  to  me,  which  fhews  well,  Signior, 
A  tougher  Soul  than  your  few  Years  can  teftifie; 
Yet,  my  young  Sir,  out  of  mine  own  experience 
When  my  Spring  was,  I'm  able  to  confute  ye. 
And  fay,  y'had  rather  come  to  th*  fhock  of  Eyes, 
And  boldly  march  up  to  your  Miftrefs  Mouth, 
Then  to  the  Cannon's. 

Marc.  That's  as  their  lading  is,  Sir. 

Rod.  There  be  Trenches 
Fitter  and  warmer  for  your  years,  and  fafer. 
Than  where  the  Bullet  plays. 

Marc.  There's  it  I  doubt,  Sir. 

Rod.  You'll  eas'ly  find  that,  faith :  But  come,  be  liberal. 
What  kind  of  Woman  could  you  make  beft  Wars  with? 

Marc.  They're  all  but  heavy  marches. 

Rod.  Fie,  Marc- Antonio, 
Beauty  in  no  more  Reverence  ? 

Marc.  In  the  Sex,  Sir, 
I  Honour  it,  and  next  to  Honour,  love  it. 
For  there  is  only  Beauty  ;  and  that  fweetnefs 
That  was  firft  meant  for  Modefty  i  fever  it 
And  put  it  in  one  Woman,  it  appears  not, 
'Tis  of  too  rare  a  Nature,  fhe  too  grois 
To  mingle  with  it— — 

Rod.  This  is  a  meer  Herefie. 

Marc, 
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Marc.  Which  makes *em  ever  mending;  for  thatglola 
That  cozens  us  for  Beauty,  is  but  Bravery, 
An  outward  fhew  of  things  well  fet,  no  more; 
For'heav'nly  Beauty,  is  as  Heav'n  it  felf.  Sir, 
Too  excellent  for  Obje6t,  and  (18)  what's  kta 
Is  but  the  Vail,  thin,  airy  Clouds;  grant  this 
It  may  be  feen,  'tis  but  like  Stars  in  twinklings. 

Rod.  *Twas  no  fmall  ftudy  in  their  Libraries 
Brought  you  to  this  Experience:  But  what  think  ye 
Of  that  fair  red  and  white,  which  we  call  Beauty  ? 

Marc.  Why  ?  'tis  our  Creature,  Sir,  we  give  il;  *cm 
Becaufe  we  like  thofe  colours;  elfe  'tis  certain 
A  blue  Face  with  a  motley  Nofe  would  do  it. 
And  be  as  great  a  Beauty,  fo  we  lov'd  it ; 
That  we  cannot  give,  which  is  only  Beauty, 
Is  a  fair  Mind. 

Red.  By  this  Rule,  all  our  choices 
Are  to  no  ends. 

Marc.  Except  the  dull  end,  doing. 

Rod.  Then  all  to  you  ktm  equal? 

Marc.  Very  true,  Sir, 
And  that  makes  equal  dealing :  I  love  any 
That's  worth  Love. 

Rod.  How  long  love  ye,  Signior? 

Marc.  'Till  I  have  other  bufinefs. 

Rod.  Do  you  never 
Love  ftedfaftly  one  Woman  ? 

Marc.  'Tis  a  Toil,  Sir, 
Like  riding  in  one  Road  perpetually; 
It  offers  no  variety. 

Rod.  Right  Youth, 
He  muft  needs  make  a  Soldier  ;  nor  do  you  think 
One  Woman  can  love  one  Man  ? 

(1 8)         ■" '   nuhat  is  feen 

Is   but  the  Vail  then,  airy  ChuJsi — ]     The  MonofyllaUc 
then  feems  not  to  have  any  good  Authority  for  {landing  here,  as 
having  nothing  to  which  it  refers,     I  fufpeft  a  Corruption  as  well  in 
the  Senfe,  as  in  the  Pointing,  and  that  it  flood  originally  thus; 
— — —  nvhat  is  fteu 
Is  hut  the  Vailt  i^in>  airfChudsy  &c. 

Marc, 
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Marc.  Yes,  that  may  be, 
Though  it  appear  not  often  j  they're  things  ignorant. 
And  therefore  apted  to  that  Superftition 
Of  doting  fondncfs  }  yet  of  late  Years,  Signior, 
That  World's  well  mended  with  *em,  few  are  found  now 
That  love  at  length,  and  to  the  right  mark,  all 
Stir  now  as  the  time  ftirs ;  Fame  and  Fafliion 
Are  ends  they  aim  at  now,  and  to  make  that  love 
That  wifer  Ages  held  Ambition: 
They  that  cannot  reach  this  may  love  by  Index; 
By  every  day's  furveying  who  bed  promifes. 
Who  has  done  beft,  who  may  do,  and  who  mended 
May  come  to  do  again  ;  who  appears  neateft 
Either  in  new  ftampt  Clothes,  or  courtefies,  [thing? 

Done  but  from  Hand  to  Mouth  neither;  nor  love  they  thefe 
Longer  than  new  are  making,  nor  that  Succeflion 
Beyond  the  next  fair  Feather :  Take  the  City, 
There  they  goto't  by  Gold  weight,  no  gain  from  *em. 
All  they  can  work  by  Fire  and  Water  to  'em. 
Profit  is  all  they  point  at;  if  there  be  Love, 
'Tis  fhew'd  ye  by  fo  dark  a  Light,  to  bear  out 
The  bracks  and  old  flains  in't,  that  ye  may  purchale 
French  Velvet  better  cheap ;  all  loves  are  endlefs. 

Rod.  Faith,if  youhaveaMiftrefs,  would  fhe  heard  you. 

Marc.  'Twere  but  the  vent'ring  of  my  Place,  or  fwearing 
I  meant  it  but  for  Argument,  as  Schoolmen 
Difpute  high  Queftions. 

Rod.  What  a  World  is  this. 
When  young  Men  dare  determine  what  thofe  are, 
(19)  Age  and  the  bell  Experience  ne'er  could  aim  at. 

Marc.  They  were  thick-ey'd  then.  Sir;  now  the  Print's 
bigger. 
And  they  may  read  their  Fortunes  without  Spe(ftacles. 

Rod.  Did  you  ne'er  love  ? 

Marc.  Faith  yes,  once  after  Supper, 
And  the  fit  held  'till  Midnight. 

Rod.  Hot,  or  fhaking  ? 

( 1 9)  Jgf  the  he  ft  Experience ]    The  deficiency  of  Meafure 

I  have  fupply'd  from  the  Folio  of  1647, 

Marc^ 
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Marc.  To  fay  true,  both. 

Rod.  How  did  ye  rid  it  ? 

Marc.  Thus,  Sir, 
I  laid  my  Hand  upon  my  Heart,  and  blefbme, 
And  then  faid  over  certain  Charms  I'd  learn'd 
Againft  mad  Dogs,  for  Love  and  they're  all  one  j 
Laft  thought  upon  a  "Windmil,  and  fo  flept. 
And  was  well  ever  after. 

Rod.  A  rare  Phyfician, 
What  would  your  Pra(5tice  gain  ye  ? 

Marc.  The  Wars  ended, 
I  mean  to  ufe  my  Art,  and  have  thefe  Fools 
Cut  in  the  Head  like  Cats,  to  fave  the  Kingdom 
Another  Inquifuion. 

Rod.  So  old  a  Soldier 
Out  of  the  Wars,  I'ncver  knew  yet  pradtifed. 

Marc.  I  fhall  mend  every  Day  ;  but  noble  General, 
Believe  this,  but  as  this  you  nam'd,  Difcourfes. 

Rod.  Oh  y'are  a  cunning  Gameftcr. 

Marc.  Mirths  and  Toys 
To  cozen  Time  wichal  •,  for  o*my  Troth,  Sir, 
I  can  Love,  I  think,  well  too,  well  enough  j 
And  think  as  well  of  Women  as  they  are. 
Pretty  fantaftick  things,  fome  more  regardful. 
And  fome  few  worth  a  Service :  I'm  fo  honeft, 
1  wifh  'em  all  in  Heav'n,  and  you  know  how  hard,  Sir, 
Twill  be  to  get  in  there  with  their  great  Farthingals. 

Rod.  Well  Marc  Antonio.^  I'd  not  Jofe  thy  Company 
For  the  beft  Galley  I  command. 

Marc.  Faith  General, 
If  thefe  Difcourfes  pleafe,  I  fhal]  fit  ye 
Once  every  Day.  [Knock  within. 

Rod.  Thou  canft  not  pleafe  me  better ;  hark,  they  call 
Below  to  Dinner ;  yc'rc  my  Cabbin  Gueft, 
My  Bofom's,  fo  you  pleafe.  Sir. 

Marc.  Your  poor  Servant,  [Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE      IV. 

Enter  fecond  Hofi,   and  his  Wife. 

Hoji.  Let*em  have  Meat  enough  Woman,  half  a  Hen ; 
There  be  old  rotten  Pilchards,  put  *em  off  too, 
*Tis  but  a  little  new  anointing  of  .*em, 
And  a  (Irong  Onion,  that  confounds  the  ftink. 

Hojiefs.  They  call  for  more,  Sir, 

HoJi.  Knock  a  dozen  Eggs  down. 
But  then  beware  your  Wenches. 

Hojiefs.  More  than  this  too?  fup  Wench, 

Hofi.  Worts,  worts,  and  make  'em  Porridge,  pop  *em 
But  they  fhall  pay  for  Cullyfes. 

Hojiefs.  All  this  is  nothing  j 
They  call  for  Kid  and  Partridge. 

HoJi.  Well  remembred, 
Where's  the  Faulconer's  half  Dog  he  left  ? 

Hofiefs,  It  flinks.  Sir, 
Pad  all  hope  that  way. 

HoJi.  Run  it  o'er  with  Garlick, 
And  make  a  Roman  Difh  on'r. 

Hojiefs.  Pray  ye  be  patient. 
And  get  Provifion  in  i  thefe  are  fine  Gentlemen, 
And  liberal  Gentlemen  ;  they've  unde  quare 
No  mangey  Muleteers,  nor  pinching  Pofts, 
That  feed  upon  the  parings  of  Musk-melons 
And  Radiflles,  as  big  and  tough  as  Rafters  : 
Will  yc  be  ftirring  in  this  Bufinefs  ?  Here's  your  Brother, 
Mine  old  Hoft  of  OJJuna^  as  wife  as  you  are. 
That  is,  as  Knavifh  i  if  ye  put  a  trick. 
Take  heed  he  do  not  find  it, 

HoJi.  ril  be  wagging. 

Hojiefs. '  Pis  for  your  own  Commodity  ;  why  Wenches  ? 

Ser.  [within.']  Anon  forfooth.  [Water? 

Hojiefs.  Who  makes  a  Fire  there?  And  who  gets  in 
Let  Oliver  go  to  the  Juflice,  and  befeech  his  Worfhip 
We  may  have  two  Spits  going;  and  do  you  hear  Druce, 
Let  him  invite  his  Worlhip,  and  his  Wives  Worfhip, 
To  the  left  Meat  to  Morrow. 

Enter 
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Enter  Bailiff. 

Bail.  Where's  this  Kitchen  ? 

Hojlefs.  E'en  at  the  next  Door  Signior;  what, old  Don? 
We  meet  but  feldom. 

Bail.  Prithee  be  patient  Hoftels, 
And  tell  me  where  the  Meat  is. 

Hojl.  Faith  Mafter  Baily, 
How  have  ye  done  ?  And  how  Man?— • 

Bail.  Good  fweet  Hofteft, 
What  (hall  we  have  to  Dinner? 

Hojlefs.  How  does  your  Woman, 
And  a  tine  Woman  fhe  is,  and  a  good  Woman  ; 
Lord,  how  you  bear  your  Years  ?— 

Bail.  Is't  Veal  or  Mutton, 
Beef,  Bicon,  Pork,  Kid,  Phealant,  or  all  thefe. 
And  are  they  ready  all? 

Hoji.  The  hours  that  have  been 
Between  us  two,  the  merry  hours :  Lord ! 

Bail.  Hoftefs, 
Dear  Hoftefs  do  but  hear ;  I  am  hungry.     Hojlefs.  Ye 
Are  merrily  difpofed.  Sir.     Bail.  Monftrous  hungry. 
And  hungry  after  much  Meat,  I've  brought  hither 
Right  woriliipfuls  to  pay  the  reckoning, 
Mony  enough  too  with  *em,  defire  enough 
To  have  the  beft  Meat,  and  of  that  enough  too : 
Come  to  the  point  fweet  Wench,  and  fo  I  kifs  thee. 

Hoflefs.  Ye  fhall  have  any  thing,  and  inftantly, 
.  E'er  you  can  lick  your  Ears,  Sir. 

Bail.  Portly  Meat, 
Bearing,  fubftantial  (tuff,  and  fit  for  Hunger, 
I  do  befeech  ye  Hoflefs  firft  •,  then  fome  light  Garnifh, 
Two  Pheafants  in  a  Di(h  ;  if  ye  have  Leverits, 
(Rather  for  way  of  Ornament,  than  Appetite,) 
They  may  be  look'd  upon,  or  Larks;  for  Filh, 
As  there's  no  great  need,  fo  I  would  not  wifh  ye 
To  ferve  above  four  Difhes,  but  thofe  full  ones  ; 
Ye  have  no  Cheefe  of  Parma  ? 

Hoflefs.  Very  old,  Sir. 

Bail.  The  lefs  will  fcrve  us,  fome  ten  Pound, 

Hopfs. 
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Hojlefs.  Alas,  Sir, 
We  have  not  half  thefe  Dainties. 

Bail.  Peace  good  Hoftefs, 
And  make  us  hops  ye  have. 

Hojlefs.  Ye  Ihall  have  all,  Sir. 

Bail,  That  may  be  got  for  Mony. 

Enter  Diego,  and  a  Boy. 

Die.  Where's  your  Marter  ? 
Bring  me  your  Mafter,  Boy  :  I  niuft  have  Liquor 
Fit  for  the  Myrmidons,  no  dafliing  now.  Child, 
No  Conjurings  by  Candle-light,  I  know  all  ; 
Strike  me  the  oldeft  Sack,  a  Piece  that  carries 
Point  blank  to  this  place  Boy,  and  batters  ;  Hoftefs, 
I  kifs  thy  Hands  through  which  many  a  round  reckoning 
And  things  of  moment  have  had  motion. 

Hoftefs.  Still  mine  old  Brother. 

Die.  Set  thy  Cellar  open. 
For  I  muft  enter,  and  advance  my  Colours  ;      [Duckets, 
I've   brought    thee  Dons    indeed  Wench,    Dons    with 
And  thofe  Dons  muft  have  dainty  Wine,  pure  Bacchus 
That  bleeds  the  life  Blood  j  what,  is  your  cure  ended? 

Bail.  We  ftiall  have  Meat,   Man. 

D/V.  Then  we  will  have  Wine,  Man, 
And  Wine  upon  Wine,  cut  and  drawn  with  Wine. 

Hoftefs.  Ye  fliall  have  all,  and  more  than  all. 

Bail.  (20)  AlPs  well  then. 

Die.  Away,  about  your  Bufinels,  you  with  her 
For  old  acquaintance  fake,  to  ftay  your  Stomach. 
And  Boy,  be  you  my  Guide,  ad  inferos. 
For  I  will  make  a  full  defcent  in  Equipage. 

[Exeunt  Hoflefs  and  Bailiff. 

Boy.  ril  fliew  you  rare  Wine. 

Die.  (21)  Stinging  Geer. 

Boy.  Divine,  Sir.  C^y* 

Die.  O  divine  Boy,  march,  march  my  Child,  rare  Wine 

B(y.  As  any  is  in  Spain,  Sir. 

(20)  The  other  Copies  read,  Jll  ivell  then. 

(21)  Stinging  Beer.\  Mr.  Ihcolnld  prevented  me   in  the  Corrcflion 
of  this  place,  by  having  noicd  the  criie  reading  fiom  the  Copy  of  1647. 

Vol.  VII.  Vit. 
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D/V.  Old,  and  flrong  too. 
Oh  my  fine  Boy,  clear  too  ? 

Boy.  As  (22)  Chryftal  Sir,  and  (Irong  as  Truth. 

Die.  Away  Boy, 
I  am  enamor'd,  and  I  long  for  Dalliance; 
Stay  no  where  Child,  not  lor  thy  Father's  BlefTing, 
I  charge  thee  not  to  fave  thy  Sifter's  Honour, 
Nor  to  clofe  thy  Dames  Eyes,  were  flie  a  Dying 
Till  we  arrive,  and  for  thy  Recompence 
I  will  remember  thee  in  my  Will. 

Boy.  Yc  have  laid.  Sir.  [Exeunt, 


ACT   III.      S  C  E  N  E   I. 

Efiier  Philippo,  and  fecond  tloji. 

P/^i.Ty  >r  I N  E  Hoft,  is  that  Apparel  got  ye  fpoke  of? 
JlVJl  Ye  fliall  have  ready  Mony.    2  Hcjl.  'Tis  come 
in  Sir, 
He  has  it  on  Sir,  and  I  think  it  will 
Be  fit,  and  o'  my  Credit  it  was  never 
Worn  but  once  Sir,  and  for  necelTity 
Pawn'd  to  the  Man  I  told  ye  of. 

Phi.  Pray  bargain  for't, 
And  I  will  be  the  Pay-mafter. 

2  Iloji.  I  will  Sir. 

Phi.  And  Jet  our  Meat  be  ready  when  you  pleafe, 
I  mean  as  foon. 

2  Hoft.  It  ftiall  be  prefently. 

Phi.  How  far  ftands  Barcelona  ? 

2  Hoji.  But  two  Leagues  off,  Sir, 
You  may  be  there  by  tliree  a  Clock. 

Phi.  I'm  glad  on't.  \_Exeunt. 

(22)   -Chnjlal  Sir,  and  as  Truth.']    The  Epithet  y?r(7«^,  without 

which  the  Sentence  would  be  lame,  1  have  recovered  from  the  Editions 
of  1647  and  1679.  ^"^  ^  fufpeft  that  Diego  here  has  intrenched  upon 
the  Drainer  above,  and  that  the  whole  fliould  run  thus, 

•— rare  Wine  Boy. 

Boy.  ^s  avy  in  Spain,  5/V,  old  and  firong  too. 

Dieg.  O  )n-i  fine  Boy  !  clear  too? 

Boy.  Js  Chryjlal,  Sir,  and  firong  as  7ruth. 

SCENE 


/ 
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SCENE      II. 

Enter  Theodofia,  and  Leocadia. 

^eo.  Signior  Francifco,  why  I  draw  you  hither 
To  this  remote  Place  marvel  not,  for  truft  me 
My  Innocence  yet  never  knew  ill  dealing. 
And  as  ye  have  a  noble  Temper,  ftart  not 
Into  Offence,  at  any  thing  my  Knowledge, 
And  for  your  fpecial  good,  would  be  informed  of, 
Nor  think  me  vainly  curious. 

Uo.  Worthy  Sir, 
The  courtefies  you  and  your  noble  Brother, 
Even  then  when  few  Men  find  the  way  to  do  *em, 
I  mean  in  want,  fo  freely  fhowr'd  upon  me, 
So  truly,  and  fo  timely  minifter'd, 
Muft,  if  I  fhould  fufped:  thofe  (23)  Minds  that  made  *em, 
Either  proclaim  me  an  unworthy  Taker, 
Or  worfe,  a  bafe  Believer:  Speak  your  Mind,  Sir, 
Freely,  and  what  you  pleafc,  I  am  your  Servant,  [tance, 

Theo.  Then  my  young  Sir,  know,  finceourfirft  Acquain- 
Induc'd  by  Circumftances  that  deceive  not 
To  clear  fome  doubts  I  have ;  nay  blufh  not,  Signior, 
I  have  beheld  ye  narrowly :  More  blufhes  ^ 
Sir,  ye  give  me  fo  much  light,  I  find  ye 
A  thing  confcfs'd  already  :  Yet  more  blufhes? 
You  would  ill  cover  an  Offence  might  fink  ye. 
That  cannot  hide  your  felf;  why  do  ye  fhake  fo? 
I  mean  no  trouble  to  ye;  this  fair  Hand 
Was  never  made  for  hardnefs,  nor  thofe  Eyes 
(Come  do  not  hide  *em)  for  rough  Objeds;  hark  ye. 
Ye  have  betray'd  your  felf,  that  Sigh  confirms  me  j 
Another  ?  and  a  third  too  ?  then  I  fee 
Thefe  Boys  Cloaths  do  but  pinch  ye  ;  come,  be  liberal, 
Yc've  found  a  Friend  that  has  found  you,  difguife  not 
That  loaden  Soul  that  labours  to  be  open : 
Now  you  muft  weep,  I  know  it,  for  I  fee 
Your  Eyes  down  laden  to  the  Lids,  another 
Manifcft  token  that  my  doubts  arc  perfeft ; 

(23)  — Mitidt  that  made  V/w,]  i.  e.  did  Vw. 
Vol.  VII.  D  Yet 
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Yet  I  have  found  a  greater;  tell  me  this, 

Why  were  thefe  holes  left  open,  there  was  an  error, 

A  foul  one,  my  Francifco,  have  I  caught  ye  ? 

0  pretty  Sir,  the  cuftom  of  our  Country 

Allows  Men  none  in  this  place:  Now  the  fliow'r  comes. 
Leo.  Oh  Signior  1'heodoro. 
Theo.  This  forrow  Ihows  fo  fweetly, 

1  cannot  chufe  but  keep  it  Company  : 

Take  truce  and  fpeak.  Sir :  and  1  charge  your  goodnefs, 

By  all  thofe  perfedl  hopes  that  point  at  Virtue, 

By  that  remembrance  thefe  fair  Tears  are  (hed  for. 

If  any  fad  Misfortune  have  thus  form*d  ye. 

That  either  Care  or  Counfcl  may  redeem, 

Pain,  Purfe,  or  any  thing  within  the  Power 

And  Honour  of  free  Gentlemen,  reveal  it. 

And  have  our  labours. 

Leo.  I  have  found  ye  noble. 
And  ye  fhall  find  me  true ;  your  Doubts  are  certain. 
Nor  dare  I  more  diffemble-,  I'm  a  Woman, 
The  great  example  of  a  wretched  Woman. 

Here  you  muft  give  me  leave  to  fhew  my  Sex 

And  now  to  make  ye  know  how  much  your  Credit 
Has  won  upon  my  Soul,  fo'c  pleafe  your  Patience 
I'll  tell  you  my  unfortunate  fad  Story. 

Theo.  Sit  down  and  fay  on.  Lady. 

Leo.  I  am  born.  Sir, 
Of  good  and  honeft  Parents,  rich,  and  noble. 
And  not  to  lie,  the  Daughter  of  Don  Zanchio, 
If  my  unhappy  Fortune  have  not  loft  me: 
My  Name  call'd  Leocadia^  e'en  the  fame 
Your  worthy  Brother  did  the  fpecial  Honour 
To  name  for  beautiful,  and  without  Pride 
I  have  been  often  made  believe  fo,   Signior  ; 
B'.it  that's  impertinent:   Now  to  my  Sorrows; 
Not  far  from  us  a  Gentleman  of  worth, 
A  Neighbour  and  a  noble  Vifitor, 
Had  his  abode,  who  often  met  my  Father 
In  gentle  fporcs  of  Chafe,  and  River- Hawking, 
In  Courfe  and  Riding  •,  and  with  him  often  brought 
A  Son  of  his,  a  young  and  hopeful  Gentleman, 

Nobly 
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Nobly  train*d  up,  in  years  fit  for  AfFedlion ; 
A  fpn'ghtly  Man,  of  Underftanding  exceHent, 
Of  fpeech  and  civil  'haviour  no  lefs  powerful  i 
And  of  all  Parts,  elfe  my  Eyes  lied,  abundant: 
We  grew  acquainted,  and  from  that  acquaintance 
Nearer  into  Afiedlion ;  from  AfFe^lion 
Into  Belief, 

tbeo.  Well. 

Leo.  Then  we  durfl:  kifs. 

Theo.  Go  forward. 

Leo.  (24J  But  oh,  Man,  Man  unconftant,  carelefsMan, 
Oh  fubtle  Man,  how  many  are  thy  mifchiefs? 
Oh  Marc- Antonio.,  I  may  curfe  thofe  Kifles. 

Theo.  What  did  you  call  him.  Lady? 

Leo.  Marc- Antonio., 
The  name  to  me  of  Mifery. 

'Theo.  Pray  forward. 

Leo.  From  thefe  we  bred  DefireSjSir  5  butlofe  me  Heav'rt 
If  mine  were  Luftful. 

Theo.  I  believe. 

Leo.  This  nearnefs 
Made  him  importunate :  When  to  fave  mine  Honour, 
(Love  having  full  pofleflion  of  my  Powers,) 
I  got  a  Contradt  from  him. 

^heo.  Sealed,'' 

Leo.  And  fworn  too; 
Which  fince,  for  fome  Offence  Heav*n  laid  upon  me, 
I  loft  amongft  my  Monies  in  the  Robbery, 
(The  lofs  that  makes  me  pooreft ;)  this  won  from  hinj. 
Fool  that  I  was,  and  too  too  credulous, 
I  'pointed  him  a  by-way  to  my  Chamber 
The  next  Night  at  an  hour, 

T^heo.  Pray  ftay  there  Lady  ;  [ye? 

And  when  the  Night  came,  came  he,  kept  he  touch  with 
(Be  not  fo  fhame-fac'd ;)  had  you  both  your  Wifhes? 
Tell  me,  and  tell  me  true,  did  he  enjoy  ye. 
Were  ye  in  one  anothers  Arms  abed  ?  The  Contract 

(24)  But  oh,  Man,  unconjlant — ]    The  fine  Repetition  here  which 
the  Line  warned  in  more  refpedts  chan  one,  I  had  from  the  Copy  of 

1647. 
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Confirm'd  in  full  joys  there  ?  Did  he  lye  with  ye? 
Anfwer  to  that ;  ha  ?  Did  your  Father  know  this, 
The  good  old  Man,  (25)  or  Kindred  privy  to't  ? 
And  had  ye  their  confents  ?  Did  that  Night's  promife 
Make  ye  a  Mother  ? 

L(o.  Why  do  you  ask  fo  nearly  ? 
Good  Sir,  do's  it  concern  you  any  thing? 

Theo.  No,  Lady. 
Only  the  Pity  why  you  Ihould  be  ufcd  fo 
A  little  ftirs  me,  but  did  he  keep  his  Promife? 

Leo.  No,  no.  Sign  lor, 
Alas  he  never  came,  nor  never  meant  it. 
My  Love  was  fool'd,  time  number'd  to  no  end. 
My  Expectation  flouted  j  and  guefs  you  Sir, 
What(26)  dor  unto  a  doating  Maid  this  was. 
What  a  bafe  breaking  off? 

Jheo.  All's  well  then  Lady ; 
Go  forward  in  your  Story. 

Leo.  Not  only  failed,  Sir, 
"Which  is  a  curfe  in  Love,  and  may  he  find  it 
When  his  AfFeclions  are  full-wing'd,  and  ready 
To  ftoop  upon  the  Quarry,  then  when  all 
His  full  Hopes  are  in's  Arms;  not  only  thus,  Sir, 
But  more  injurious,  faithlels,  treacherous. 
Within  two  Days  Fame  gave  him  far  remov'd 
With  a  new  Love,  which  much  againfl:  my  Confcience, 
But  more  againfl:  my  Caufe,  which  is  my  Hell, 
I  muft  confefs  a  fair  one,  a  right  fair  one. 
Indeed  of  admirable  Sweetnefs,  Daughter 
■Unto  another  of  our  noble  Neighbours, 
The  Thief  calTd  Theodofta.,  whofe  Perfeftions 
I'm  bound  to  ban  for  ever,  curie  to  Wrinkles, 
As  Hcav'n  I  hope  will  (27J  make  'em  foon,  and  Aches  j 

(35)  — or  Kindred  privy  to't  ?]  I  can't  help  thinking  but  that  or  is 
corrupted  (or  'vjere. 

(26)  /.  /.  Balk,  Difappointment.  If  the  Reader  would  fee  an  ac- 
count of  the  feveral  forts  cf  Dors,  I  will  refer  him  to  Ben.  Johnfw^ 
V.  I.  page  354,  355,  356,  Odavo. 

(27)  — make  *  em  foon ,  ««// Aches ;]  Mr.  Theobald  ■^■qX%  7l  Qntry  m 
his  Margin  here,  whether  we  fliou'd  not  read  AJhes,  I  don't  think 
there  is  a  great  deal  in  it  either  way. 

For 
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For  they  have  robb'd  me  poor  unhappy  Wench 

Of  all,  of  all  Sir,  all  that  was  my  Glory, 

And  left  me  nothing  but  thefe  Tears,  and  Travel: 

Upon  this  certain  News,  I  quit  my  Father, 

And  if  you  be  not  milder  in  Conftruftion 

I  fear  mine  Honour  too,  and  like  a  Page 

Stole  to  Offma^  from  that  Place  to  Sevily 

From  ihtncQ  10  Barcelona  I  was  travelling, 

When  you  o'er-took  my  Mifery,  in  hope  to  hear  of 

Gallies  bound  up  for  Italy  \  for  never 

Will  I  leave  off  the  fearch  of  this  bad  Man, 

This  Filcher  of  Affedions,  this  Love-Pedler-, 

Nor  (hall  my  Curfes  ceafe  to  blafl:  her  Beauties, 

And  make  her  Name  as  wandring  as  her  Nature, 

'Till  {landing  Face  to  Face  before  their  Lufls 

I  call  Heav*n's  Juftice  down. 

Iheo.  This  fhows  too  angry, 
Nor  can  it  be  her  Fault  (he  is  belov'd  ; 
If  I  give  Meat,  muft  they  that  eat  it  forfeit? 

Leo.  She  loves  again.  Sir,  there's  the  Mifchief  of  it, 
And  in  defpight  of  me,  to  drown  my  Blcffings, 
Which  fhc  fhal!  dearly  know- 

Theo.  Ye  are  too  violent. 

Leo.  Sh*as  Devils  in  her  Eyes,  to  whofe  Devotion 
He  offers  all  his  Service. 

T'beo.  Who  can  fay  ' 
But  ihe  may  be  forfaken  too  ?  He  that  once  wanders 
From  fuch  a  perfedl  Sweetnefs,  as  you  promife. 
Has  he  not  ftill  the  fame  Rule  to  deceive? 

Leo.  No,  no,  they  are  together,  love  together. 
Part  all  Deceit  of  that  fide ;  fleep  together. 
Live,  and  delight  together,  and  fuch  Deceit 
Give  me  in  a  wild  Defert. 

T'beo.  By  your  Leave,  Lady, 
I  fee  no  Honour  in  this  Cunning. 

Leo.  Honour  ? 
True,  none  of  her  parr.  Honour,  flie  deferves  none, 
*Tis  ceasM  with  wandring  Ladies  fuch  as  fhe  is, 
So  bold  and  impudent. 

I'heo.  1  could  be  angry, 
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Extreamly  angry  now  beyond  my  Nature,  [^^^de. 

And  'twere  not  for  my  Pity :  What  a  Man 
Is  this,  to  do  thefe  Wrongs  ?  believe  me  Lady, 
I  know  the  Maid,  and  know  (he  is  not  with  him- 

Leo.  I  would  you  knew  fhe  were  in  Heaven. 

ftheo.  And  fo  well  know  her, that  I  think  you're  cozen*d.— 

Leo.  So  I  fay.  Sir. 

T'beo.  I  mean,  in  her  Behaviour ;  [Credit, 

For  truft  my  Faith,  fo  much  I  dare  adventure  for  her 
She  never  yet  delighted  to  do  Wrong. 

Leo.  How  can  Ihe  then  delight  in  him  ?  dare  (he  think. 
Be  what  fhe  will,  as  excellent  as  Angels, 
My  Lovefo  fond,  my  Wifhes  fo  indulgent. 
That  I  mult  (iS)  take  her  Prewnings  •,  (loop  at  that 
Sh*as  tir*d  upon  ?  No,  Sir,  I  hold  my  Beauty, 

(zS)  —~take  her  Prenunings  ;  ftop  at  that 

Sb^as  tird upon? ]    Mr.  Theobald,  with  whom  I  had  the 

good  Fortune  to  agree,  xzz.A%  fioop  {qx  Jlop,  which  is  undoubtedly  the 
true  Leftion,  and  is  a  Term  in  Falconry  that  needs  no  Explanation:  I 
will  however  beg  the  Reader's  Pardon  for  ftepping  one  moment  out  of 
the  way,  while  I  endeavour  to  correft  a  Paffage  m  Shake/pear' %  Lear, 
which  this  place  has  fuggefted  to  me.  'Tis  in  Aft  2.  Scene  10.  The 
old  King  being  turn'd  out  of  Doors  by  Goner:/  his  eldeft  Daugh- 
ter, comes  to  Regan  his  fecond  in  the  bitternefs  of  his  Soul,  to  com- 
plain to  her  of  her  eldeft  Sifter's  Ufage,  and  fays. 


Be/o'ved  Regan 


Thy  Sijier's  naught,  oh  Regan  /he  hath  tied 
Sharp-tooth'' d  unkindnefs,  like  a  Vulture  here. 

[Pointing  to  his  Heart, 

To  tie Jharp- tooth' dJJnkindnefs  like  a  Vulture  to  his  Heart,  feems  at 
firft  Sight  an  aliufion  to  the  known  Story  of  Prometheus ;  but  as  it 
does  not  occur  to  my  Memory,  that  his  Vulture  or  Eagle,  was  con- 
■fin'd  by  any  Chain  or  Bond,  I  fufpeft  a  flight  corruption  of  the  Word, 
tho*  it  is  not  a  fmall  one  as  to  the  Senfe,  and  conjefture  the  Lines 
ihou'd  run  thus, 

-         — i'  Belo-ved  Regan 

Thy  Sifter' i  naught ;  oh  Regan  Jhe  hath  tir'd 

Bharp'tooth" d  Unkindnefs,  like  a  Vulture  here. 

To  tire  a  Hawk  or  Vulture,  in  Falconry,  is  to  give  him  a  Leg  or  a 
Wing  of  a  Pullet  to  pluck  at ;  how  much  then  is  this  Paffage  heightned 
by  reftoring  the  probably  original  Term,  and  making  Lear  fay,  That 
bis  Daughter  had  given  his  Heart  to  Vnkindnejs  as  to  a  Vulture,  to  be 
fluc/id  at  and  tore  in  pieces  ? 

Wafh 
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Wafh  but  thefe  Sorrows  from  it,  of  a  Sparkle 
As  right  and  rich  as  hers,  my  Means  as  equal, 
My  Youth  as  much  unblown  ;  and  for  our  Worths 
And  Weight  of  Virtue 

'Theo.  Do  not  task  her  fo  far.  [Sir,  Vapour  : 

Leo.  By  Heav'n  fhe's  Cork,  and  Clouds,  light,  light. 
But  I  fhalj  find  her  out,  with  all  her  Witchcrafts, 
Her  Paintings,  and  her  Pouncings ;  for  'tis  Art, 
And  only  Art  preferves  her,  and  meer  Spells 
That  work  upon  his  PowVs  j  let  her  but  fhew  me 
A  ruin*d  Cheek  like  mine,  that  holds  his  Colour 
(And  writes  but  iixteen  Years)  in  fpight  of  Sorrows; 
And  unbathed  Body,  fmiles,  that  give  but  Shadows, 
And  wrinkle  not  the  Face  j  befides  fhe's  little, 
A  demy  Dame,  that  makes  no  Obje6l. 

I'heo.  Nay, 
Then  I  muft  fay  you  err  j  for  credit  me, 
1  think  fhe's  taller  than  your  felf. 

hco.  Why  let  her, 
It  is  not  that  fhall  mate  me,  I  but  ask 
My  Hands  may  reach  unto  her. 

'T^heo.  Gentle  Lady, 
'Tis  now  ill  time  of  farther  Argument, 
For  I  perceive  your  Anger  void  of  Counfe/, 
Which  I  could  wifh  more  temp*rate. 

Leo.  Pray  forgive  me. 
If  I  have  fpoke  uncivilly :  They  that  look  on 
See  more  than  we  that  play  ;  and  I  befeech  ye 
Impute  it  Love's  Offence,  not  mine;  whofe Torments, 
If  you  have  ever  lov'd,  and  found  my  Crofles, 
You  muft  confefs  are  feldom  ty*d  to  Patience, 
Yet  I  could  wifli  I  had  laid  M%. 

Theo.  No  harm  then, 
Ye've  made  a  full  amends ;  our  Company 
You  may  command,  fo  pleafe  you,  in  your  Travels, 
With  all  our  Faith  and  P'urtherance  ;  let  it  be  fo. 

Leo.  Yc  make  too  great  an  Offer. 

Theo.  Then  it  fliall  be. 
Go  in  and  reft  your  felf,  our  wholfome  Diet 
Will  be  made  ready  ftraight :  But  hark  ye  Lady, 

D  4  One 
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One  thing  1  muft  entreat,  your  Leave  and  Sufferance, 
That  thefe  things  may  be  open  to  my  Brother, 
For  more  Refped  and  Honour. 
Leo.  Do  your  Pleafure. 

iTieo.  And  do  not  change  this  Habit  by  no  means, 
Uniefs  ye  change  your  felf. 

Leo.  Which  muft  not  yet  be. 

Itheo.  It  carries  ye  concealed  and  fafe. 

Leo.  I'm  counferd.  [Exit. 

Enter  Philippe. 

Phi.  What's  done? 

^I'heo.  Why,  all  we  doubted;  'tis  a  Woman, 
And  of  a  noble  Strain  too,  guefs. 

Phi.  I  cannot. 

7heo.  You've  heard  often  of  her. 

Phi.  Stay,  I  think  not. 

^heo.  Indeed  ye  have ;  'tis  the  fair  Leocadidy 
Daughter  unto  Don  Zanchio^  our  noble  Neighbour. 

Phi.  Nay? 

Theo.  'Tis  fhe.  Sir,  o'my  Credit, 

Phi.  Leocadia^ 
Pifh  Leocadia^  it  muft  not  be. 

^heo.  It  muft  be,  or  be  nothing. 

Phi.  Pray  give  me  leave  to  wonder :  Leocadia  ? 

Iheo.  The  very  fame. 

Phi.  The  Damfel  Leocadia  \ 
I  gueft  it  was  a  Woman,  and  a  fair  one. 
I  lee  it  through  her  Shape,  tranfparent,  plain  \ 
But  that  it  fhould  be  fhre ;  tell  me  diredly. 

^heo.  By  Heav'ns  'tis  fhe. 

Phi.  By  Heav'n  then  'tis  a  fweet  one, 

Iheo.  That's  granted  too. 

Phi.  But  hark  ye,  hark  ye.  Sifter, 
How  came  flie  thus  difguis'd  ? 

Iloeo.  I'll  tell  you  that  too ; 
^s  I  came,  on  the  felf  fame  Ground,  fo  us'd  too. 

Phi.  By  the  fame  Man  ? 

*Theo.  The  fame  too. 

Phi.  As  I  live 
You  Lovers  have  fine  Fancies :    Wondrous  fine  ones. 

"Thed. 


Love's  Pilgrimage,  57 

fheo.  Pray  Heav'n  you  never  make  one. 

Phi.  Faith  I  know  not. 
But  in  that  Mind  I  am,  I'd  rather  cobble, 
•Tis  a  more  Chriftian  Trade ;  pray  tell  me  one  thing. 
Are  not  you  two  now  monftrous  jealous 
Of  one  another  ? 

Theo.  She  is  much  of  me, 
And  has  rail*d  at  me  mod  unmercifully 
And  to  my  Face,  and  o*my  Confcience 
Had  (he  but  known  me,  either  fhe  or  I, 
Or  both,  had  parted  with  ftrange  Faces, 
She  was  in  fuch  a  fury. 

Phi.  Leocadia  ? 
Do's  (he  fpeak  handfomely  ? 

Theo.  Wondrous  well.  Sir, 
And  all  (he  do's  becomes  her,  e*cn  her  Anger. 

Phi.  Howfeemed  (he  when  you  found  her? 

Theo.  Had  you  feen 
How  fweetly  fearful  her  pretty  felf 
Betray'd  her  felf,  how  neat  her  forrow  (how'd. 
And  in  what  handfome  phrafe  (he  put  her  Story, 
And  as  occafion  (lir*d  her  how  (lie  ftarted, 
Tho'  roughly,  yet  moft  aptly,  into  anger, 
You  would  have  wonder'd. 

Phi.  Do's  (he  know  ye  ? 

Theo.  No, 
Nor  muft  not  by  no  means. 

Phi.  How  (lands  your  difference  ? 

Theo.  Pll  tell  ye  that  feme  fitter  time,  but  truft  me 
My  Marc-Antonio  has  too  much  to  anfwer. 

Phi.  May  I  take  knowledge  of  her  ? 

Theo.  Yes,  (he's  willing. 

Phi.  Pray  ufe  her  as  (he  is,  with  all  refpefts  then. 
For  (he's  a  Woman  of  a  noble  breeding. 

Theo.  Ye  (hall  not  find  me  wanting. 

Phi.  Which  way  bears  fhe  ? 

Tbeo.  Our  way,  and  to  our  end. 

Phi.  I  am  glad  on't ;  hark  ye, 
She  keeps  her  Ihape .?  [Eiiter  Leocadia. 

Tbeo, 
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Tbeo.  Yes,  and  I  think  by  this  time 
Has  mew'd  her  old. 

Phi.  She's  here :  By  Heav*n  a  rare  one. 
An  admirable  fweet  one,  what  an  Eye 
Of  what  a  full  command  (he  bears,  how  gracious 
All  her  afpe6t  (hows  -,  blefs  me  from  a  Feaver, 
I  am  not  well  o'th'  fudden. 

Leo.  Noble  Friends, 
Your  Meat  and  all  my  Service  waits  upon  ye. 

Phi.  Ye  teach  us  Manners,  Lady ;  all  which  Service 
Muft  now  be  mine  to  you,  and  all  too  poor  too; 
Blufh  not  we  know  ye,  for  by  all  our  Faiths 
With  us  your  Honour  is  in  Sanftuary, 
And  ever  fhall  be. 

Leo.  I  do  well  believe  it ; 
Will  ye  walk  nearer.  Sir?  [£fl«/. 

Theo.  She  fliows  ftill  fairer. 
Younger  in  every  change,  and  clearer,  neater ; 
I  know  not,  I  may  fool  my  felf,  and  finely 
Nourifh  a  Wolf  to  eat  my  Heart  out :  Certain 
As  fhe  appears  now,  fhe  appears  a  wonder, 
A  thing  amazes  me ;  what  would  fhe  do  then 
In  Woman's  helps,  in  Ornaments  apt  for  her 
And  deckings  to  her  delicacy  ?  Without  all  doubt 
She  would  be  held  a  Miracle  j  nor  can  I  think 
He  has  forfaken  her  :  Say  what  flie  pleafe-, 
I  know  his  curious  Eye ;  or  fay  he  had. 
Put  cafe  he  could  be  fo  boy- blind  and  foolifh. 
Yet  ftill  I  fear  fhe  keeps  the  Contrad  with  her, 
Not  ftorn  as  fhe  affirms,  nor  loft  by  negligence. 
She'd  lofe  her  felf  firft,  'tis  her  Life  ;  and  there 
All  my  hopes  are  difpatch'd.     O  noble  Love, 
That  thou  couldft  be  without  this  Jealoufie, 
Without  this  Paffion  of  the  Heart,  how  heav'nly 
Wouldft  thou  appear  unto  us  ?  Come  what  may  come, 
I'll  fee  the  end  on't;  and  fince  chance  has  caft  her 
Naked  into  my  refuge,  all  I  can 
She  freely  fhall  command,  except  the  Man,  [^Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE      III. 
Efjter  Leonardo,  and  Don  Pedro. 

Leo.  Don  Pedro^  do  you  think  afluredly 
The  Galleys  will  come  round  to  Barcelona 
Within  thefe  two  Days  ? 

Ped.  Without  doubt. 

Leo.  And  think  ye 
He  will  be  with  *em  certainly  ? 

Ped.  He  is  Sir, 
I  faw  him  at  their  fetting  off. 

Leo.  Mud  they  needs 
Touch  there  for  Water,  as  you  fay  ? 

Ped.  They  muft  Sir, 
And  for  frefh  Meat  too.     Few  or  none  go  by  it; 
Befide  fo  great  a  Fleet  muft  needs  want  trimming 
If  they  have  met  with  foul  Seas,  and  no  Harbour 
On  this  fide  Spain  is  able,  without  danger. 
To  moor  *em,  but  that  Haven. 

Leo.  Are  the  Wars 
His  only  end  ? 

Ped.  So  he  profefles. 

Leo.  Bears  he 
Any  command  amongft  *em  ? 

Ped.  Good  regard 
With  all ;  which  quickly  will  prefer  him. 

Leo.  Pray  Sir  tell  me. 
And  as  you  are  a  Gentleman  be  liberal. 

Ped.  1  will  Sir,  and  moft  true. 

Leo.  Who  faw  ye  with  him  ? 

Ped.  None  but  things  like  himfelf;  young  Soldiers 
And  Gentlemen  defirous  to  feek  Honour. 

Leo.  Was  there  no  Woman  there,  nor  none  difguisM 
That  might  be  thought  a  Woman?  In  his  Language 
Did  he  not  let  (lip  fomething  of  fufpicion 
Touching  that  wanton  way  ? 

Ped.  Believe  me  Sir, 
I  neither  faw,  nor  could  fufpedt  that  Face 
That  might  be  doubted  Woman's,  yet  I'm  "flire 
Aboard  him  I  faw  all  that  paft  j  and  *tis  impofiible 

Among 
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Among  fo  many  high  fet  Bloods  there  ftiould  be 
A  Woman,  let  her  clofe  her  felf  within  a  Cockle, 
But  they  would  open  her ;  He  muft  not  Love 
Within  that  Place  alone,  and  therefore  furely 
He  would  not  be  fo  foolilh,  had  he  any. 
To  truft  her  there  i  for  his  Difcourfe,  *twas  ever 
About  his  Bufinefs,  War,  or  Mirth,  to  make  us 
Reiifh  a  Can  of  Wine  well ;  when  he  fpoke  private, 
•Twas  only  tlfe  remembrance  of  his  Service, 
And  hope  of  your  good  Prayers  for  his  Health  Sir, 
And  fo  I  gave  him  to  the  Seas. 

Leo.  I  thank  ye. 
And  now  am  fatisfied,  and  to  prevent 
Sufpicions  that  may  nourifh  dangers,  SIgnior, 
(For  I  have  told  you  how  the  mad  Alphonfo 
Chafes  like  a  Stag  i'th*  toil,  and  bends  his  Fury 
'Gainft  all,  but  his  own  Ignorance  -,)  Tm  determin*d, 
For  peace  fake  and  the  prefervation 
Of  my  yet  untouch*d  Honour,  and  his  cure. 
My  felf  to  feek  him  there,  and  bring  him  back. 
As  teftimony  of  an  unfought  Injury 

By  either  of  our  Adlions  -,  that  the  World 
And  he,  if  he  have  Reafon,  may  fee  plainly 

Opinion  is  no  perfedl  Guide  ;  nor  all  Fames 

Founders  of  Truths :  In  the  mean  time  this  courtefie 

I  muft  intreat  of  you.  Sir,  Be  my  felf  here, 

And  as  my  felf  command  my  Family. 
Ped.  Ye  lay  too  much  truft  on  me. 
Leo.  'Tis  my  Love,  Sir, 

I  will  not  be  long  from  ye ;  if  this  queftion 

Chance  to  be  call'd  upon  e'er  my  return, 

I  leave  your  care  to  anfwer  •,  fo  farewel.  Sir. 

Ped.  Ye  take  a  wife  way  ;  all  my  beft  Endeavours 

Shall  labour  in  your  abfence  ;  peace  go  with  ye.  [£x.  Leo. 

A  noble  honeft  Gentleman,  free-hearted, 

And  of  an  open  Faith,  much  loving,  and  much  loved, 

And  Father  of  that  Goodnefs  only  Malice 

Can  truly  ftiragainft;  what  dare  befal 

'Till  his  return  I'll  anfwer.  {Exit  Ped. 

Enter 
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Enter  Alphonfo,  and  Servant, 

Jlpb.  WalkofF,  Sirrah, 
But  keep  your  felf  within  my  call. 

Serv.  I  will.  Sir. 

Mph.  And  ftir  my  Horfe  for  taking  cold :  Within  there, 
Hoa  People  j  you  that  dwell  there  my  brave  Signior, 
What  are  ye  all  aflecp?  is't  that  time  with  ye? 
ril  ring  a  little  louder. 

Enter  Pedro. 

Ped.  Sir,  who  feek  ye  ? 

Jlph.  Not  you,  Sir:  Where's  your  Mailer  ? 

Ped.  I  ferve  no  Man 
In  way  of  pay.  Sir. 

Aiph.  Where's  the  Man  o*th'  Houfe  then  ? 

Ped.  What  would  you  have  with  him,  Sir? 

j^lph.  Do  you  ftand  here.  Sir, 
To  ask  Men  queftions  when  they  come  ? 

Ped.  I  would,  Sir, 
Being  his  Friend,  and  hearing  fuch  alarms, 
Know  how  Men  come  to  vifit  him. 

Alph.  Yefhall,  Sir, 
Pray  tell  his  Mightinefs  here  is  a  Gentleman 
By  Name  Alphonfo^  would  intreat  his  Conference 
About  affairs  of  State,  Sir  ;  are  ye  anfwer'd  ? 

Enter  Zanchio  carried, 

Ped.  I  mud  be,  Sir. 

Zancb.  Stay,  fet  me  down,  (lay  Signior, 
You  muft  ftay,  and  ye  fhall  flay* 

jilpb.  Meaning  me,  Sir  ? 

Zancb.  Yes,  you  Sir,  you  I  mean,  I  mean  you. 

yllpb.  Well,  Sir. 
Why  Ihould  I  ftay .? 

Zancb.  There's  Reafon. 

yilpb.  Reafon,  Sir.? 

Zancb.  Ay  Reafon,  Sir, 
My  wrong  is  greateft,  and  I  will  bs  fcrvM  finl ; 
Call  out  the  Man  of  Fame. 

Alpb.  Howferv'd,  Sir.? 

Zanch. 
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Zancb.  Thus,  Sir. 

Alph.  But  not  before  me  ? 

Zanch.  Before  all  the  World,  Sir, 
As  my  cafe  ftands. 

jilph.  I've  loft  a  Daughter,  Sir. 

Zancb.  Pve  loft  another  worth  five  fcore  of  her,  Sir, 

Alpb.  Ye  muft  not  tell  me  fo. 

Zancb.  I  have,  and  hark  ye. 
Make  it  up  five  fcore  more:  Call  out  the  Fellow, 
And  ftand  you  by,  Sir. 

Ped.  This  is  the  mad  Morrifs. 

Jlph.  And  I  ftand  by  ? 

Zanch.  I  fay  ftand  by,  and  do  it. 

Alph.  Stand  by  among  thy  Lungs. 

Zanch.  (29)  Turn  prefently 
And  fay  thy  Prayers,  thou  art  dead. 

Alph.  I  fcorn  thee. 
And  fcorn  to  fay  my  Prayers  more  than  thou  doft. 
Mine  is  the  moft  wrong,  and  my  Daughter  deareft. 
And  mine  fliall  firft  be  righted. 

Zanch.  Shall  be  righted? 

Ped.  A  third  may  live  I  fee ;  pray  hear  me,  Gentlemen. 

Zanch.  Shall  be? 

Alph.  Ay,  ftiall  be  righted. 

Zanch.  Now  ? 

Alph.  Now. 

Zanch.  Inftantly? 

Alph.  Before  I  ftir. 

Zanch.  Before  me  ? 

Alph.  Before  any.  [Friends  here 

Zanch.  Doft  thou  confider  what  thou  fay'ft  ?  haft  thou 
Able  to  quench  my  Anger,  or  pcrfwade  me 
After  Pve  beat  thee  into (30)  one  main  bruift. 
And  made  thee  fpend  thy  ftate  in  rotten  Apples, 
Thou  canft  at  length  be  quiet;  ftiall  I  kill  thee. 
Divide  thee  like  a  rotten  Pumpion, 
And  leave  thee  ftinking  to  Pofterity  ? 

(29)  So  the  firft  Folio  :  That  of  1679  reads  Tuin :  The  OdtiVoTune. 

(30)  —one  Main  bruiji^    Mr.  Theobald  reads   brui/e,    which   may 
be  the  right  Leftion,  but  I  have  not  vcntur'd  to  diiturb  the  Text. 

There's 
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There's  not  the  lead  blow  I  fhall  give,  but  does  this 
Urge  me  no  farther :  I  am  firft. 

jllph.  I'll  hang  firft. 
No  Goodman  Glory,  'tis  not  your  bravadoes. 
Your  pundual  Honour,   nor  Soldadofhip, ■ 

Zanch.  Set  me  a  little  nearer. 

Alph.  Let  him  fally  • 

(31)  Lin'd  with  your  quirks  of  Carriage  and  Difcretion, 
Can  blow  me  off  my  purpofe.    Where's  your  credit. 
With  all  your  School  points  now  ?  your  decent  arguing. 
And  apt  time  for  performing-,  where  are  thefe  Toys, 
Thefe  wife  ways,  and  moft  honourable  courfes. 
To  take  Revenge  ?  how  dar'ft  thou  talk  of  killing. 
Or  think  of  drawing  any  thing  but  Sljuirrs, 
When  Letchery  has  dry  founder*d  thee  ? 

Zanch.  Nearer  yet. 
That  I  may  fpit  him  down,  thou  ]ook*ft  like  a  Man, 

Ped.  I  would  be  thought  fo.  Sir. 

Zanch.  Prithee  do  but  take  me. 
And  fling  m'  upon  that  Puppy. 

Alph.  Do  for  Heav'n's  fake. 
And  fee  but  how  Pll  hug  him. 

Zanch.   Yet  take  warning. 

Fed.  Faith  Gentlemen,   this  is  a  needlefs  quarrd. 

Zanch.  And  d*you  defire  to  make  one? 

Ped.  As  a  Friend,  Sir, 
To  tell  you  all  this  Anger  is  but  loft,    Sir, 
For  Leonardo  is  from  home. 

Mph.   No,   no,  Sir. 

Ped.  Indeed  he  is, 

(31)  Zanch.  Lin  d  'with  your  ^irks\  I  have  given  to  tlie 
Speakers  here,  what  I  think  they  may  jultly  claim,  tho'  Mr.  Theo- 
bald qx\'<j  makes  a  Query  about  it,  -u/z.  Their  proper  Speeches,  which 

all  the  former  Editions  feem  to  have  confounded  ;   after Soldado- 

Jhip  •  Alphonfo  is  interrupted  by  old  Zanchio  who  fays. 

Set  me  a  little    nearer,    let    him  /ally  After   which  Alphonft 

goes  on  to  complete  his  paflionate  Speech    that   was  broke  off  at — 
not  your   Soldadnjhip  thus, 

Lin'd  zvith  your  quirks  of  Carriage,    &c. 
After  which  follows  naturally  enough, 

Zanch.  Ncarerjtt, 

Zanch' 
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Zaftcb.  Where  dare  he  be,  but  here  Sir, 
When  Men  are  wrong'd,  and  come  for  Satisfaftions  ? 

Ped.  It  feems  he  has  done  none,  Sir ;  for  his  bufinefi 
Clear  of  thofc  cares,   hath  carried  him  for  (bme  time 
To  Barcelona:  if  he  had  been  guilty, 
I  know  he  would  have  (laid,  and  clear'd  all  difference 
Either  by  free  ConfefTion,  or  his  Sword. 

Zancb.  This  mud  not  be. 

Ped.  Sure  as  I  live,  it  is.  Sir. 

jllpb.  Sure,  as  we  all  live, 
Ht's  rgn  away  for  ever :  Barcelona  f 
Why  ?  'tis  the  Key  for  Italy^  from  whence 
He  ftole  firft  hither. 

Zancb.  And  having  found  his  Knaveries 
Too  grofs  to  be  forgiven,  and  too  open. 
He  has  found  the  fame  way  back  again  ■:  I  believe  too 
The  good  Grafs  Gentleman,  for  his  own  eafe. 
Has  taken  one  o'th'  Fillies :  Is  not  his  fluff  fold  ? 

jilpb.  I  fear  his  Worfhip*s  Shoes  too ;  to  efcape  us, 
I  do  not  think  he  has  a  Difh  within  Doors, 
A  Loufe  left  of  his  Lineage. 

Ped.  Ye'are  too  wide,  Sir. 

jilpb.  Or  one  poor  wooden  Spoon. 

Ped.  Come  in  and  fee,  Sir.  [pleafed, 

Jlpb.  V\\  fee  his  Houfe  on  fire  fird.      Ped.  Then  be 
Sir,  to  give  better  cenfure.     Zancb.  I  will  after  him, 
And  fearch  him  like  concealM  Land,  but  I'll  have  him. 
And  though  I  find  him  in  his  fhrift,  V\\  kill  him. 

Alpb.  I'll  bear  ye  Company. 

Zancb.  Pray  have  a  care  then, 
A  moft  efpecial  care,  indeed  a  fear. 
Ye  do  not  anger  me. 

Alpb.  I  will  obferve  ye, 
And  if  I  light  upon  him  handfomly. 

Zancb.  Kill  but  a  piece  of  him,  leave  fome,  Alphonfo^ 
For  your  poor  Friends, 

Ped.  1  fear  him  not  for  all  this. 

j^lpb.  Shall  we  firfl  go  home. 
For  it  may  prove  a  Voyage,  and  difpofe 
Of  things  there ;  Heav'n  knows  what  may  follow. 

Zancb, 
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Zanch.  No, 
I'll  kill  him  in  this  Shirt  I've  on  :  let  things 
Govern  themfelves,  I'm  Mafter  of  my  Honour 
At  this  time,  and  no  more  ;  (32)  let  Wife,  and  Land, 
Lie  lay  'till  I  return. 

Alph.  I  fay  Amen  to't  : 
But  what  care  for  our  Monies  ? 

Zanch.   I'll  not  fpcnd 
Above  three  Shillings,  'till  his  Head  be  here. 
Four  is  too  great  a  Sum  for  all  his  Fortunes. 
Come,  take  me  up  inllantly. 

Alph.  Farewel  to  you.  Sir, 
And  if  your  Friend  be  in  a  Featherbed, 
'Sovv'd  up  to  rtirovvd  his  fears,  tell  him  'tis  folly. 
For  no  courfe  but  his  voluntary  hanging 
Can  get  our  Pardons.  [Exeuni. 

Ped.  Thefe  I  think  would  be 
Offence  enough,   it"  their  own  indifcretions 
Would  fuffer  *em ;  two  of  the  old  feditious. 
When  they  want  Enemies,  they  are  their  own  Foes: 
Were  they  a  little  wifer,  I  Ihould  doubt  'em: 
'Till  when  I'll  ne'er  break  fleep,  nor  fuffer  hunger 
For  any  iiarm  he  fhall  receive  :  for  *tis  as  eafie. 
If  he  be  guilty,  to  turn  thefe  two  old  Men, 
Upon  their  own  Throats,  and  look  on,  and  live  flill. 
As  'tis  to  tell  five  Pound ;  a  great  deal  iboner. 
And  fo  I'll  to  my  Meat,  and  then  to  hawking.        [Exit. 

{32)    /et  Wife,   and  Land 

Lie  lay  '//// ]  This  PafTage  is  a  Confirmaticn  of  a  Cor- 

re£\ion  I  made  in  The  Scornful  Lady  :  Tho'  Mr.  Ti:eobaid  makes  aa 
unhappy   Query  whether  we  Ihould  not  read 

Lie  fallo'iv. 
But   this  is  the   fame    thing.   Lay,    as    you  mny   fee    in    Note  31, 
upon   7he  Scornful  Lady,  being  fa llo-u:. 
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A  C  T    IV.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Enter  Marc  Antonio,  and  a  Gentleman. 

Marc.  C  I R,  this  is  Complement  j  I  pray  you  leave  me. 

O  Gent.  Sir,  it  is  not.  Marc.V^hy  ?  I  would  only  fee 
The  Town.     Gent.  And  only  that  I  come  to  fhew  you. 

Marc.  Which  I  can  fee  without  you. 

Gent.  So  you  may 
Plainly,  not  fafely  :  For  fuch  Difference 
As  you  have  feen  betwixt  the  Sea  and  Earth 
When  Waves  rife  high,  and  Land  would  beat  *em  bac^ 
As  fearful  of  Invafion  :  fuch  we  find 
When  we  land  here  at  Barcelona. 

Marc.  Sir. 

Gejtt.  Befides  our  Gen'ral  of  the  Gallies,  fearing 
Your  hafty  Nature,  charg'd  me  not  return 
Without  you  fafe. 

Marc.  O  Sir,  that  Rodorigo 
Is  noble,  and  does  miftake  my  Temper, 
There  is  not  in  the  World  a  Mind  lefs  apt 
To  conceive  Wrongs,  or  do  'em  -,  has  he  feen  me 
In  all  this  Voyage,  in  the  which  he  pleafes 

Enter  Eugenia,  and  divers  Attendants. 

To  call  me  Friend,  let  flip  a  hafty  Word  ? 
Od's  light.  Sir,   yonder  is  a  Lady  vail'd. 
For  Propernefs  beyond  Comparifon, 
And  fure  her  Face  is  like  the  reft ;  we'll  fee't. 

Gent.  Why  >  You  are  hafty.  Sir,  already  j  know  you 
What  'tis  you  go  about  ? 

Marc.   Yes,  I  would  fee 
The  Woman's  Face. 

Gent.  By  Heav*n  you  (hall  not  do*t : 
You  do  not  know  the  Cuftom  of  the  Place  : 
To  draw  that  Curtain  here,  though  fhc  were  mean, 
Is  mortal. 

Alarc 
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Marc.  Is  it  ?  Earth  muft  come  to  Earth 
At  laft,  and  by  my  Troth,  I'll  try  it.  Sir. 

Gent.  Then  I  muft  hold  you  faft.  By  all  the  Faith 
That  can  be  plac'd  in  Man,  'tis  an  Attempt 
More  dangerous  than  Death,  'tis  Death  and  Shame ; 
I  know  the  Lady  well. 

Mai'c.  Is  flie  a  Lady  ? 
I  fhall  the  more  defire  to  fee  her,  Sir. 

Gent.  She  is  Alanfd'%  Wife,  the  Governor, 
A  noble  Gentleman. 

Marc.  Then  let  me  go. 
If  I  can  win  her,  you  and  I  -will  govern 
This  Town,  Sir,  fear  it  not,  and  we  will  alter 
Thefe  barbarous  Cuftoms  then ;  for  every  Lady 
Shall  be  feen  daily,  (n)  and  {ctw  over  too. 

Gent.  Come,  do  not  jeft,  nor  let  your  PafTions  bear  you 
To  fuch  wild  Enterprizes:  Hold  you  ftill. 
For  as  I  have  a  Soul,  you  fhall  not  do't. 
She  is  a  Lady  of  unblemifh'd  Fame, 
And  here  to  offer  that  Affront,  were  baffe  : 
Hold  on  your  way,  and  we  will  fee  the  Town, 
And  overlook  the  Ladies. 

Marc.   I  am  fchool'd. 
And  promile  you  I  will ;  but  good  Sir,  fee. 
She  will  pafs  by  us  now  ;  I  hope  1  may 
Salute  her  thus  far  off. 

Gent.  'Sfoot,  are  you  mad  ? 
*Twill  be  as  ill  as  th'other. 

I  Attend.  What's  the  matter  ? 
What  would  that  Fellow  have? 

Gent.   Good  Sir,   forbear. 

I  Attend,  It  feemsyou  are  new  landed ;  would  you  beg 
Any  thing  here  ?     Marc.  Yes,  Sir,  all  Happinefs. 

(35)   ^"'^  y^^^  over  too.'\  To  be  /een  o'ver  or  o'vcrfeen  as 

he  ufes  the  word  ouerlook  a  lower,  is  feemingly  not  what  the  Poets 
intended  he  fnould  fay,  but  that  the  Ladies  fhould  not  only  be 
feen  ivith,  but  'vjithout  their  reilt  ;  and  then  we  perhaps  fliould 
make  the  Place  run  thus, 

"feen    daily  and  feen  overt  too,  i.  e.  Open, 
without  the  Interpofition  of  any  thing  betwixt  their  Faces  and  us. 
So  Chaucer  too  ufes  this  Word  in  his  Houfe  of  Fame ^  Book  2.  Line  210. 

E  t  To 
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To  that  fair  Lady,  as  I  hope. 

Ge^iL  Marc  Antonio. 

Marc.  Her  Face,  which  needs  no  hiding,  I  would  beg 
A  fight  of. 

Gent,  Now  go  on,  for  'tis  too  late 
To  keep  this  from  a  Tumult. 

I  Attend.  Sirrah,   you 
Shall  fee  a  fitter  Object  for  your  Eyes, 
Than  a  fair  Lady's  Face. 

Eug.  For  Heav'n's  fake,  raife  not 
A  Quarrel  in  the  Streets  for  me. 

I  Attend.  Slip  in  then  5 
This  is  your  Door. 

Eug.  Will  you  needs  quarrel  then  : 

I  Attend.  We  muft,  or  fufFer 
This  Outrage  :  Is't  not  all  your  Minds,  Sirs  ?  fpeak. 

All.  Yes. 

Eug.  Then  I  do  befeech  ye,  let  my  Lord 

Enter  three  or  four  Soldiers. 

Not  think  the  Quarrel  about  me ;  for  'tis  not.        \_Exit. 

Gent.  See  happily  fome  of  our  Gaily  Soldiers 
Are  come  afhoar. 

I  Attend.  Come  on,  Sir,  you  fliall  fee 
Faces  enough. 

Ge7it.  Some  one  of  you  call  to 

Enter  certain  'Town/men. 

Oar  General,  the  whole  Roar  of  iht  Town 
Comes  in  upon  us. 

Marc.  I  have  feen.  Sir,  better 
Perhaps,  than  that  was  cover'd,  and  will  yet 

£«/^r  Philippo,  Theodofia,  ^;7^  Leocadia. 

See  that,  or  fpoil  yours. 

Phi.  On,  why  Itart  you  back  } 

Theo.  Alas,  Sir,  they  are  fighting. 

Leo.  Let's  be  gone. 
See,  fee,  a  handfome  Man  flruck  down. 

Gent. 
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Gent.  Ho  General, 
Look  out,  Antonio*^  in  Diftrefs. 

Enter  Roderigo  above. 

Iheo.    Antonio. 

Leo.  Antonio^  'tis  he. 

Rod.  [within.]  Ho  Gunner,  make  a  Shot  into  the  Town, 
I'll  part  you,  bring  away  Antonio  [yf  Shot. 

Into  my  Cabin.  [^Exe.  Attendants  and Toivnfmen. 

Gent.  I  will  do  that  Office: 
I  fear  it  is  the  Jaft  that  I  ffiall  do  him. 

\_Exe.  Soldiers  and  Gentlemen  with  Marc  Antonio. 

*^eQ.  The  lad  I  why,  will  he  die? 

heo.  Since  I  have  found  him  ;  Happinefs  leave  me. 
When  I  leave  him.  \kxit. 

Phi.  Why  theodofta  ? 
My  Sifter,  wake ;  alas,  I  griev'd  but  now 
To  fee  the  Streets  fo  full,  and  now  I  grieve 
To  fee  them  left  fo  empty :  I  could  wifh 
Tumult  himfelf  were  here,  that  yet  at  leaft 
Amongft  the  Band,  I  might  efpy  Tome  Face 
So  pale  and  fearful,  that  would  willingly 
Embrace  an  Errand  for  a  Cordial,  • 
Or  Aquavitie,   or  a  Cup  of  Sack, 

Or  a  Fhyfician  ;  but  to  talk  of  thele 

She  breaths :  Stand  up  O  Theodora, 
Speak  but  as  thou  wert  wont ;  give  but  a  Sigh, 
Which  is  but  th*  moft  unhappy  Piece  of  Life, 
And  I  will  ever  after  worfhip  Sadnefs, 
Apply  my  felf  to  Grief;  prepare  and  build 
Altars  to  Sorrow. 

Theo.  O  Philippo,  help  me. 

Phi.  I  do ;  thele  are  my  Arms,  Philippo*s  Arms, 
Thy  Brother's  Arms  that  hold  thee  up. 

Theo.  You  help  me 
To  Life;  but  I   would  fee  Antonio 
That's  dead. 

Phi.  Thou  flialt  fee  any  thing ;  how  doft  thou  .? 
Theo.   Better,  1  thank  you. 

Phi.    Why,   that's  well  •,  call  up 
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Thy  Senfes,  and  uncloud  thy  cover'd  Spirits.' 
How  now  ? 

Theo.  Reccver'd  ;  but  Antonio, 
Where  is  he  ? 

Phi.  We  will  find  him  ;  art  thou  well  ? 
Theo.  Perfeftly  well,  faving  the  mifs  of  him? 
And  I  do  charge  you  here,  by  our  Alliance, 
And  by  the  Love  which  would  have  been  betwixt  us, 
Knew  we  no  Kindred;  by  that  killing  Fear, 
Mingled  with  twenty  thoufand  Hopes  and  Doubts, 
Which  you  may  think,  plac'd  in  a  Lover's  Heart, 
And  in  a  Virgin's  too,  when  (he  wants  help, 
To  grant  me  your  Afllftance,  to  find  out 
This  Man  alive,  or  dead  *,  and  I  will  pay  you. 
In  Service,  Tears,  or  Prayers,  a  world  of  Wealth  : 
But  other  Treafure  I  have  none :  Alas ! 
You  Men  have  ftrong  Hearts  -,  but  we  feeble  Maids 
Have  tender  Eyes,  which  only  given  be 
To  blind  themfelves,  crying  for  what  they  fee. 

Phi.  Why  doft  thou  charge  me  thus  ?  Have  I  been  found 
Slow  to  perform,  what  I  could  but  imagine 
Thy  wifhes  were  ?  Have  I  at  any  time 
Tender*d  a  bufinefs  of  mine  own,  beyond 
A  vanity  of  thine  ?  Have  I  not  been, 
As  if  I  were  a  fenfelefs  Creature,  made 
To  ferve  thee  without  pow'r  of  queftioning. 
If  fo,  why  fear'ft  thou  ? 

Theo.  1  am  fatisfied. 

Phi.  Come,  then  let's  go  :  Where's  Leocadid? 

Theo.  I  know  not,  Sir. 

Phi.  Where's  Leocadia? 

Theo.  I  do  not  know, 

Phi.  Leocadia? 
This  Tumult  made  the  Streets  as  dead  as  Night, 
A  Man  may  talk  as  freely  ;  what's  become 
Of  Leocadia  F     Theo.  She's  run  away. 

Phi.  Be  gone,  and  let  us  never  more  behold 
Each  others  Face,  till  we  may,   both  together. 
Fallen  our  Eyes  on  her ;  accurfed  be 
Thofe  tender  cozening  names  of  Charity, 

And 
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And  natural  Affcdtion,  they  have  loft 
Me  only  by  obferving  them,  what  Coft, 
Travel,  and  fruitlefs  Wifhes  may  in  vain 
Search  through  the  World,  but  never  find  again. 

'Theo.  Good  Sir  be  patient,  I  have  done  no  fault 
Worthy  this  Banilhment. 

Phi.  Yes  Leocadia^ 
The  Lady  fo  diftrefs'd,  who  was  content 
To  lay  her  Story,  and  to  lay  her  Heart 
As  open  as  her  Story  to  your  felf. 
Who  was  content  that  I  Ihould  know  her  Sex, 
Before  diflembled,  and  to  put  herfelf 
Into  my  condudt,  whom  1  undertook 
Safely  to  guard,  is  in  this  Tumult  loft. 

Tbeo.  And  can  I  help  it.  Sir  ? 

Phi.  No,   would  thou  could'ft, 
You  might  have  done,  but  for  that  zeal*d  Religion 
You  Women  bear  to  Swoonings  j  you  do  pick 
Your  times  to  faint  when  fome  Body  is  by. 
Bound  or  by  Nature,  or  by  Love,  or  Service, 
To  raile  you  from  that  well  diflembled  Death  ; 
Inform  me  but  of  one  that  has  been  found 
Dead  in  her  private  Chamber  by  her  felf. 
Where  Sicknefs  would  no  more  forbear,  than  here, 
And  I  will  quit  the  reft  for  her, 

Theo.  I  know  not 
What  they  may  do,  and  how  they  may  diflemble ; 
But  by  my  Troth,  I  did  not. 

Phi.  By  my  Troth, 
Would  I  had  try'd ;  would  I  had  let  thee  lain. 
And  followed  her. 

1'heo.  I  would  you   had  done  h^ 
Rather  than  been  fo  angry  ;  where's  Antonio  ? 

Phi.  Why  doft  thou  vex  me  with  thefe  Queftions? 
1*11  tell  thee  where,  he*s  carried  to  the  Gallies, 
There  to  be  chain'd,  and  row,  and  beat,   and  row 
With  knotted  Ropes,  and  Pizzels ;  if  he  fwound. 
He  has  a  dofe  of  Bisket. 

Thco.  I  am  glad 
He  is  alive. 

E  4  Phi. 
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Phi.  Was  ever  Man  thus  troubled, 
Tell  me  where  Leccadia  is  ?    I'heo.  Good  Brother 
Be  not  fo  hafty,  and  I  think  I  can  : 
You  found  no  Error  in  me,  when  I  firfl: 
Told  you  (he  was  a  Woman,  and  believe  me 
Something  I  have  found  our,  which  makes  me  think. 
Nay,  almofl:  know  fo  well,  that  I  durft  fwear 
She  follow*d  hurt  Jntonio. 

Phi.  What  do  we 

E7iter  the  Governor^  two  Attendants^  and  the  Townfmen. 

Then  lingring  here  ?  we- will  aboard  the  Gallics, 
And  find  her. 

Gov.  Made  he  a  fhot  into  the  Town  ? 

I  Attend.  He  did.  Sir.  [vernor 

Gov.  Call  back  thofc  Gentlemen,  i  Attend.  The  Go- 
Commands  you  back.     Phi.  We  will  obey  him.  Sir. 

Gov.  You  gave  him  caufe  to  fhoot ;  I  know  he  is 
So  far  from  ralh  OiTence,  and  holds  with  me 
Such  curious  Friendfliip  ;  could  not  one  of  you 
Have  caliM  me  while  'twas  doing  ?  Such  an  Uproar, 
Before  my  Door  too  ? 

I  'Town/.  By  my  troth  Sir,  (34)  we  were  fo  bufy  in 
the  publick  caufe,  of  our  own  private  falling  out,  that 
we  forgot  it ;  at  home  we  fee  now  you  were  not,  but  as 
foon  as  the  fhot  made  us  fly,  we  ran  away  as  faft  as  we 
could  to  feek  your  Honour. 

Gov.  'Twas  gravely  done ;  but  no  Man  tells  the  caufe 
Or  chance,  or  what  it  was  that  made  you  differ. 

I  Townf.  For  my  part  Sir,  if  there  were  any  that  I 
knew  of,  the  fliot  drove  it  out  of  my  Head  j  do  you 
know  any,  Neighbours  ? 

All.  Net  we,  not  we. 

Gov.  Not  we  !  Nor  can  you  tell .? 

1  Attend.  No  other  caufe, 
But  the  Old  Qjarrd  betwixt  the  Town  and  the  Gal  lies. 

Gov.  Come  nearer  Gentlemen ;  what  are  your  Names  ? 

Phi.  My  nam-  Philippo. 

(34)  ocY  1X1  ere^  Folio  1647.     The  other  Copies,  ive  are. 

Gov, 
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^heo.  And  mine  Theodoro. 
Gcv.  Scrangers  you  are,  it  feems. 
Phi.  Newly  arriv'd. 

Gffu.  Then  you  are  they  begun  this  Tumult. 
Phi.  No,  Sir. 
Gov.  Speak  one  of  you. 
I  Attend.  They  are  not,  I  can  quit  *em, 
'Theo.  Yet  we  faw  part,  and  an  unhappy  part 
Of  this  Debate,  a  long  fought  Friend  of  ours 
Struck  down  for  Dead,  and  born  unto  the  Gallies, 
His  name  is  Ma7'c  Antonio. 
Phi.  And  {'^c,)  another 
Of  our  own  Company,  a  Gentleman 
Of  noble  Birth,  befides  accompanied 
With  all  the  gifts  of  Nature,  ravifh*d  hence 
We  know  not  how,  in  this  Diflenfion. 

Gov.  Get  you  home  ail,  and  work  ;  and  when  I  hear 
You  meddle  with  a  Weapon  any  more. 
But  thofe  belonging  to  your  Trades,  Pil  lay  you 
Where  your  beft  Cuftomers  fhall  hardly  find  you. 

{^Exeunt  Townfmen. 
I'm  forry.  Gentlemen,  I  troubled-you, 
Being  both  Strangers,  by  your  Tongues,  and  Looks, 
Of  worth  :  To  make  ye  fome  part  of  amends. 
If  there  be  any  thing  in  this  poor  Town 
Of  Barcelona  that  you  would  command. 
Command  me. 

Theo.  Sir,  this  wounded  Gentleman, 
If  it  might  pleafe  you,  if  your  Pow'r  and  Love 
Extend  fo  far,  I  would  be  glad  to  wilh 
Might  be  remov'd  into  the  Town  for  cure: 
The  Gallies  (lay  not,  and  his  Wound  I  know 
Cannot  endure  a  Voyage. 

Gov.  Sir,  he  Hwll, 
I  warrant  you:  Go  call  me  hither.  Sirrah, 
One  of  my  other  Servants.  \JExit  i  Attend. 

^^    Phi.  And  befides, 


^3^)  another 

Of  cur  Ccmpanr}  The  iirft  Folio  reads  as  in  the  Text. 
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The  Gentleman  we  loft,  (36)  Signior  Francifco^ 
Shall  he  be  render'd  too  ? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Gov.  And  he  Sir  too :  Go  Sirrah,  bear  this  Ring 
To  Rodorigo,  my  moll  noble  Friend, 
The  General  of  the  Gallies :  Tell  him  this. 

[JVhifpers  to  his  Servant,    Exit  Servant. 

Theo.  Now  we  Ihall  have  'em  both. 

Phi.  Bled  be  thy  Thoughts 
For  apprehending  this,  bleft  be  thy  Breath 
For  uttering  it. 

Gov.  Come  Gentlemen,  you  Ihall 
Enter  my  Roof;  and  I  will  fend  for  Surgeons, 
And  you  fhall  fee  your  Friends  here  prefently, 

Theo.  His  Name  was  Marc  /intonio. 

Gov.  I  know  it. 
And  have  fent  word  fo. 

Phi.  Did  you  not  forget 
Francifco\  Name  ? 

Gov.  Nor  his ;  y*are  truly  welcome  •, 
To  talk  about  it  more,  were  but  to  fay 
The  fame  Word  often  over ;  You  are  welcome.  [^Exeunt, 

SCENE      II. 

Enter  Marc  Antonio  carried  hy  two  Soldiers ;  Leocadia 
and  the  Servant  following. 

Ser.  This  is  the  Houfe,  Sir. 

Marc.  Enter  it,  I  pray  you. 
For  I  am  faint,  although  I  think  my  Wound 
Be  nothing.     Soldiers,  leave  us  now  -,  I  thank  you. 

I  Sold.  Heav'n  fend  you  Health,  Sir. 

Ser.  Let  me  lead  you  in. 

(36)    •  Signior  Francifco 

Shall  be  render  d  too  ]  I  have  reftor'd  the  pronoun  he, 
(which  had  been  dropt  upon  us>)  from  the  oldeft  Copy,  and  have 
prldp^  ->  Mote  of  Interrogation  which  was  wanting  before. 
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Marc,  My  Wound's  not  in  my  Feet ;  I  ihall  entreat  'em 
I  hope  to  bear  me  fo  far.         {Exit.  [neral  made  a 

2  Sold.  How  ferioufly  thefe  Land-men  fled,  when  our  Ge- 
Shot,  as  if  he  had  been  a  Warning  to  call  *em  to  their  Hall. 

1  Sold.  I  cannot  blame  'em.  What  Man  have  they  now 

in  the 
Town,  able  to  maintain  a  Tumult,  or  uphold  a  Matter  out 
Of  fquare,  if  need  be  ?  O  the  Quiet  Hurly  Burlies  that  I 
Have  feen  in  this  Town,  when  we  have  fought  four  Hours 
Together,  and  not  a  Man  amongft  us  fo  impertinent  or 
Modeft  to  ask  why  ?  But  now  the  Pillars  that  bare 
Up  this  bleflfed  Town  in  that  regular  Debate,  and 
Scambling,  are  dead,  the  more's  the  pity. 

2  Sold.  Old  Ignatio  lives  ftill.  [Man's  Liver: 

1  Sold.  Yes,  I  know  him  -,   he  will  do  prettily  well  at 
But  where  is  there  any  Man  now  living  in  the  Town 
That  hath  a  fteady  Hand,  and  underftands  Anatomy 
Well  ?  If  it  come  to  a  particular  matter  of  the  Lungs, 
Or  the  Spleen,  why  ?  Alas  Ignatio  is  to  feek  ;  are 
There  any  fuch  Men  left  as  1  have  known,  that 
Would  fay  they  would  hit  you  in  this  Place  ?  Is  there 
Ever  a  good  Artift,  or  a  Member-Piercer,  or  a 
Small-Gut  Man  left  in  the  Town,  anfwer 

Me  that  ? 

2  Sold.  Mafs,   I  think  there  be  not, 

I  Sold.  No,  I  warrant  thee.     Come,  come,  'tis  time 
We  were  at  the  Gallies.  \_Exeunt, 

Enter  Governor.,  Eugenia,  Marc  Antonio,  Philippo, 
Theodofia,  Leocadia  and  Attendants. 

Gov.  Sir,  you  may  know  by  what  I  faid  already, 
You  may  command  my  Houle  •,  but  I  muft  beg 
Pardon  to  leave  you.     If  the  publick  Bufmefs 
ForcM  me  not  from  you,  I  my  felf  fhould  call  it 
Unmannerly  ;  but  good  Sir,  do  you  give  it 
A  milder  Name  :  Ic  fliali  not  be  an  Hour 
E'er  I  return. 

Marc.  Sir,  I  was  nt'er  fo  poor 
In  my  own  Thoughts,  as  that  I  want  a  Means 
To  requite  this  with. 

Gov. 
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Gov.  Sir,  within  this  Hour.  [Eat/V. 

Mnrc.  Is  this  the  Lady  that  I  qiiarrel'd  for  ? 
O  Luft,  if  Wounds  cannot  reftrain  thy  Power, 
Let  Shame  -,  nor  do  I  feci  my  Hurt  at  all, 
Nor  is  it  ought,  only  I  was  well  beaten : 
If  I  purfue  it,  all  the  civil  World, 
That  ever  did  imagine  the  Content 
Found  in  the  Band  of  Man  and  Wife  unbroke. 
The  Reverence  due  to  Houfliolds,  or  the  Blemifh 
That  may  be  ftuck  upon  Poftcrity, 
Will  catch  me,  bind  me,   burn  upon  my  Forehead  ; 
This  is  the  wounded  Stranger,  that  receivM 

For  Charity  into  a  Houfe,  attempted  ■ — 

1  will  not  do  it. 

Eug.  Sir,  how  do  you  do  now  ? 
That  you  walk  off. 

Marc.  Worfe,  Madam,  than  I  was  \ 
But  it  will  over. 

Eug.  Sit,  and  reft  a  while. 
Marc.  Where  are  the  Surgeons  ? 
Eug.  Sir,   it  is  their  Manner, 
When  they  have  fcen  the'Wound,  efpecially 
The  Patient  being  of  Worth,  to  go  confult, 
(Which  th-^y  are  now  at  in  another  room,) 
About  the  DrelTing.     Marc.  Madam,  I  do  feel 
My  felf  not  well.    'Theo.  Alas !     Leo.  How  do  you.  Sir  ? 
Eug.  Will  you  drink  Waters  ? 
Marc,  No,  good  Madam,  'tis  not 
So  violent  upon  me,   nor  I  think 
Any  thing  dangerous  ;  but  yet  there  are 
Some  things  that  fit  fo  heavy  on  my  Confcience, 
That  will  perplex  my  Mind^  and  ftop  my  Cure-, 
So  that  unlefs  I  utter  'em,  a  Scratch 
Here  on  my  Thumb  will  kill  me:  Gentlemen, 
T  pray  you  leave  the  Room,  and  come  not  in 
Your  felves,  or  any  other,  'till  I  have 
C)pen*d  my  k\^  to  this  moft  honour'd  Lady. 
Phi.  We  will  not. 
Ikeo,  O  bleft  !  he'll  difcover  now 
His  Love  to  me. 

Leo. 
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Leo.  Now  he  will  tell  the  Lady 
Our  Contrail.  {Exeunt. 

Eug.  I  do  believe  he  will  confcTs  to  me 
The  Wrong  he  did  a  Lady  in  the  Streets ; 
But  I  forgive  him. 

Marc.  Madam,  I  perceive 
My  felf  grow  worfe  and  worfe.     Eug.  Shall  I  call  back 
Your  Friends  ?     Marc.  O  no,  but  e'er  I  do  impart 
What  burthens  me  fo  fore,  let  me  intreat  you 
CFor  there  is  no  truft  in  thefe  Surgeons) 
To  look  upon  my  Wound ;  it  is  perhaps 
My  laft  Requeil: :  But  tell  me  truly  too, 
'   That  muft  be  in,  how  far  do  you  imagine 
It  will  have  Pow*r  upon  me? 
Eug.  Sir,  I  will. 

Marc.  For  Heav*n's  fake,  foftly  :  Oh,  I  mufl:  needs  lay 
My  Head  down  eafily,  whiift  you  do  it. 

Eug.  Do  Sir. 
*Tis  but  an  ordinary  Blow ;  a  Child 
Of  mine  has  had  a  greater,  and  been  well .; 
Are  you  faint-hearted  ? 
Marc.  Oh! 

Eug.  Why  do  you  figh  ? 
There  is  no  Danger  in  the  World  in  this  ; 
I  wonder  it  fhouJd  make  a  Man  fit  down  ; 
What  do  you  mean,  why  do  you  kifs  my  Breads.^ 
Lift  up  your  Head,  your  Wound  may  well  endure  it. 

Marc.  O  Madam,  may  I  not  exprefs  Affeclion, 
Dying-Affe£tion  too  I  fear,  to  tliofe 
That  do  me  Favours,  fuch  as  this  of  yours  ?  [nefs 

Eug.  If  you  mean  fo,  *tis  well ;   but  what's  the  Bufi- 
Lyes  on  your  Confcience  ? 

Marc.  I  will  tell  you.  Madam. 
Eug.  Tell  me,  and  laugh  ? 
Marc.  But  I  will  tell  you  true. 
Though  I  do  laugh  :   I  know  as  well  as  you 
My  Wound  is  nothing,  nor  the  Power  of  Earth 
Cou'd  lay  a  Wound  upon  me  in  your  Prefence, 
That  I  could  feel ;  but  I  do  laugh  to  think 
How  covertly,  how  far  beyond  the  reach 

Of 
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Of  Men,  and  wife  Men  too,  we  fhall  deceive  'enij 

Whilft  they  imagine  I  am  talking  here 

With  that  fhort  Breath  I  have,  ready  to  fwoon 

At  every  full  Point  •,  you  my  ghoftiy  Mother 

To  hear  my  fad  Confefllon  j  you  and  I, 

Will  on  that  Bed  within,  prepar'd  for  me. 

Debate  the  Matter  privately. 

Eug.  Forbear, 
Thou  wert  but  now  as  welcome  to  this  Houft 
As  certain  Cures  to  fick  Men,  and  juft  now 
This  fudden  Alteration  makes  thee  look 
Like  Plagues  come  to  intent  it;  if  thou  knew*fl 
How  loathlbme  thou  wilt  be,  thou  wouldfl:  intreat 
Thofe  Walls  or  Pofts  to  help  thee  to  a  Hurt, 
Pad  thy  DifTimulation. 

Marc.  Gentle  Madam, 
Call  'em  not  in. 

Eug.  I  will  not  yet,  this  Place 
i  know  to  be  within  the  reach  of  Tongue 
And  Ears,  thou  canfl:  not  force  me ;  therefore  hear  me 
What  I  will  tell  thee  quickly  -,  thou  art  born 
To  end  fome  way  more  difePieem'd  than  this, 
Or  which  is  worfe,  to  die  of  this  Hurt  yet. 
Come  Gentlemen. 

Enter  I.eocadia. 

Marc.  Good  Madam. 

Eug.  Gentlemen. 

Leo.  Madam,   how  is*c  ?  Is  Marc  Antonio  well  ?■ 
Methinks  your  Looks  are  altcr'd,  and  1  fee 
A  ftrange  Diftemper  in  you. 

Eug.  I  am  wrought 
By  th.atdiiTembling  Man,  that  Fellow,  worth 
Nothing  but  kicking. 

Enter  Philippo  and  Theodofia. 

Leo.  Gentle  Madam,  fpeak 
To  me  alone,  let  not  them  underftand 
His  Fault,  (37)  he  will  repent  it  1  dare  fweaf^ 

(37)  'will  repent  //]  So  Folio  of  1647,  other  Editions, 

He  ivill  repent    I  dare  Jivear. 

He 
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Eug.  IMl  tell  it  you  in  private. 

Phi.  Marc  Antonio^ 
How  do  you  ? 

Marc.  Stand  farther  off  I  pray  you, 
Give  me  (bme  Air. 

*J'heo.  Good  Brother,  will  he  fcape, 
The  Surgeons  fay  there  is  no  Danger. 

Phi.  Scape  ? 
No  doubt  he  will. 

Leo.  Alas,  will  he  not  leave 
This  trying  all  -,  Madam,  I  do  befeech  you 
Let  me  but  fpeak  to  him,  you  and  thefe  by. 
And  I  dare  almofl  promife  you  to  make  him 
Shew  himfelf  truly  forrowful  to  you: 
Befides  a  Story  I  fhall  open  to  you. 
Not  put  in  fo  good  Words,   but  in  it  fclf 
So  full  of  Chance,  that  you  will  eafily 
Forgive  my  Tedioufnefs,  and  be  well  pleas'd 
With  that  fo  much  afflids  me. 

Eug.  Good  Sir,  do. 

Leo.  And  I  defire  no  Interruption 
Of  Speech  may  trouble  me,  till  I  have  faid 
What  I  will  quickly  do. 

I^heo.  What  will  fhe  fay  ? 

Eug.  Come,  Gentlemen,  I  pray  you  lend  your  Ears, 
And  keep  your  Voices. 

Leo.  Signior  Marc  Antonio ^ 
(38)  How  do  you  } 

Marc.  Oh  the  Surgeons. 

Leo.  Let  me  tell  you. 
Who  know  as  well  as  you,  you  do  dilTemble, 
It  is  no  time  to  do  fo;  leave  the  Thoughts 
Of  this  vain  World,  forget  your  Flefh  and  Blood, 
And  make  your  Spirit  an  untroubled  way 
To  pafs  to  what  it  ought. 

Marc.  You're  not  in  earneft.^ 
Why  I  can  walk.  Sir,  and  am  well. 

(38)  Honu  do  you  do  ?  ]  This  fecond  do  is  not  to  be  found  in  the 
oldell  Copy,  and  as  the  Senfe  is  no  worfe,  and  the  Meafure  a  good 
deal  better,  I  have  upon  thofe  Accounts  thought  proper  to  drop  it. 

Leo. 
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Leo,  'Tis  true 
That  you  can  walk,  and  do  believe  you're  well : 
It  is  the  Nature,  as  your  Surgeons  lay, 
Of  thefe  Wounds,  for  a  Man  to  go,  and  talk, 
Nay  merrily,  'till  his  laft  Hour,   his  Minute  : 
For  Heav'n's  fake.  Sir,  fit  down  again. 

Marc.  Alas, 
Where  are  the  Surgeons  ? 

Leo.  Sir  j  they  will  not  come  ; 
If  they  fhould  drefs  you,  you  would  die,  they  fay, 
(39)  E'er  one  told  twenty  •,  trouble  not  your  Mind, 
Keep  your  Head  warm,  and  do  not  ftir  your  Body, 
And  you  may  live  an  Hour. 

Marc.  Oh  Heav'ns,  an  Hour? 
Alas,  it  is  too  little  to  remember 
But  half  the  Wrongs  that  I  |jave  done  :  how  fhorc 
Then  for  Contrition,   and  how  leafl  of  all 
For  Satisfaflion  ? 

Leo.  But  you  defire 
To  fatisfie  ? 

Marc.  Heav'n  knows  I  db. 

Leo.  Then  know 
That  I  am  he,  or  fhe,  or  what  you  will. 
Mod  wrong'd  by  you,  your  Leocadia ; 
I  know  you  muft  remember  me. 

Marc.  Oh  Heav'n  ! 

Leo,  That  loft  her  Friends,  that  loft  her  Father's  Floufe, 
That  loft  her  Fame  in  lofing  of  her  Sex, 
With  thefe  ftrange  Garments;  there  is  no  Excufe 
To  hinder  me,  it  is  within  your  Power 
To  give  me  Satisfaction  ;  you  have  time 
Left  in  this  little  piece  of  Life  to  do  it : 
Therefore  I  charge  you  for  your  Confcience  fake. 
And  for  our  Fame,  which  I  v/ould  fain  have  live 

(39)  E^er  one  ivoud  tell  twenty;']  As  this  is  a  thing  that  doet 
not  depend  upon  ivill  but  pozver,  1  concluded  that  we  Ihould  fa- 
ther read  coutl  than  ivoud,  but  then  the  Meafure  which  was  re- 
dundant wou'd  ftill  remain  fo ;  I  therefore  confulted  Mr.  Shirley i 
Edition,  found  every  thing  right  there,  and  according  to  his  Au- 
tiiority  have  reform'd  the  prelent  Text. 

When 


Love's  Pilgrimage.  8i 

When  both  of  us  are  dead,  to  celebrate 

That  Contraft,  which  you  have  both  feal'd  ar.d  fworn,' 

Yet  e'er  you  dye,  which  muft  be  haftily, 

Heav*n  knows. 

Marc.  Alas,  the  fling  of  Confcience 
To  death-ward  for  our  faults  -,  draw  nearer  all. 
And  hear  what  I  unhappy  Man  fhall  fay. 
Firft,  Madam,  I  defire  your  Pardon  i  next 
{\  feel  my  Spirits  fail  mt)  Gentlemen, 
Let  me  (hake  Hands  with  you,  and  lee's  be  Friends, 
For  I  have  done  wrong  upon  wrong  lb  thick 
I  know  not  where,  that  every  Man  methinks 
Should  be  mine  Enemy  •,  forgive  me  both. 
Laftly  'tis  true  (oh  I  do  feel  the  Power 
Of  Death  feize  on  me)  that  I  was  contrafled 
By  Seal  and  Oath  to  Leocadia  i 
(I  muft  fpeak  faft,  becaufe  I  fear  my  Life 
Will  elfe  be  Ihorter  than  my  Speech  would  be) 
But  'tis  impoflible  to  fatisfie 
You  Leocadia^  but  by  Repentance, 
Though  I  can  dyingly  and  boldly  fay 
I  know  not  your  DiOionour,  yet  that  was 
Your  Virtue,  and  not  mine,  you  know  it  well } 
But  herein  lies  th' impofllbility, 

0  Theodojia^  1'heodo/ia, 

1  was  betroth'd  to  'Tbeodcjia 

Before  I  ever  faw  thee  j  Heav'n  forgive  me, 
She  is  my  Wife  this  half  Flour  v/hilll  I  live. 

Theo.  That's  I,  that's  I,  I'm  theodofia ; 
Hear  me  a  little  now,  who  have  not  fuffcr'd 
Difgrace  at  all  methinks,  fince  you  confefs 
What  I  fo  long  have  fought  for ;  here  is  with  mc 
Philippo  too,  my  Brother. 

Marc.  I  am  glad  ; 
All  Happinefs  to  him  ;  come  let  me  kifs  thee. 
Beg  pardon  of  that  Maid  for  my  Offence, 
And  let  me  farther,  with  a  dying  Breath, 
Tell  in  thine  Ear  the  reft  of  my  defires. 

Eug.   I  am  afraid  they  wjjl  all  four  turn  Women, 
If  we  hold  longer  talk. 

Vol.  VII.  F  Leo, 
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Leo.  Alas  there  is 
No  hope  for  me  •,  that's  Tbeodojtay 
And  that  her  Brother,  I  am  only  forry 
I  was  beholding  to  *em;  I  will  fearch 
Over  the  World,  as  carelefs  of  my  Fortunes, 
As  they  of  me,  'till  I  can  meet  a  curfe 
To  make  thefe  almoft  killing-forrows  worfe.  [Exit. 

Theo.  Sir,  as  I  live  fhe  ly'd,  only  to  draw 
A  jufl:  Confeflion  from  you,  which  fhe  hath, 
A  happy  one  for  me;  ask  of  this  Lady, 
Ask  of  my  Brother. 

Eug.  Sir,  fhe  did  difTemble, 
Your  Wound  is  nothing. 

Phi.  Leocadia^s  gone.  [Exiif. 

Theo.  Rife  up,  and  flir  your  felf,  *ds  but  amazement 
And  your  Imagination  that  afflidls  you. 
Look  you  Sir,  now. 

■Marc.  I  think  'tis  fo  indeed. 

Theo.  The  Surgeons  do  not  come,  becaufe  they  fwear 
It  needs  no  drefTing. 

Eug.  You  fhall  talk  with  'em.  [ther. 

Within,  for  your  own  fancy.  Man.  Where's  your  Bro- 
And  Leocadia  ?     Eug.  Within  belike. 

Marc.  I  feel  my  felf  methinks  as  well  as  ever. 

Eug.  Keep  then  your  Mind  fo  too ;  1  do  forgive 
The  fault  you  did  to  me,  but  here  is  one 
Mufl:  not  be  wrong'd  hereafter. 

Marc.  Neither  fhall  fhe  :  * 
When  I  make  Jefts  of  Oaths  again,  or  make 
My  Lufl  play  with  Religion ;  when  I  leave 
To  keep  true  Joys  for  her,  anc^  yet  within 
My  felf  true  Sorrow  for  my  pafTed  Deeds; 
May  I  want  Grace  when  I  would  fain  repent, 
And  find  a  great  and  fudden  Punifhment.  [Exeunt. 


ACT 
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ACT     V.     SCENE     L 

Enter  Philippo,  Diego,  and  Incubo. 

Phi.  TT7Here  is  mine  Hoft,  did  he  not  fee  him  neither? 
VV      Die.  Not  I,  i'faith.  Sir. 

Phi.  Nor  the  Muleteer  ? 

Inc.  Nay  he*s  pad  Teeing,  unlefs't  be  in*s  fleep, 
By  this  time  i  all  his  Vifions  were  the  Pots, 
Three  hours  fince,  Sir. 

Phi.  Which  way  fhould  Ihe  take  ? 
Nay,  look  you  now;  d*you  all  fland  ftill  ?  good  Heav*n 
You  might  have  lighted  on  him,  now,  this  inftant? 
For  (40)  loves  fake  feck  him  out,   whoever  finds  him 
I  will  reward  his  Fortune  as  his  Diligence  j 
Get  all  the  Town  to  help,  that  will  be  hir'd. 
Their  Pains  I'll  turn  to  annual  Holiday, 
If  it  fhall  chance,  but  one  bring  word  of  her. 
Pray  you  about  it. 

Inc.  Her,  Sir  ?  who  do  you  mean  .? 

Phi.  I  had  forgot  n^y  felf,  the  Page  I  meant 
That  came  along  with  us. 

Die.  He  you  gave  th*  Cloaths  to  ? 

Phi.  I  gave  the  Cloaths  to,  Rafcal? 

Die.  Nay,  good  Sir, 

Phi.  Why  doll  thou  mention  or  upbraid  my  Courtefies, 
Slave  ? 

Die.  For  your  Honour,  Sir. 

Phi.  Wretch  ;  I  was  honour*d. 
That  fhe  would  wear  'em  (he,  I  would  fay)  sMeath  ? 
Go,  get  (41)  and  find  him  out,  or  never  fee  me; 

(40)  loves  fake  fee  htm  out  ivhoe'ver  find]    To  fee  a  Per- 

fon  out  is  a  Phrafe  of  a  different  Import  from  what  the  Context 
here  requires  ;  the  oldeft  Folio  has  it  right,  feek.,  but  ftill  like  the 
OAavo  and  the  reft,  reads  idly  find  \or  ft;di,  which  is  abfolutely 
neccffary   to  the  Grammar  of  this  Place. 

(41)   and  find  \m  out,']    The  Folio  of    1647  g!^cs  jhe  true 

readine. 
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I  fliall  betray  my  Love  e'er  I  pofTcfs  it, 

Some  Star  dire(5l  me,  or  ill  Planet  ftrike  me.     [Ex.  Phi. 

Jnc,  Bell  to  divide. 

Die.  ril  this  way. 

Inc.  And  I  this. 

Die.  I,  as  you,  find  him  for  a  Real. 

Inc.  *Tis  done. 

Die.  My  courfe  is  now  direftly  to  fome  Pie-houfe, 
I  know  the  Pages  compafs. 

Inc.  I  think  rather 
The  Smock  fide  o'th*  Town,   the  furer  Harbour 
As  his  Years  to  put  in. 

Die.  If  I  do  find 
The  hungry  haunt,  I  take  him  by  the  Teeth  now. 

Inc.  I  by  the  Tail,  yet  I  as  you. 

Die.  No  more.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE       II. 

Enter  Philippo. 

Phi.  Dear  Leocadia,  where  canfl:  thou  be  fled 
Thus  like  a  Spirit  hence  ?  and  ip  a  moment? 
What  Cloud  can  hide  thee  from  my  following  fearch 
If  yet  thou  art  a  Body  ?  fure  fhe  hath  not 
Ta'en  any  Houfe .''  Ihe  did  too  late  leave  one 
Where  all  humanity  of  a  Place  received  her. 
And  wou*d,  if  fhe  had  ftaid,  have  helpM  to  right 
The  wrong  her  Fortune  did   her  ;  yet  fhe  muft 
Be  enter'd  fomewhere,  or  be  found,  no  Street, 
Lane,  PafTage,  Corner,  Turn,  hath  fcap*d  enquiry : 
If  her  Defpair  had  ravilh*d  her  to  Air, 
She  could  not  yet  be  rarified  fb 
But  fome  of  us  fhould  meet  her  ^  though  their  Eyes 
Perhaps  be  leaden,  and  might  turn  ;  mine  would 
Strike  out  a  Lightning  for  her,  and  divide 
A  Mid  as  thick  as  ever  darknels  was. 
Nay  fee  her  through  a  Quarry ;  they  do  lie. 
Lie  grofly  that  fay  Love  is  blind  ;  by  him, 
And  Heav'n  they  lie  j  he  has  a  fight  can  pierce 

Through 
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Through  Ivory,  as  clear  as  it  were  Horn, 
And  reach  his  Objed:. 

Enfer  Incubo. 

Inc.  Sir,  he*s  found,  he's  found. 

Phi.  Ha  ?  where  ?  But  reach  that  happy  Note  acrain. 
And  let  it  reljlh  Truth,  thou  art  an  Angel. 

Inc.  He's  here ;  faft  by.  Sir,  calling  tor  a  Boat 
To  go  aboard  the  Gallies. 

Phi.  Where,  where  -,  hold  thee.  [Exit, 

Inc.  He  might  ha*  kept  this  now,  I'd  nought  to  fhew 
If  he  had  had  the  wit  t'  have  gone  from's  word,  [for*ti 
Thefe  diredl  Men,  they  are  no  Men  of  fafhion  ; 
Talk  what  you  will,  this  is  a  very  Smelt.  [£;«/. 

S     C     E     N     E      III. 

Enter  Leonardo  with  a  Surgeon. 

Leo.  Upon  your  Art,  Sir,  and  your  Faith  t'  aflift  if, 

Shall  I  believe  you  then  his  Wound's  not  mortal  ? 
Surg.  Sir,  'tis  not  worth  your  queftion,  lels  your  fear, 
Leo.  You  do  reftore  me.  Sir,  I  pray  y*  accept 

This  fmall  remembrance  of  a  Father's  thanks 

For  fo  afllir'd  a  benefit. 

Surg.  Excufc  me.  ^ 

Leo.   Sir,  I  can  fpare  it,  and  muft  not  believe 

But  that  your  Fortune  may  receive*t,  except 

You'd  ha*  me  think  you  live  not  by  your  pra6lice. 
Surg.  I  crave  your  pardon.  Sir,  you  teach  me  Manneri, 
Leo.  I  crave  your  Love  and  Friendftiip,  and  require, 

As  I  have  made  now  both  my  felt  and  bufinefs 

A  portion  of  your  care,  you  will  but  bring  me 

Under  the  Perfon  of  a  call'd  AfTiftant 

To  his  next  opening,  where  I  may  but  fee  him, 

And  utter  a  few  words  to  him  in  private. 

And  you  will  merit  me  ;  for  I  am  loth 

Since  here  I  have  not  to  appear  my  feJf, 

Or  to  be  known  unto  the  Governor, 

Or  make  a  tumult  of  my  purpofe. 

F  3  Surg, 
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Surg.  Neither 
1  hope  will  be  your  need,  Sir;  T  fliall  bring  you 
Both  there,  and  off  again,  without  the  hazard.    [Exeunt, 

SCENE       IV. 

Enter  Phih'ppo,  aWLeocadia, 

Pbi.  Will  you  not  hear  me? 

Lfo.  I  have  heard  fo  much 
Will  keep  me  deaf  for  ever  -,  no,  Marc  Antonio^ 
After  thy  Sentence,  I  may  hear  no  more, 
Thou  haft  proiiouncM  me  dead. 

Phi.  Appeal  to  Reafon: 
She  will  reprieve  you  from  the  power  of  Grief, 
Which  rules  but  in  her  abience  ;  hear  me  fay 
A  foveraign  McfTage  from  her,  which  in  Duty, 
And  Love  to  your  own  Safety,  you  ought  hear  : 
Why  do  you  ftrive  fo?  Whither  would  you  fly? 
You  cannot  wreft  your  felf  away  from  Care, 
You  may  from  Counfel ;  you  may  fhift  your  Place 
But  not  your  Perfon  -,  and  another  Clime 
Makes  you  no  other. 

Leo.  Oh! 

Phi.  For  Pafiions  fake, 
(Which  I  do  ferve,  honour,  and  love  in  you) 
If  you  will  figh,  figh  here  ;  if  you  would  vary 
A  Sigh  to  Tears,  or  Out-cry,  do  it  here. 
No  Shade,  no  Defarr,  Darknefs,  nor  the  Grave 
Shall  be  more  equal  to  your  Thoughts  than  J, 
Only  but  hear  me  fpeak. 

Leo.  What  would  you  fay  ?  [mine. 

Phi.  That  which  fhall  raife  your  Heart,  or  pull  down 
Quiet  your  Paflion,  or  provoke  mine  own ; 
We  muft  have  both  one  Balfam,  or  one  Wound. 
For  know,  lov'd  Fair,  fince  the  firft  Providence 
Made  me  your  Refcue,   1  have  read  you  through, 
(42)  And  \yith  a  wondring  Pity  look'don  youj  I 

(42)  And  nvith  a  ivandring  pitj'\  How  much  the  Senfe  of  this 
place  io  hejghtned  by  the  original  Leftion,  the  judicious  will  fee  at 

firft 
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I  have  oblerv'd  the  method  of  your  Blood, 
And  waited  on  it  e'en  with  Sympathy 
Of  a  like  Red  and  Palenefs  in  mine  owf»; 
I  knew  which  Blufh  was  Anger's,  which  was  Love's, 
Which  was  the  eye  of  Sorrow,   which  of  Truth  i 
And  could  diftinguifli  Honour  from  Difdain 
In  every  change,  and  you  are  worth  my  Study, 
I  faw  your  voluntary  Mifery 
Suftain*d  in  Travel :  A  difguifed  Maid, 
Wearied  with  feeking,   and  with  finding  loft ; 
Negledted,  where  you  hop*d  moft,  or  put  by  j 
I  faw  it,  and  have  laid  it  to  my  Heart : 
And  though  it  were  my  Sifter  which  was  righted. 
Yet  being  by  your  wrong,  I  put  off  Nature,  • 
Could  not  be  glad,  where  I  was  bound  to  Triumph ; 
My  care  for  you,  fo  drown'd  refpeft  of  her  -, 
Nor  did  I  only  apprehend  your  Bonds, 
But  ftudied  your  Releafe ;  and  for  that  Day 
Have  I  made  up  a  Ranfome,  brought  you  Health 
Prcfervative  'gainft  Chance,  or  Injury, 
Pleafe  you  apply  it  to  the  Grief;  my  felf. 
Leo.  Humph. 

Phi.  Nay,  do  not  think  me  left  than  fuch  a  Cure, 
Antonio  was  not ;  And  *tis  pofllble 
Philippo  may  fucceed  :   My  Blood  and  Houfe 
Are  as  deep  rooted,  and  as  fairly  fpread. 
As  Marc  Jntonio*s,  and  in  that  all  feek. 
Fortune  hath  given  him  no  Precedency  ; 
As  for  our  thanks  to  Nature,  I  may  burn 
Incenfe  as  much  as  he ;  I  ever  durft 
Walk  with  Antonio  by  the  felf-fame  Light 
At  any  Feaft,  or  Triumph,   and  ne'er  car'd 
Which  fide  my  Lady  or  her  Woman  took 
In  their  furvey  ;  I  durft  have  told  my  Tale  too. 
Though  his  Difcourfe  new  ended. 
Leo.   My  Repulfe 


Phi.  Let  not  that  torture  you,  which  makes  me  happy, 

this  muft  be  the  reading,  and  had 
ft  luckily  on  my  fide. 

F  4  No 


firft  Sight.    I  had  conjeftur'd  that  this  muft  be  the  reading,  and  had 
the  Copies  of  id^'j,  and  1679,  moft  luckily  on  my  fide. 
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Nor  think  that  Confcience,  Fair,  which  is  no  Ihamej  • 

*  Twas  no  Repulfe,   I  was  your  Dowry  rather  : 

For  then  methfciught  a  thoufand  Graces  met 

To  make  you  lovely,  and  ten  thoufand  Stories 

Of  conftant  Virtue,  which  you  then  out-reach'd. 

In  one  Example  did  proclaim  you  rich  : 

Nor  do  I  think  you  wretched,   or  difgrac'd. 

After  this  fuff'ring,  and  do  therefore  take 

Advantage  of  your  need  ;  but  rather  know 

You  are  the  charge  and  bufinefs  of  thofe  Powers, 

Who,  like  bed  Tutors,  do  inflidt  hard  Tasks 

Upon  great  Natures,  and  of  nobleil  Hopes ; 

Read  trivial  LefTons,  and  half  lines  to  Slugs  j 

They  that  "live  long,  and  never  feel  Mifchance, 

Spend  more  than  half  their  Age  in  Ignorance. 

Leo.  *Tis  well  you  think  lo. 

Phi.  You  fhall  think  lb  too, 
You  fliall,  fweet  Leocadia^  and  do  fo. 

Leo.  Good  Sir,  no  more  j  you  have  too  fair  a  Shape 
To  play  fo  foul  a  Part  in,  as  the  Tempter; 
Say  that  I  could  make  peace  with  Fortune,  who, 
Who  fliould  abfolve  me  of  my  Vow  yet  j  ha  ? 
My  Contract  made  ? 

Phi.  Your  Con  tracl? 

Leo.  Yes,  my  Contrad : 
Am  I  not  his?  His  Wife? 

Phi.  Sweet,  nothing  lefs, 

Leo.  I  have  no  name  then  ? 

Phi.  Truly  then,  you  have  not ; 
How  can  you  be  his  Wife,  who  was  before 
Another's  Husband  ? 

Leo^  Oh,  though  he  difpence 
With  his  Faith  given,  I  cannot  with  mine. 

Phi.  You  do  miftake,  clear  Soul ;  his  Precontra^ 
Djth  annul  yours,  and  you  have  giv*n  no  Fa<th 
That  ties  you  in  Religion,  or  Humanity, 
You  rather  fin  againll  that  greater  Precept, 
To  covet  what's  another's  j  Sweer,  you  do. 
Believe  me,  who  daren't  urge  difhoneft  things  j 
Remove  that  fcruple  therefore,  and  but  take 

Your 
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Your  dangers  now  into  your  Judgment's  fcale. 

And  weigh  them  with  your  iafeties:  Think  but  whither 

Now  you  can  go  :  What  you  can  do  to  live : 

How  near  you  ha*  bar'd  all  Ports  to  your  own  Succour, 

Except  this  one  chat  I  here  open,  Love: 

Should  you  be  left  alone,  you  were  a  Prey 

To  the  wild  Lull  of  any,  who  would  look 

Upon  this  Ihape  like  a  Temptation, 

And  think  you  want  the  Man  you  perfonate, 

Would  not  regard  this  (hift,  which  Love  put  on. 

As  Virtue  forc'd,  but  covet  it  like  Vice  ; 

So  fliould  you  live  the  flander  of  each  Sex, 

And  be  the  Child  of  Error  and  of  Shame, 

And  which  is  worfe,  even  A'farc  Antony 

Would  be  call'd  juft,  to  turn  a  Wanderer  off. 

And  Fame  report  you  worthy  his  Contempt; 

Where  if  you  make  new  Choice,  and  fettle  here. 

There  is  no  further  Tumult  in  this  Flood, 

Each  Current  keeps  his  Courfe,  and  all  Sufpicions 

Sliall  return  Honours :  Came  you  forth  a  Maid  ? 

Go  home  a  Wife  :  Alone  ?  And  in  Difguife  ? 

Go  home  a  waited  Leocadia: 

Go  home,  and  by  the  virtue  of  that  Charm 

Transform  all  Mifchiefs,  as  you  are  transform'd ; 

Turn  your  offended  Father's  Wrath  to  Wonder, 

And  all  his  loud  Grief  to  a  filent  Welcome  ? 

Unfold  the  Riddles  you  have  made  ;  what  fay  you  ? 

Enter  Zanchio  carried,  Alphonfo,  and  Servants, 

Now  is  the  time ;  Delay  is  but  Defpair, 
If  you  be  chang'd,  let  a  Kifs  tell  me  fo. 

Leo.  I  am  ;  but  how,   I  rather  feel  than  know. 

Zanch.  Come  Sir  •,  you're  welcome  now  to  Barcelona^ 
Take  off  my  Hood. 

Phi,  Who  be  thefe.?  Stay,  let's  view  *em? 

Alph.  *Twas  a  long  Journey  -,  ar'nt  you  weary.  Sir.? 

Zanch.  Weary  ?  I  could  have  rid  Jc  in  mine  Armour. 

Leo.  Alas! 

Phi.  What  ail  you.  Dear  ? 

Leo,  It  is  my  Father. 
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Phi.  Your  Father?  Which? 

Leo.  He  that  is  carried  :  Oh 
Let  us  make  hence. 

Phi.  For  Loves  fake,  good  my  Heart. 

Leo.  Into  fome  Houfe  before  he  fc»  me, 

Phi.  Dear, 
Be  not  thus  frighted. 

Leo.  Oh  his  Wrath  is  Temped. 

Phi.  Sweet,  take  your  Spirit  to  you,  and  (lay  *,  be'the. 
He  cannot  know  you  in  this  Habit,  and  me 
I'm  fure  he  lefs  knows,  for  he  never  faw  me. 

Jlph.  Ha  ?  Who  is  that  ?  My  Son  Philippo  ? 

Phi.  Sir. 

Alpb.  Why,  what  make  you  here?  Is  th\s  Salamanca  ? 
And  th.it  your  Study  ?  ha?  Nay  ftay  him  too, 
We'll  fee  him  by  his  leave. 

Ser.  You  muft  not  ftrive,   Sir. 

jilpb.  No,  no,  come  near. 

Zanch.  My  Daughter:  Lcocadia? 

Alpb.  How  Sir,  your  Daughter  ? 

Zanch.  Yes  Sir,  and  as  fure 
As  that's  your  Son  :  Come  hither :  What  now  ?  run 
Out  o'  your  Sex  ?  Breech'd  ?  Was  it  not  enough 
At  once  to  leave  thy  Father,  and  thine  Honour, 
Unlefs  th'  hadfl:  quit  thy  feU  too  ? 

Phi.  Sir,  what  fault 
(43)  She  can  be  urg*d  of,  I  mud  take  on  me 
The  Guilt  and  Punilhment. 

Zanch.  You  muft.  Sir ;  how 
If  you  Ihall  not,  though  you  muft  ?  I  deal  not 
With  Boys,  Sir ;  Ay,  you  have  a  Father  here 
Shall  do  me  right. 

Alph.  Thou  art  not  mad,  Philippo  ? 

(43)  5^'  can  be  urg'd  of,]  The  oddnefs  of  the  Conftruftion  here 
incliwes   me  to   think  that  we    Ihcu'd  read, 

ur£d   ivith. 
There  is  no   Likencfs,  tis  true,    in    the  trace   of  the  Letters,  but 
gcod    Senfc    is  often    to  be   look'd   upon    as   the  beft   Manufcript. 
And  for   a  Confirmation    of  this,  our  Poets  in  this  prefent  Play, 
Aft   2d.   Scene  i.  ufc  the  fame  Phrafe. 

I.(Ccnardo.   Te  urge  mc  Signior 

'*•  •  With  Jlrange    Injujlict.  Aft 
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Art  thou  Marc  Antonio,  Son  to  Leonardo  ? 
Our  bufinefs  is  to  them. 

Zanch.  No,  no,  no,  no. 
ril  ha'  the  bufinefs  now,  with  you,  none  elfc. 
Pray  you  let's  fpeak  in  private:  (carry  me  to  him) 
Your  Son's  the  Ravifher  Sir,  and  here  1  find  him  : 
I  hope  you'll  give  me  caufe  to  think  you  noble. 
And  do  me  right,  with  your  fword  Sir,  as  becomes 
One  Gentleman  of  Honour  to  another  j 
All  this  is  fair  Sir,  here's  the  Sea  fad  by. 
Upon  the  Sands,  we  will  determine, 
'Tis  that  I  call  you  to,  let's  make  no  Days  on*t, 
I'll  lead  your  way  j  to  th'  Sea-fide,  Rafcals. 

Phi.  Sir, 
I  would  befeech  your  ftay,  he  may  not  follow  you. 

Zanch.    No,   turn.  Til   kill   him   here  then :  Slaves, 
Rogues,  Blocks, 
Why  do'nt  you  bear  me  to  him  ?   Ha*  you  been 
Acquainted  with  my  Morions,  Logs,   fo  long. 
And  yet  not  know  to  time  'em  ? 

Phi.  Were  you.  Sir, 
Not  impotent ! 

Alpb.  Hold  you  your  peace,  Boy. 

Zanch.  Impotent ! 
•Death,  I'll  cut  his  Throat  firft,  and  then  his  Father's. 

j^lph.  You  muft  provide  you  then  a  (harper  Razor 
Than  is  your  Tongue,  for  I  not  fear  your  Sword. 

Zanch.  'Heart  bear  me  to  either  of 'em. 

Phi.  Pray,  Sir,  your  Patience. 

Enter  Governor  and  Attendants. 

jilpb.  My  curfe  light  on  thee  if  thou  Hay  him. 

Phi.  Hold. 

Gov.  Why,  what's  the  matter.  Gentlemen,  what  tumult 
Is  this  you  raife  i'th'  Street?  before  my  Door  ? 
Know  you  what  'tis  to  draw  a  Weapon  here  } 

Zanch.  Yes,  and  to  ufe  it  (bear  me  up  t'  him.  Rogues) 
Thus,  at  a  Traitor's  Heart. 

Alph.  Truer  than  thine. 

Gov.  Strike,  ftrike  •,  feme  of  the  People  difarm  'em, 

KiU 
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Kill  'em  if  they  rcC\tt. 

Phi.   Nay,  generous  Sir, 
Let  not  your  courtefie  turn  fury  now. 

Gov.  Lay  hold  upon  *cm,  take  away  their  Weapons, 
I  will  be  worth  an  anfwer,  e'er  we  part. 

Phi.  'Tis  the  Governor,  Sir. 

jllpb.  I  yield  my  felf.  [thee  tell  me. 

Zanch.   My  Sword?  what  think'ft  thou  ofme.^   pray 

I  Attend.  As  of  a  Gentleman. 

Zanch.  No  more  ? 

1  Attend.  Of  Worth, 
And  Quality. 

Zanch.  And  I  fhould  quit  my  Sword 
There  were  fmall  Worth  or  Quality  in  that,  Friend  j 
Pray  thee  learn  thou  more  Worth  and  Quality 
Than  to  demand  it. 

Gov.  Force' t,  I  fay. 

I  Attend.  The  Governor, 
You  hear.  Commands.    . 

Zanch.  The  Governor  fhall  pardon  me. 

Phi.  How,  Leocadia  gone  again  ?  [£x//  Phi. 

Zanch.  Hl^  (hall.  Friend, 
Pth'  point  of  Honour  ;  by  his  leave,  fb  tell  him. 
His  Perfon  and  Authority  I  acknowledge. 
And  do  fubmit  me  to  it;  but  my  Sword, 
He  fhall  excufe  me,  were  hevfifteen  Governors  ; 
That  and  I  dwell  together,  and  muft  yet, 
'Till  my  Hands  part,   afiure  him. 

GijV.  I  fay,  force  it. 

Zanch.  Stay,  hear  me.  Haft  thou  ever  read  Caranza  ? 
Undcrftand'ft  thou  Honour,   noble  Governor  ^ 

Gov.  For  that  we'll  have  more  fit  dilpute. 

Zanch.  Your  Name.  Sir? 

Gov.  You  fhall  know  that  too,  but  on  colder  terms. 
Your  Blood  and  Brain  are  now  too  hot  to  take  it. 

Zanch.  Force  my  Sword  from  me  ?   this  is  an  Affront. 

Gov.  Bring  'em  away, 

Zanch.  You'll  do  me  reparation,  [Exeunt. 

,,*-.  Enter 


Love's  Pilgrimage.        93 

Enter  Philippo. 

Phi.  I  have  for  ever  loft  her,  and  am  loft 
And  worthily,  my  tamenefs  hath  undone  me; 
She's  gone  hence,  afliam'd  of  me,  yet  I  feek  her ; 
Will  ilie  be  ever  found  to  me  ar;ain. 
Whom  fhe  faw  ftand  fo  poorly,  and  dare  nothing 
In  her  Defence  here  ?  when  I  fliould  have  drawn 
This  Sword  out  like  a  Meteor,  and  have  fhot  it 
In  both  our  Parents  Eyes,  and  left  *em  blind 
Unto  their  impotent  Angers?  Oh  I'm  worthy. 
On  whom  this  lofs  and  fcorn  fhould  light  to  Death; 
Without  the  pity  that  fliould  wifli  me  better, 
Either  alive,  or  in  my  Epitaph.  [^Exit, 

Enter  Leonardo,  and  Marc  Antonio. 

Leo.  Well,  Son,  your  Father  is  too  near  himfelf. 
And  hath  too  much  of  Nature,  to  put  off 
Any  Atfeclion  that  belongs  to  you; 
I  could  have  only  wifh*d  you  had  acquainted 
Her  Father,  whom  it  equally  concerns. 
Though  you*d  prefum'd  on  me ;  it  might  have  open'd 
An  eafier  Gate,  and  Path  to  both  our  Joys : 
For  though  i  am  none  of  thofe  flinty  Fathers 
That  when  their  Children  do  but  natural  things. 
Turn  Rock  and  Offence  ftraight.  Yet,  Marc  Antonio, 
All  are  not  of  my  quarry. 

Marc.  *Tis  my  Fear,  Sir ; 
And  if  hereafter  I  fliould  e*er  abufe 
So  great  a  Piety,  it  were  my  Malice. 

Enter  Attendants, 

Attend.   We  muft  intreat  you,  Gentlemen,  to  take 
Another  Room,  the  Governor  is  coming 
Here,   on  fome  bufinels. 

Enter  Governor^  Zanchio,  Alphonfo,  and  Attendants. 

M^rc,  We  will  give  him  way. 
Zanch.  I  will  have  right.  Sir,  on  you ;  that  believe, 
If  there  be  any  Marfhal's  Court  in  $-^ain. 

Gov. 
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Gov.  For  that,   Sir,  we  fhall   talk. 

Zanch. Do  not  flight  me. 

Though  Vm  without  a  Sv;ord. 

Gov.  Keep  to  your  Chair,  Sir. 

Zanch.-'.L^t  me  fall,  and  hurl  my  Chair  (Slaves)  at  him 

Gov.Youre  the  more  tempered  Man,  Sir  j  letm'  intreat 
Of  you,  the  manner  how  this  Brawl  fell  out. 

Jlpb.  Fell  out.'*  I  know  not  how,  nor  do  I  care  much  j 
But  here  we  came,  Sir,  to  this  Town  together. 
Both  in  one  bufinefs,  and  one  wrong,  en<^a(y*d 
To  feck  one  Leonardo^  an  old  Genoefe^ 
I  ha'  faid  enough  there  j  would  you  more  >  falfe  Father 
Of  a  falfe  Son,  call'd  Marc  Ant  onto  ^ 
Who  had  dole  both  our  Daughters  j   and  which  Father 
Confpiring  u'ith  his  Son  in  Treachery, 
It  feem*d,  to  flie  our  Satisfaction, 
Was,  as  we  heard,  come  private  to  this  Town, 
Here  to  take  Ship  for  Italy, 

Leo.  You  heard 
More  than  was  true  then  j  by  the  Fear,  or  Falfliood. 
And  though  I  thought  not  to  reveal  my  felf 
(Pardon  my  Manners  in*t  to  you)  for  fome 
Important  Realbns  i  yet  being  thus  charaflerM 
And  challeng'd,  know  I  dare  appear,   an^  do. 
To  who  dares  threaten. 

Marc.  I  fay  he*s  not  worthy 
The  Name  of  Man,  or  any  honeft  Preface 
That  dares  report  or  credit  fuch  a  flander.  ' 
Do  you,  Sir,  fay  it? 
yjlph.  I  do  fay  it. 
GovL  Hold. 
Is  this  your  Father,  Signior  Marc  Antonio  ? 
You've  ill  requited  me  thus  to  conceal  him 
From  him  would  honour  him,  and  do  him  fervice. 

Enter  Eugenia. 

Leon.  *Twas  not  his  fault,  Sir. 
Eug.  Where's  my  Lord  ? 

Gov.  Sweet- heart.  UhcT^ 

tug.  Know  you  ih^fe  Gentlemen  >  they  are  all  the  Fa- 

Unto 
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Unto  our  Friends. 

Gov.  So  it  appears,  my  Dove, 

Zanch,  Sir,  I  fay  nothing  :  I  do  want  a  Sword. 
And  'till  I  have  a  Sword  I  will  fay  nothing. 

Eug.  Good  Sir,  command  thefe  Gentlemen  their  Arms, 
Entreat  'em  as  your  Friends,  not  as  your  Prifoncrs. 
Where  be  their  Swords  ? 

Gov.  Reflore  each  Man  his  Weapon. 

Zanch.  It  leems  thou  haft  not  read  Caranza,  Fellow, 
I  muft  have  reparation  of  Honour, 
As  well  as  this :  I  find  that  wounded. 

Gov.  Sir, 
I  did  not  know  your  Quality,  if  I  had, 
*Tis  like  I  (hould  have  done  you  more  refpe^ls. 

Zanch.   It  is  fufficient  by  Caranza*s  Rule. 

Eug.  I  know  it  is.  Sir. 

Zanch.  Have  you  read  Caranza^  Lady  ? 

Eug.  If  you  mean  him  that  writ  upon  the  Duel, 
He  was  my  Kinfman. 

Zanch.  Lady,  then  you  know 
By  the  right  noble  Writings  of  your  Kinfman, 
My  Honour's  as  dear  to  me  as  the  King's. 

Eug.  'Tis  very  true.  Sir. 

Zanch.  Therefore  1  muft  crave 
Leave  to  go  on  now  with  my  firft  dependancc. 

Eug,  What  ha*  you  more  ? 

Gov.  None  here,  good  Signior. 

Zanch.  I  will  refer  me  to  Caranza  ftill. 

Eug.  Nay  Love,  I  prithee  let  me  manage  this. 
With  whom  is't.  Sir  .? 

Zanch.  With  that  falfe  Man,  Alphonfo. 

Eng.  Why  he  has  th'  advantage,  Sir,  in  Legs. 

Zanch.  But  I         » 
In  Truth,  in  Hand  and  Heart,  and  a  good  Sword. 

Eug.  But  how  if  he  won't  ftand  you,  Sir.^ 

Alph.  For  that. 
Make  it  no  queftion  Lady,  I  will  ftick 
My  Feet  in  Earth  down  by  him,  where  he  dare. 

Zanch.  O  would  thou  wouldft. 

Mpb.  I'll  do  it. 

Zanch. 


^6  Love's  Pilgrimage. 

Zanch.  Let  me  kifs  him. 
I  fear  ihou  wilt  not  ytt. 

Eug.   Why  Gentlemen, 
If  you'll  proceed  according  to  Curanza^ 
JVlcthinks  an  eafier  way,  were  two  good  Chairs, 
So  you  would  be  content.  Sir,   to  be  bound, 
*Caufe  he  is  lame  :  I'll  fit  you  with  like  Weapons, 
Piftols  and  Ponyards,  and  ev'n  end  it.     If 
The  difference  between  you  be  fo  mortal, 
It  cannot  be  ta*en  up. 

Zanch.  Ta'en  up  ?  take  off" 
This  Head  firft. 

Jlph.  Come,  come  bind  me  in  a  Chair. 

Eug.  Yes,  do. 

Gov.  What  mean  you,  Dove  ? 

Eug.  Let  me  alone, 
And  let  'em  at  their  diftance-,  when  you've  done 
Lend  me  two  Ponyards  j  I'll  have  Piftols  ready 
Quickly.  \_Exit. 

Enter  Philippo. 

Phi.  She's  not  here.     Mure  Antonio, 
Saw  you  not  Leocadia  ? 

Marc.  Not  I,    Brother.  [her. 

Phi.  Brother,  let's  fpeak  with  you  ;  you  were  falfe  unto 

Marc.  I  wasjbut  have  ask'd  Pardon :  Why  d'you  urge  it? 

Phi.  You  were  not  worthy  of  her. 

Marc.  May  be  I  v/as  not  j 
But  'tis  not  well,  you  tell  me  fo. 

Phi.  My  Sifter 
Is  not  fo  fair 

Merc.  It  skills  not. 

Phi.  Nor  fo  virtuous.  « 

Marc.  Yes,  flie  muft  be  as  virtuous. 

Phi.  I  would  fain 

Marc.  What,  Brother  ? 

Phi.  Strike  you. 

Marc,  I  ftjall  not  bear  Strokes, 
Though  I  do  thcfe  ftrange  Words. 

Phi.  Will  you  not  kill  me  ? 

Marc. 
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Marc.  For  v/hat,  good  Brother  ? 

Phi.    Why,  for  fpeaking  well 
Of  Leocadia. 

Marc.  No  indeed. 

Pbi.  Nor  ill 
Of  theodojia  ? 

Enter  Eugenia,  Leocadia,  Theodofia,  and  one  with 
two  Pijiols. 

Marc.  Neither. 

Phi.  Fare  you  well  then. 

Eug.  Nay,  you  fliall  have  as  noble  Seconds  too 
As  ever  Dudifts  had  ;  give  *cm  their  Weapons : 
Now  St.  Jago. 

Zanch.  Are  they  charg'd  ? 

Eug.  Charg'd,  Sir  ? 
I  warrant  you. 

Alph.  Would  they  were  well  difcharg'd. 

Zanch.  I  like  a  Sword  much  better,  I  confefs. 

Eug.  Nay,  wherefore  (lay  you  ?  Shall  I  mend  your  Mark? 
Strike  one  another  thorough  thefe  ? 

Phi.  My  Love. 

Jlph.  My  Theodofia. 

Zanch.  I  ha*  not  the  Heart. 

Alph.  Nor  I. 

Eug.  Why  here  is  a  Depcndance  ended. 
Unbind  that  Gentleman  -,  come  take  here  to  you 
Your  Sons  and  Daughters,  and  be  Friends.    A  Feaft 
Waits  you  within,  is  better  than  your  Fray  : 
Lovers,   take  you  your  own,  and  all  forbear. 
Lender  my  Roof,  either  to  blufh  or  fear. 
My  Love,  what  lay  you .?  Could  Caranza  himfelf 
Carry  a  BuGnefs  better? 

Gov.  It  is  well : 
All  are  content  I  hope,  and  we  well  cas'd. 
If  they  for  whom  we*ve  done  all  this  be  pleas'd. 

[Exeuni  cmnes. 
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DRAMATIS     PER  SON /E. 


MEN. 

FE  R  R  A  N  D,  the  libidinous  Tyrant  of  Naples. 
V^iroler,  a  noble  Gentleman^  Jiudious  of  his  Country'' s 
Freedom. 
Briflbnet,  ^  Two  honeji  Gentlemen,  Confederates  ivith  Vi- 
Camillo,    j      rolet. 

Ronvere,  a  Villain^  Captain  of  the  Guard. 
Villio,  a  Court  Fool. 
Caflruccio,  a  Court  Paraftte, 
Pandulpho,  a  noble   Gentleman  of   Naples,    Father  to 

Virolet.  ♦ 

The  Duke  of  Sefie,  an  Enemy  to  Ferrand,  profcribed  and 

turn'd  Pirate. 
Afcanio,  Nephew  and  SucceJJor  to  Ferrand. 
Lucio,  Page  to  Virolet. 
Mader, 
Gunner. 
Boat-fwain. 
Chirurgeon. 
Sailors. 
Bailor. 
Citizens. 
Guard. 
Soldiers. 
Servants. 

WOMEN. 

Juliana,  the  matchlefs  Wife  of  Virolet. 
Martia,  Daughter  to  the  Duke  of  Seflc. 
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act     I.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  VivoX^Xy  and   Boy. 

V  I  R   O    L   E   f. 

OY. 

Boy.  Sir? 

Vir.  If  my  Wife  feek  me,  tell  her  that 
Defigns    of  Weight,    too    heavy    for   her 
Knowledge, 
Exad  my  Privacy. 
Boy.  I  fliall,   Sir, 
Vir.  Do  then, 
And  leave  me  to  my  felf. 

Boy.  *Tis  a  raw  Morning, 
And  would  you  pleafe  t*  interpret  that  for  Duty 
Which  you  may  conftrue  Boldnels,  I  could  wifli, 
fTo  arm  your  felf  againft  it,)  you  would  ufe 
More  of  my  Service. 

Vir,  I  have  heat  within  here, 
A  noble  heat  (good  Boy)  to  keep  it  off  i 
1   fhall  not  freeze  •,  deliver  my  excufe. 
And  you  have  done  your  part. 

Enter  Juliana. 
Boy.  That  is  prevented  : 
My  Lady  follows  you. 

G  J  Vir, 
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Vir.  Since  I  mud  be  croft  then. 
Let  her  perform  that  Office. 

Boy.  I  obey  you.  \_Exit. 

Vir.  Prithee  to  Bed ;  to  be  thus  fond's  more  tedious 
Than  if  I  were  negledcd. 
Jul.  'Tis  the  fault  then 
Of  Love  and  Duty,  which  I  would  fall  under. 
Rather  than  want  that  care  which  you  may  challenge 
As  due  to  my  Obedience. 

Vir.  I  cor\ fefs 
This  tendernels  argues  a  loving  Wife, 
And  more  deferves  my  Heart's  beft  Thanks,  than  Anger, 
Yet  I  muft  tell  ye.  Sweet,  you  do  exceed 
In  your  Affection,  if  you  would  ingrofs  me 
To  your  Delights  alone. 

Jul.   I  am  not  Jealous ; 
If  my  Embraces  have  diftafted  you. 
As  I  muft  grant  you  every  way  fo  worthy 
That  *tis  not  in  weak  Woman  to  deferve  you. 
Much  lefs  in  miferable  me,  that  want 
Thofe  Graces,  fome  more  Fortunate  are  ftor'd  with  : 
Seek  any  whom  you  pleafe,  and  I  will  ftudy 
With  my  beft  Service  to  deferve  thofe  Favours, 
That  ftjall  yield  you  contentment. 
Vir.  You're  millaken. 

Jul.  No,  I  am  patient  Sir,  and  fo  good  Morrow  ; 
I  will  not  be  offenfive. 
Vir.   Hear  my  Reafons. 

Jul.  Though  in  your  Life  a  Widow's  Bed  receives  mc. 
For  your  fake  I  muft  love  it.    May  ftie  profper 
That  fhall  fucceed  me  in  it,  and  your  Ardor 
Laft  longer  to  her. 

Vir.  By  the  Love  I  bear, 
Firft  to  my  Country's  peace,  next  to  thy  felf. 
To  whom  compar'd,   my  Life  I  rate  at  nothing  i 
Stood  here  a  Lady  that  were  the  choice  Abftra6t 
Of  all  the  Beauties  Nature  ever  falhion'd, 
Or  Art  gave  Ornament  to,  compar'd  to  thee. 
Thus  as  thou  art  Obedient  and  Loving, 
I  fhould  contemn  and  loath  her. 

Jul 
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Jul.  (i)  I  believe  ye. 
How  I  am  bleft  in  my  afTur'd  Belief. 
This  is  unfeign*d  ?   And  why  this  Sadnefs  then? 

Vir.  Why  ?  Juliana^ 
Believe  me,  thefe  my  fad  and  dull  Retirements, 
My  often,   nay  almoft  continued  Fads, 
(Sleep  banirtit  from  my  Eyes,  all  Pleafures  Strangers,) 
Have  neither  root  nor  growth  from  any  Caufc 
That  may  arrive  at  Woman.     Shouldft  thou  be. 
As  Chaftity  forbid,  h\k  to  my  Bed, 
I  (hould  lament  my  Fortune,    perhaps  punifti 
Thy  Falfhood,  and  then  ftudy  to  forget  thee : 
But  that,  which,  like  a  never-emptied  Spring, 
Feeds  high  the  torrent  of  my  fwelling  Grief, 
Is  what  my  Country  fuffers ;  there's  a  Ground 
Where  Sorrow  may  be  planted,  and  fpring  up. 
Through  yielding  Rage,  and  womanifh  Defpair, 
And  yet  not  fhame  the  Owner. 

Jul.  I  do  believe  it  true, 
Yet  I  fhould  think  my  felf  a  happy  Woman, 
If,  in  this  general  and  timely  Mourning, 
I  might  or  give  to  you,   or  elle  receive 
A  lictle  lawful  Comfort. 

Vir.  Thy  Difcretion 
In  this  may  anfwer  for  me  •,  look  on  Naples^ 
The  Country  where  we  both  were  Born  and  Bred, 
Naples^  the  Paradile  of  Italy .^ 
As  that  is  of  the  Earth  j  Naples^  that  was 
The  fweet  retreat  of  all  the  worthieft  Romans^ 
When  they  had  fhar'd  the  fpoils  of  the  whole  World-, 
This  flourifhing  Kingdom,  whofe  Inhabitants 
For  Wealth  and  Bravery,  liv'd  like  petty  Kings, 
Made  fubjed  no^v  to  fuch  a  Tyranny, 
As  that  fair  City  that  received  her  Name 
From  Conjlantine  the  great,  now  in  the  Power 
Of  barbarous  infidels,   may  forget  her  own, 

(i)  I  do  belie've.'\  Tr,  which  makes  the  Sentence  more  fall,  I  have 
recovered  from  the  Folio  of  1647.  And  do,  which  runs  thro*  all  the 
Copies,  I  have  left  out,  as  being  an  unneccfTary  Particle  in  this 
Place. 

G  4  To 
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To  look  with  pity  on  our,  Miferies  ; 

So  far  in  our  Calamities  we  tranfcend  her. 

For  fince  this  Jrragoman  Tyrant,  Ferrand^ 

Seiz'd  on  the  Government,  there's  nothing  left  us 

That  we  can  call  our  own,  but  our  Afflidlions. 

Jul.  And  hardly  thofe  ;  the  King's  flrange  cruelty. 
Equals  ail  Precedents  of  Tyranny. 

yir.  (2)   Equals,   fay  you  ? 
He  has  out-gone  the  worfl: ;  compar'd  to  him 
Nor  Phalaris,  nor  D  tony  fin  s^ 
Caligula,  nor  Nero  can  be  mentioned  ; 
They  yet  as  Kings,  abus'd  their  Regal  Power, 
This  as  a  Merchant ;  all  the  Country's  Fat 
He  wholly  does  ingrofs  unto  himfelf  \ 
Our  Oils  he  buys  at  his  own  Price,  then  fells  them 
To  us  at  dearer  Rates  j  our  Plate  and  Jewels, 
Under  a  fcign'd  Pretence  of  publick  ufe. 
He  borrows  5  which  deny'd,  his  Inftruments  force. 
(3)  The  Races  of  our  Horfes  he  takes  from  us, 

Yet 

(2)  Equal  fay  you  ? 

He  has  cut-gone  the  luorji,  compar'd  to  him ; 

l^or  Phalaris,    nor  Dionyfius, 

Caligula,    nor  Nero  can  be  mentioned', 

They  yet  as  Kings  abus'd  their  Regal  Poixjer  ; 

*rhis  as  a  Merchant,  all  the  Country's  Fat 

He  'wholly  does  ingrofs  unto  himfelf;  ]  The  reading  of  Equals 
for  Equal  is  requifitc  to  make  Virolet\  Anfwer  tally  with  the  latter 
part  of  Julianah  Speech  :  The  Punftuation  in  the  Oftavo  Edition, 
(which  Mr.  Seiiard  too  obferv'd)  has  made  fad  work  with  the  re- 
maining part  of  this  Paffage,  as  the  careful  Reader  will  eafiiy  cb- 
ferve,  by  comparing  the  prefent  uith  the  ancient  Pointing.  What 
Stuff  is 

This  as  a  Merchant,  all  the  Country  s  Fat 

He  ^wholly  does  ingrofs,  &c. 

(3)  The  Races  of  our  Horfes,  &c.]  I  fufpcd  the  word  Races. 
If  Ferrand  took  the  whole  Neapolitan  Breed  of  Horfes  (which  are 
the  bell,  as  I  remember,  in  Italy)  then  it  is  a  meer  redundancy. 
Our  Horfes  he  takes  from  us,  wou'd  have  been  full  as  expreflive,  I 
think  the  moft  natural  Sentiment  is,  that  the  Tyrant  leiz'd  all 
their  beft  and  moft  valuable  Horfes.  The  old  Folio  reads  Rafes, 
{o  that  the  prefent  reading  is  probably  only  a  Conjefture.  But  as  it 
has  Poffeflion  I  wou'd  not  difturb  it,  only  offer  the  following  Con- 
jeftures  to  the  Reader's  Choice.  The  choice  ft,  or  the  bravefl,  or 
the  rartft,   or   the  Racers  of  our   Horfes.     The  Neapolitan  Horfes 

are 
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Yet  keeps  them  in  our  Paftures ;  Rapes  of  Matrons, 
And  Virgins,  are  too  frequent;  never  Man 
Yet  thank'd  him  for  a  Pardon  j   for  Religion 
It  is  a  thing  he  dreams  not  of. 

Jul.  Tve  heard, 
How  true  it  is,  I  know  not,  that  he  fold 
The  Bifhoprick  of  Ttirenf  to  a  Jew, 
For  thirteen  thoufand  Duckets. 

yir.  I  was  prefent. 
And  faw  the  Mony  paid  ;  the  Day  would  leave  me. 
E'er  I  could  number  out  his  impious  x-ldlions. 
Or  what  the  miferable  Subjed:  fufFers  •, 
And  can  you  entertain,  in  fuch  a  time, 
A  thought  of  Dalliance  ?  Tears,  and  Sighs,  and  Groans, 
Would  better  now  become  you. 

Jul.  They  indeed  are 
The  only  Weapons  our  poor  Sex  can  ufe. 
When  we  are  injur'd  ;  and  they  may  become  us ; 
But  for  Men,  that  wei  e  born  free.  Men  of  Rank, 
(That  would  be  regiflred   Fathers  oF  their  Country, 
And  to  have  on  their  Tombs  in  golden  Letters, 
The  noble  Stile  of  Tyrant  killers,   written  ;) 
To  weep  like  Fools  and  Women,  and  not  like  wife  Men 
To  pradice  a  Redrefs,  deferves  a  Name, 
Which  fits  not  me  to  give. 

P'ir.  Thy  grave  Reproof, 
J f  what  thou  doft  defire,  were  pofTible 
To  be  effected,  might  well  argue  it. 
As  wife  as  loving  -,  but  if  you  confider. 
With  what  ftrong  Guards  this  Tyrant  is  defended : 
Ruffians,  and  Male-contents  drawn  from  all  Quarters i 
That  only  know  to  ferve  his  impious  Will : 
The  Cittadel's  built  by  him  in  the  Neck 
Of  this  poor  City  ;  the  invincible  Strength,  • 
Nature,  by  Art  affifted,  gave  this  Caftle, 
And  above  all  his  Fear;  admitting  no  Man 
To  fee  him,  but  unarm'd,  it  being  Death 
For  any  to  approach  him  with  a  Weapon. 

are  light,  and  if  this  Inft  is  not  thought  too  lliff,  it   feems   to  bid 
fair  for  having  been  the  Original.     •  iVir.  Se^van^. 

You 
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You  mud  confefs,  unlefs  our  Hands  were  Cannons, 
To  batter  down  thefe  Walls,  our  weak  Breath  Mines 
To  b!o\\''  his  Forts  up  -,  or  our  Curies  Lightning, 
To  fofce  a  Paffige  to  him,  and  then  blalt  him : 
Our  Power  is  hke  to  yours,   and  we,  like  you. 
Weep  our  Misfortunes. 

Jul.  Wails  of  Brafsrefift  not 
A  noble  Undertaking-,  nor  can  Vice 
Raife  any  Bulwark,  to  make  good  the  Place, 
W  here  Virtue  feeks  to  enter  •,  then  to  fall 
In  fuch  a  brave  Attempt,  were  fuch  an  Honour 
That  Brutus^  did  he  live  again,  would  envy. 
Were  my  dead  Father  in  you,  and  my  Brothers, 
Nay,  all  the  Anceftors  I  am  deriv*d  from. 
As  you,  in  being  what  you  are,  are  all  thefe ; 
yd  rather  wear  a  mourning  Garment  for  you» 
And  (hould  be  more  proud  of  my  Widow-hood, 
You  dying  for  the  Freedom  of  this  Country, 
Than  if  1  were  afliir*d,    1  Ihould  enjoy 
A  Perpetuity  of  Life  and  Pleafure 
With  you,   the  Tyrant  living. 

Fir.  *Tiil  this  Minute, 
I  never  heard  thee  fpeak.     O  more  than  Woman! 
And  more  to  be  belov*d ;   can  I  find  out 
A  Cabinet  to  lock  a  Secret  in. 
Of  equal  Trull:  to  thee.?  All  Doubts  and  Fears, 
That  fcandalize  your  Sex,  be  far  from  me ; 
Thou  fiialt  partake  my  near  and  deareft  Councils, 
And  further  them  v/ith  thine. 

J///,  I  will  be  faithful.  [to  us, 

Vir.  Know  then  this  Day,  (land  Heav'n  propitious  to 
Our  Liberty  begins. 

JuL  In  ferrand*s  Death  ? 

F:r.  'Ti's  plotted.  Love,  and  ftrongly  ;  and  believe  it, 
For  nothing  elfe  could  do  it,  'twas  the  Thought, 
How  to  proceed  in  this  Dcfign  and  end  it. 
That  made  ftrange  my  Embraces. 

Jul.  Curs'd  be  fhe. 
That's  fo  indulgent  to  her  own  Delights, 
That  for  their  Satisfadion,  would  give 
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A  Stop  to  fuch  a  glorious  Enterprize:  "^- 

For  me,  I  would  not  for  the  World,  I  had  been 

Guilty  of  fuch  a  Crime  j  go  on  and  profper. 

Go  on,  my  dearefl  Lord,  I  love  your  Honour 

Above  my  Life-,  nay,  yours;  my  Prayers  go  with  you  ; 

Which  I  will  ftrengthen  with  my  Tears  :  The  Wrongs 

Of  this  poor  Country,  edge  your  Sword ;  oh,  may  it 

Pierce  deep  into  this  Tyrant's  Heart,  and  then 

When  you  return  bath*d  in  his  guilty  Blood, 

ril  walh  you  clean  with  Fountains  of  true  Joy. 

But  who  are  your  AfTiftants  ?  Though  I  am 

So  covetous  of  your  Glory,  that  1  could  wifh 

You  had  no  fliarer  in  it.  [Knock, 

Vir.  Be  not  curious. 
^4)  They  come ;  however  you  command  my  Bofom, 
To  them  I  would  not  have  you  feen. 

Jul.  I'm  gone.  Sir; 
Be  confident,  and  may  my  Refolution 
Be  prefent  with  you.  [Exit, 

Vir.  Such  a  Mafculine  Spirit, 
With  more  than  Woman's  Virtues,  were  a  Dower 
To  weigh  down  a  King's  Fortune. 

Enter  Briflbnet,  Camillo,  and  Ronvere. 

Br  if.  Good  Day  to  you. 

Cam.  You  are  an  early  Stirrer. 

Vir.  What  new  Face 
Bring  you  along  ? 

Ren.  If  I  ftand  doubted.  Sir, 
As  by  your  Looks  I  guefs  it,  you  much  injure 
A  Man  that  loves,  and  truly  loves  this  Country, 
With  as  much  Zeal  as  you  do  ;  one  that  hates 
The  Prince  by  whom  it  fuffcrs,  and  as  deadly  j 

(4)  They  come  :  boiue'ver  you  cortmaJid  ffiy  Bnfam 

To  them  I  nvould  not  ha've  you  feen. ^  I  luould  not  h.ave  you 
feen  to  tkem,  is  a  Latin  Conftruftion,  and  fo  {lands  clear  of  iNon- 
fenfe,    but  I  radier  think   we  (hould  read  the  Paffage  thus, 

Ta  them  I  nx;ould  not  have  you  feetn. 
Seem  fo  do  to,  i.  t.  to  command  my  Bofom. 

One 
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One  that  dares  ftep  as  far  to  gain  my  Freedom, 
As  any  he  that  breaths;  that  wears  a  Sword 
As  fharp  as  any's. 

Cam.  Nay,  no  more  Comparifons. 

JRoN.  What  you  but  whifper,  1  dare  fpeak  aloud. 
Stood  the  King  by  i  have  means  to  put  in  aft  too. 
What  you  but  coldly  plot;  if  this  deferve  then 
Sufpicion  in  the  bcft,  the  boldeft,  wifeft, 
Purfue  your  own  Intents,  I'll  follow  mine  j 
And  if  I  not  out-ftrip  you — 

Brif  Be  aflurM,  Sir, 
A  Confcience  like  this  can  never  be 
Ally*d  to  Treach'ry. 

Ca',n.  Who  durll  fpeak  fo  much. 
Bat  one  that  is  like  us,  a  Sufferer, 
And  {lands,  as  we,  afFcfled  ? 

Vir.  You  are  cozen *d 
And  all  undone;  ev'ry  Intelligencer 
Speaks  Treafon  with  like  Licence  ;  is  not  this 
Rom^ere,  that  hath  for  many  Years  been  train'd 
In  Ferrand's  School,  a  Man  in  Truft  and  Favoui-, 
Rewarded  too,  and  highly  ? 

Cam.  Grant  all  this. 
The  thought  of  what  he  was,  being  as  he  is  now, 
A  Man  difgiac'd,  and  with  Contempt  thrown  off; 
Will  fpur  him  to  Revenge,  as  fvvift  as  they. 
That  never  were  in  Favour. 

Vir.   Poor  and  childifh. 

Brif.  His  Regiment  is  caf},  that  is  moft  certain  j 
And  his  Command  i'th*  Caftle  giv'n  away. 

Cam.  That  on  my  Knowledge. 

Fir.  Groffer  ftill  ;   what  Shepherd 
Would  yield  the  poor  Remainder  of  his  Flock 
To  a  known  Wolf;  though  he  put  on  the  Habit 
Of  a  moft  faithful  Dog,  and  bark  like  one  .? 
As  this  but  only  talks. 

Cam.  Yes,  he  has  Means  too, 

Vir.  I  know  it  to  my  Grief,   weak  Men,  I  know  it ; 
To  make  his  Peace,  if  there  were  any  War 

Between 
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Between  him  and  (^)  his  Matter,  by  betraying 
Our  innocent  Lives. 

Ron.  You're  too  fufpicious, 
And  I  have  borne  too  much,  beyond  my  Temper : 
Take  your  own  ways,  I'll  leave  you. 

Fir.  You  may  ftay  now  ; 
You  have  enough,  and  all  indeed  you  filh*d  for: 
But  one  word  Gentlemen  ;    have  you  difcoverM 
To  him  alone  our  Plot  ?     Brif.   To  him,  and  others 
That  are  at  his  Devotion,     yir.  Worfe  and  worfc  : 
For  were  he  only  confcious  of  our  Purpofe, 
Though  with  the  breach  of  Hofpitable  Laws, 
In  my  own  Houfe,  l*d  fiJence  him  for  ever  : 
But  what  is  paft  my  help,   is  paft  my  care. 
I  have  a  Life  to  lofe. 

Cam.  Have  better  hopes.  [furthered 

Ron.  And  when  you  know,  with  what  charge  I  have 
Your  noble  Undertaking,  you  will  fwear  me  '    . 

Another  Man ;  the  Guards  I  have  corrupted. 
And  of  the  choice  of  all  our  noblefl  Youths, 
Attir*d  like  Virgins,  fuch  as  Hermits  would 
Welcome  to  their  fad  Cells,  prepar'd  a  Mask  •, 
As  done  for  the  King's  Pleafure. 

f^ir.  For  his  fafety 
I  rather  fear;  and  as  a  Pageant  to 
Ulher  our  Ruin. 

Ron.  We  as  Torch -bearers 
Will  wait  on  thefe;  but  with  fuch  Art  and  Cunning 
I  have  convey'd  fharp  Poniards  in  the  Wax, 
That  we  may  pafs,  though  fearch'd,  through  all  his  Guards 
Without  fufpicion,  and  in  all  his  Glory 
Opprefs  him,  and  with  fafety. 

Cam.  'Tis  mod  ttrange • 

yir.  To  be  effefted. 

Ron.  You  are  doubtful  flill. 

Brif.  But  we,  refolv'd  to  follow  him,  and  if  you 

(5)   his   MaJleVy    betraying^      I    have    inferted   by    in    the 

Text  againft  the  Authority  of  all  the  Editiurs.    1  hi»  F-fl'age  is  de- 
ficient without  it. 

Ddfift 
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Defifl  now  ViroJet,  we'll  fay  'tis  Fear, 
Rather  than  Providence. 

Cam.  And  fo  we  leave  you [Exeunt. 

Enter  Juliana. 

Jul.  To  your  wife  Doubts,  and  to  my  better  Counfcls. 
Oh  !  pardon  me  my  Lord,  and  truft  me  too  ; 
Let  me  not  like  Cajfmidra  prophefy  Truths, 
And  never  be  belicv'd,  before  the  Mifchief  : 
I  have  heard  all,  know  this  Ronvcre  a  Villain, 
A  Villain  that  hath  tempted  me,  and  plotted 
This  for  your  Ruin,  only  to  make  way 
T*  his  hopes  in  my  Embraces  -,  at  more  leifure 
I  will  acquaint  you,  wherefore  I  conceal'd  it 
To  this  laft  Minute  5  if  you  ftay,  you're  loft. 
And  all  prevention  too  late.     1  know. 
And  'tis  to  me  known  only,  a  dark  Cave 
"Within  this  Houfe,  a  part  of  my  poor  Dower, 
"Where  you  may  lie  conceal'd,  as  in  the  Center, 
'Till  this  rough  blaft  be  o'er.     Where  there  is  Air, 
More  than  to  keep  in  Life,  Ferrand  will  find  you, 
So  curious  his  Fears  are. 

Vir.  *Tis  better  tail 
Than  hide  my  Head  now,  'twas  thine  own  Advice, 
My  Friends  engag'd  too. 

Jul.  You  (land  further  bound. 
Than  to  weak  Men  that  have  betray'd  themfelves, 
Or  to  my  Counfel,  though  then  juft  and  loyal: 
Your  Fancy  hath  been  good,   but  not  your  Judgment, 
In  choice  of  fuch  to  fide  you  ;  will  you  leap 
From  a  fteep  Tow*r,  becaufe  a  defp'rate  Fool 
Do's  it,  and  trufts  the  Wind  to  fave  his  hazard? 
There's  more  expedled  from  you  ;  all  Mens  Eyes 
Are  fixt  on  Virokt,  to  help,  not  iiurt  them ; 
Make  good  their  Hopes  and  ours :  You  have  fworn 

often. 
That  you  dare  credit  me,  and  allow*d  me  Wife 
Although  a  Woman  j  e'en  Kings  in  great  Actions 
Wait  opportunity,  and  fo  muft  you,  Sir, 

Or 
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Or  (6)  lofe  your  Underftanding. 

Vir.  Thou  art  conftant ; 
I  an  uncertain  Fool,  a  moft  blind  Fool ; 
Be  thou  my  Guide. 

Jul.   If  I  fail  to  d'lTtdi  you. 
For  Torment  or  Reward,  when  I  am  wretched. 
My  Conftancy  for  fake  me. 

Fir.  I*ve  my  fafcty.  [^Exca-nt, 

Enter  Cadruccio  and  Villio. 

Vil.  Why  are  you  rapt  thus } 

Cajl.  (7)  Peace,  thou'rt  a  Fool. 

Vii.  But  if  1  were  a  Flatterer  like  your  Worflilp, 
I  Ihould  be  wife  and  rich  too ; 
There  are  few  elfe  that  profper,  Bawds  excepted, 
They  hold  an  equal  place  there. 

Cajl.  A  fhrewd  Knave  i 
But  oh  the  King,  the  happy  King  \ 

Vil.  Why  happy  ? 
In  bearing  a  great  Burthen. 

Cajl.  What  bears  he. 
That's  borne  on  Princes  Shoulders? 

Vil.  A  Crown's  weight, 
Which  fets  more  heavy  on  his  Head,  than  th'Oar 
Slaves  dig  out  of  the  Mines,  of  which  'tis  made. 

Cajl.  Thou  worthily  art  his  Fool,  to  think  that  heavy 
That  carries  him  i'th'  Air  j  the  rev'rence  due 
To  that  moft  facred  Gold,  makes  him  ador'd, 

(6)  ■  lofe  your  underftanding.'\  This  Place  feems  to  want  ao 
helping  Hand.  I  wou'd  propofe  reading  undertaking.  Kings  wait 
Opportunity  to  perform  their  Defigns  in,  and  lb  muil  you,  cthcr- 
wife  you  will  loie  your  Undertaking.  For  'tis  not  the  Underjiand- 
ing  but  Undertaking  which  would  be  lolt, 

(7)  Caft.    Peace,  thou  art  a  Fool. 

Vil.   But  if  1  nuere  a  flatterer  like  your  Worfhlp, 

1  /houd  be  -vjife  and  rich  too  ;]  Thus  run  all  the  Co- 
pies, but  there  feems  to  be  fomething  wanting  in  Caftruccio'%  Part 
to  correfpond  with  Villio'%  reply  ;  what  I  wifh  the  P^ets  had  wrctc 
is  this, 

Caft.    Peace,   thourt  a  poor  Fool. 
Vil.  But  if  I  ivere  a  flatterer  like  yoatr  Worfhip, 
I fl?Quld  bt   wife   and  rich  too. 

His 
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His  Footfteps  kirt:  j   (8)  his  Smiles  do  raife  a  Beggar 
To  a  Lord's  Fortune,  and  when  he  but  frowns. 
The  City  quakes 

Vil.  Or  the  poor  Cuckolds  in  ir. 
Coxcombs  I  fhould  fay.     I  am  of  a  Fool, 
Grown  a  Philofopher,  to  hear  this  Parafite. 

Caji.  The  Dehcates  he's  fcrv'd  with,  fee  and  envy • 

Vil.   Td  rather  have  an  Onion  with  a  Stomach, 
Than  thefe  without  one. 

Ccpjl    The  Celeftial  Mufick, 
Such  as  the  motion  of  the  eternal  Spheres     {^Still Muftck. 
Yiekls  Jove,  when  he  drinks  Neftar 

Vil.   Here's  a  fine  Knave, 
Yet  hath  too  many  Fellows.    Cqfl,  Then  the  Beauties, 
That  with  variety  of  choice  Embraces       [Thefe  pafs  o'er. 
Renew  his  Age  ■    '    ■  -• 

f^ir.  Help  him  to  crouch  rather,  [way. 

And  the  French  Cringe,  they're  excellent  Surgeons  that 

Cafi.  Oh  Majefty!   Let  others  think  ofHeav'n, 
While  I  contemplate  thee.    Fil.  This  is  not  Atheifm, 
But  Court  obfervance.     CaJi.  Now  the  God  appears, 
Uiher'd  with  Earthquakes.   ViL  Bafe  Idolatry.    \Flounfl:>, 

Enter  Fcrrand,  Guards  Women^  and  Servants, 

Ter.  Thefe  Meats  are  poifon*d,  hang  the  Cooks  >  no 
note  more,  ^o  the  Mufick. 

On  forfeit  of  your  Fingers  ;  do  you  envy  me 
A  minute's  Slumber  ?  what  are  thefe?  i  Guard.  The  Ladies 
Appointed  by  your  Majefty.     Fer.  To  th'  purpofe  ; 
For  what  appointed  .?    i  Guard.  For  your  Grace's  Pleafure 

Fer.   To  fuck  away  the  little  Blood  is  left  me, 
By  my  continual  Cares  ;  I  am  not  apt  now, 
Injoy  them  firft,  tafte  of  my  Diet  once ; 
And  your  turns  ferv'd,  for  fifty  Crowns  apiece 
Their  Husbands  may  redeem  them. 

Worn.  Great  Sir,  Mercy. 

(8)  hii  Smiles  to  raife  a  Beggar^   The  cafy  mifiaking  of 

do  for  to  lias  palni'd  upon  us  a  ftrange  piece  ofobfcurity,  unlefs 
'tis  fa'ved  by  a  greater  EUipfis  than  I  am  willing  to  admit,  /.  e-  his 
Smiles  are  able  to   raife,    &c. 

Fer. 


The  Douhle  Marriage,  iij 

Fer.  I'm  deaf,  why  ftare  you  ?  Is  what  we  command 
To  be  difputed  ?  Who's  this  ?  Bring  you  th*  Dead 
T*  upbraid  me  to  my  Face. 

Cqfi.  Hold  Emperor  •, 
Hold  mightieft  of  Kings,  I  am  thy  VafTal, 
Thy  Foot-ftool,  that  durft  not  prefume  to  look 
On  thy  offended  Face? 

Fer.  Cajlniccio^  rife. 

Cajl.  Let  not  the  lightning  of  thy  Eye  confume  me. 
Nor  hear  that  mufical  Tongue,  in  dreadful  Thunder, 
That  fpeaks  all  Mercy. 

yU.  Here's  a  flattering  Rogue ! 

Cajl.  Ferrand,  that  is  the  Father  of  his  People, 
The  Glory  of  Mankind. 

Fer.  No  more,  no  word  more; 
And  while  I  tell  my  Troubles  to  my  felf. 
Be  Statues  without  Motion  or  Voice  ; 
Though  to  be  flatter'd  is  an  Itch  to  Greatnefs, 
It  now  offends  me. 

Fil.  Here's  the  happy  Man ; 
But  fpeak  Who  dares. 

Fer.  When  I  was  innocent, 
I  yet  remember  I  could  Eat  and  Sleep, 
Walk  unaffrighted  -,  but  now  terrible 
To  others,  my  Guards  can't  keep  Fear  from  me. 
It  ftill  purfues  me;  Oh  !  my  wounded  Confcience," 
The  Bed  I  would  reft  in,  is  ftuft  with  Thorns; 
The  Ground's  ftrew'd  o'er  with  Adders,  and  with  Afpicks 
Where-e'er  I  fet  my  Foot:  But  I  am  in, 
And  what  was  got  with  Cruelty,  with  Blood 
Muft  be  defended,  though  this  Life's  a  HelJ, 
I  fear  a  worfe  hereafter.     Ha ! 

Enier  Ronvcre  a7id  Guard, 

Ron.  My  Lord. 

Fer.  Welcome  Ronvere,  welcome  my  golden  Plummetj 
With  which  I  found  mine  En'mics  Depths  and  Angers: 
Haft  thou  difcover'd  i^ 

Ron.  All  as  you  could  wifh,  Sir, 
The  Plot,  and  the  Contrivers ;  was  made  one 
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Of  the  Confpiracy/ 

Fer.  Is  Virolet  in  ? 

Ron.  The  head  of  all,  he  only  fccnted  me } 
And  from  his  fear  that  I  plaid  falfe,  is  fled  ; 
The  reft  I  have  in  Fetters. 

Fer.  Death  and  Hell. 
Next  to  my  mortal  Foe  the  Pirate  Sejfe^ 
I  aim*d  at  him  -,  he's  virtuous,  and  wife, 
A  Lover  of  his  Freedom  and  his  Country's ; 
Dangerous  to  fuch  as  govern  by  the  Sword, 
And  fo  to  me.     No  track  which  way  he  went. 
No  means  to  overtake  him  ? 

Ron.  There's  fome  hope  left ; 
But  with  a  rough  Hand,  to  be  feiz'd  upon. 

Fer.  What  is*t? 

Ron.  If  any  know,  or  where  he  is. 
Or  which  way  he  is  fled,  it  is  his  Wife  ; 
Her  with  his  Father  I  have  apprehended. 
And  brought  among  the  reft. 

Fer.  'Twas  wifely  order*d. 
Go  fetch  them  in,  and  let  my  Executioners   [^Exit  Ron. 
Appear  in  horror  with  the  Rack. 

Vil.  I  take  it,  Signior, 
This  is  no  time  for  you  to  flatter,  or  me 
To  fool  in.     Caji.  Thou  art  wife  in  this,  let's  off; 
It  is  unfafe  to  be  near  Jove  when  he 
Begins  to  Thunder.     Vil.  Good  Morality.  \_E)cit. 

Fer.  I  that  have  pierc'd  into  the  Hearts  of  Men  i 
Forced  them  to  lay  open  with  my  looks, 
Secrets,  whofe  leaft  difcovery  was  Death, 
Will  rend,  for  what  concerns  my  life,  the  Fortrefs 
Of  a  weak  Woman's  Faith. 

Enter  Ronvere,  Guard,  and  Executioners  with  a  Rack^ 
Camillo,  Briffoner,  Pandulpho,  and  Juliana. 

Cam.  Whate'er  we  fuffer. 
The  weight  that  loads  a  Traitor's  Heart,  fits  ever 
Heavy  on   thine.     Brif.  As  we  are  caught  by  thee, 
Fall  thou  by  others.    Fer.  Pilh,  poor  Fools,  your  Curfea 
Will  ne*er  reach  me.  — 

Jul. 
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Jul  NoW  by  my  Firolet's  Life, 
Father,  this  is  a  glorious  ftage  of  Murther. 
Here  are  fine  (9)  Properties  too,  and  fuch  Spedators 
As  will  exped  good  A<5tion  ;  to  the  life. 
Let  us  perform  our  parts,  and  we  fhall  live, 
When  thefc are  rotten-,  would  we  might  begin  once i 
Are  you  the  Mafter  of  the  Company  ? 
Troth  you  are  tedious  now. 

Fer.  She  does  deride  me. 

Jul.  Thee  and  thy  Power  5  if  one  poor  Syllabic 
Could  win  me  an  afiurance  of  thy  favour, 
I  would  not  fpeak  it,  I  defire  to  be 
The  great  Example  of  thy  cruelty. 
To  whet  which  on,  know  Ferrandy  I  alone 
Can  make  difcovery  where  my  Virolet  is, 
Whofe  Life  I  know  thou  aim'ft  at ;  but  if  Tortures 
Compel  me  to't,  may  hope  of  Heav'n  forfake  me  j 
I  dare  thy  worft. 

Fer.  Are  we  contemn*d  ? 

Jul.  Thou  art. 
Thou  and  thy  Minfters;  my  Life  is  thine  j 
But  in  (10)  the  death  the  Victory  fhall  be  mine. 

Pond.  We  have  fuch  a  Miftrefs  here  to  teach  us  Courage, 
That  Cowards  might  learn  from  her. 

Fer.  You  are  flow  ;  [^She  is  put  on  the  Reck, 

Begin  the  Scene,  thou  miferable  Fool, 
For  fo  ril  make  thee. 

Jul.  *Tis  not  in  thy  reach  j 
I'm  happy  in  my  Sufferings,  thou  mofl:  wretched. 

Fer.  So  brave!  I'll  tame  you  yet;  (11)  pluck  harder. 
Villains; 

(9)  -  ■  Properties']  A  term  much  ufed  at  the  Playhoures  for 
the  habits  and  implements  neceffary  for  the  repiefentation  ;  and  thty 
who  furnifli  them  are  called  Property  Men.  This  feems  to  have 
arifen  from  that  fenfe  of  the  word  Property,  which  fignifies  a  Blind, 
a  Too),  a  Stalking- Horfe. 

(10)  the  Death  of  fu^ory]    The  for  of  in  this  Verfft  is  from 

the   Folio  of  1647.    The  one  makes  Senfe,   the  other  confounds  it. 

(ii)  pluck  hardy   Vtllaim  ;'[    The  Meafure  here  as  well  as 

Seafc  call  for  the  Alteration,  whicti  both  Mr.  Ihecbald  unA.  my  fclf 
had  lighted  on,  an,d  which  1  have  thought  proper  to  Hand  in  the 
Tejct. 

H  2  Is 
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Is  fhe  infenfible  ?  No  Sigh  nor  Groan  ? 
Or  is  fhe  dead  ?  Jul.  No  Tyrant,  though  I  fuffer 
More  than  a  Woman,  beyond  FJefh  and  Blood ; 
'Tis  in  a  Caufe  fo  honourable,  that  I  fcorn 
With  any  fign  that  may  exprefs  a  Sorrow 
To  fhew  I  do  repent. 

Fer.  Confefs  yet,  and 
Thou  fhalt  be  fafe. 

Jul.  *Tis  wrapt  up  in  my  Soul, 
From  whence  thou  canft  not  force  it. 

Fer.  I  will  be 
Ten  Days  a  killing  thee. 

Jul.  Be  twenty  thoufand. 
My  Glory  lives  the  longer. 

Ron.  'Tis  a  Miracle! 
She  tires  the  Executioners,  and  me. 

Fer.  Unloofe  her,  I  am  conquer'd,  I  muft  take 
Some  other  way  j  reach  her  my  Chair,  in  honour 
Of  her  invincible  Fortitude. 

Ron.  Will  you  not 
Difpatch  the  reft  ? 

Fer.  When  I  feem  merciful, 
Affure  thy  felf  Ronvere^  1  am  moft  cruel.  [^Jfide, 

Thou  wonder  of  thy  Sex,  and  of  this  Nation, 
That  has  chang'd  my  Severity  to  Mercy, 
Not  to  thy  felf  alone,  but  to  thy  People, 
(In  which  I  do  include  thefe  Men,)  my  Enemies  : 
Unbind  them. 

Pand.  This  is  ftrange. 

Fer.  For  your  Intent 
Againft  my  Life,  which  you  dare  not  deny, 
I  only  ask  one  Service. 

Cain.  Above  Hope. 

Fer.  There  rides  a  Pirate  near,  the  Duke  o[  SeJJe, 
My  Enemy  and  this  Country's,  that  in  Bonds 
Holds  my  dear  Friend  JJcanio  •,  free  this  Friend, 
Or  bring  the  Pirate's  Head  ;  befides  your  Pardon, 
And  Honour  of  the  AtStion,  your  Reward 
Is  forty  thou  land  Ducates :  And  becaufe 
I  know  that  Virolei  is  as  bold  as  wife. 

Be 
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Be  he  your  General.     As  pledge  of  your  Faith, 
That  you  will  undertake  it,  let  this  old  Man 
And  this  molt  conftant  Matron  flay  with  me, 
Of  whom,  as  of  my  felf,   I  will  be  careful. 
She  fhall  dired:  you  where  her  Husband  is. 
Make  Choice  of  any  Ship  you  think  mod  ufeful. 
They  are  rigg*d  for  you. 

[Exeunt  Guard,  with  Juliana  and  Pandulpho. 

Brif.  We  with  Joy  accept  it. 

Cam.  And  will  proclaim  King  Ferrand  merciful. 

\_Exeunt, 

Ron.  The  Myftery  of  this,  my  Lord  ?  or  arc  you 
Chang'd  in  your  Nature  ? 

Fer.  I'll  make  thee  privy  to  it. 
The  Lives  of  thefe  weak  Men,  and  defperate  Woman, 
Would  no  way  have  fecur*d  me,  had  I  took  them  i 
'Tis  Virolet  I  aim  at  -,  he  has  Pow'r, 
And  knows  to  hurt.     If  they  encounter  SeJJe, 
And  he  prove  Conqueror,  I  am  afTur'd 
They'll  find  no  Mercy  j  if  that  they  prove  Vi<5lors, 
I  fliall  recover,  with  my  Friend,  his  Head 
I  moft  defire  of  all  Men. 

Ron.  Now  I  have  it. 

Fer.  I'll  make  thee  underftand  the  Drift  of  all. 
So  we  ftand  fure,  thus  much  for  thofe  that  fall.   [Exeunt. 


A  C  T     11.     S  C  E  N  E     I. 

Enter  Boatfwain  and  Gunner. 

Boatf.  T   A  Y  her  before  the  wind  ;  up  with  your  Canvas, 
-L/  And  let  her  Work  ;  the  Wind  begins  to  whiftle: 
Clap  all  her  Streamers  on,  and  let  her  dance, 
As  if  fhe  were  the  Minion  of  the  Ocean. 
Let  her  beftride  the  Billows  'till  they  roar, 
And  curl  their  wanton  Heads.     Ho,  below  there. 
Sailers  within.  Ho,  ho. 

Boatf.  Lay  her  North  Eifl,  and  thruft  her  M!fijn  out, 
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The  Day  grows  fair  and  clear,  and  the  "Wind  courts  us. 
Oh  for  a  lufty  Sail  now,  to  give  chafe  to. 

Gufj,  A  ftubborn  Bark,  that  wou'd  but  bear  up  to  us. 
And  change  a  Broadfide  bravely. 
Boaff.  Where's  the  Duke  ? 
Gun.  I  have  not  feen  him  ftir  to  Day. 
Boat/.  Oh  Gunner, 
What  Bravery  dwells  in  his  Age,  and  what  Valour  ? 
And  to  his  Friends,  what  Gentlenefs  and  Bounty  ? 
How  long  have  we  been  Inhabitants  at  Sea  here? 
Gun.  Some  fourteen  Years. 
Boatf.  By  fourteen  Lives  I  fwear  then. 
This  Element  ne'er  nourifh'd  fuch  a  Pirate, 
So  great,  fo  fearlefs,    and  fo  fortunate. 
So  patient  in  his  Want,  in  Adl  fo  valiant. 
How  many  Sail  of  well  mann'd  Ships  before  us. 
As  the  Bonetto  does  the  flying  Fifli, 
Have  we  purfu'd  and  fcour*d,  that  to  out-ftrip  us. 
They  have  been  fain  to  hang  their  very  Shirts  on  ? 
What  Gallies  have  we  bang*d,  and  funk,  and  taken  ; 
Whofe  only  Fraughts  were  Fire,  and  ftern  Defiance  r 
And  nothing  fpoke  but  Bullets  in  all  thefe. 
How  like  old  Neptune  have  I  kzn  our  General 
Standing  i'th'  Poop,  and  tofllng  his  Steel  Trident, 
Commanding  both  the  Sea  and  Winds  to  ferve  him  ? 
Gun.  His  Daughter  too  ;  which  is  the  Honour,  Boat- 

Of  all  her  Sex  ;  that  martial  Maid >  Qfwain, 

Boatf.  A  brave  Wench. 

Gun.  How  oftentimes,  a  Fight  being  new  begun. 
Has  fhe  leap'd  down,  and  took  my  Linftock  from  me. 
And  crying,  now  fly  (12)  right,   fir'd  all  my  Chalers  ** 
Then    like  the  Image  of  the  warlike  Goddefs, 
Her  Target  brac'd  upon  her  Arm,  her  Sword  drawn. 
And  Anger  in  her  Eyes,  leap'd  up  again. 
And  bravely  haiPd  the  Bark.    I've  wondred,  Boatfwain, 
That  in  a  Body  made  fo  delicate. 
So  foft  for  Iweet  Embraces,  fo  much  Fire, 

(2)   ^'g'^i  znd  Jir''/i  alf}  The  cmiirion  of  and  is  authoriz'd 

by   the  Copy  of  1647,  and  Mr.  Theobald  had  afiix'd  a  dele  to  it  in 
his    Marrin. 

And. 


Tie  Double  Marriage,  irg 

And  manly  Soul,  not  darting  at  a  Danger. 

Boat/.  Her  noble  Father  got  her  in  his  Fury, 
And  fo  fhe  proves  a  Soldier. 

Gun.  This  too  I  wonder  at. 
Taking  fo  many  Strangers  as  he  does. 
He  ufes  them  with  that  Refpeft  and  Coolnefs, 
Not  making  Prize,  but  only  borrowing 
What  may  fupply  his  Want;  nor  that  tor  nothing ; 
But  renders  back  what  they  may  (land  in  need  of. 
And  then  parts  lovingly.     Where,  if  he  take 
His  Countryman,  that  fhould  be  neareft  to  him, 
And  (land  moft  free  from  Danger,  he  fure  pays  for't ; 
He  drowns  or  hangs  the  Men,  ranfacks  the  Bark, 
Then  gives  her  up  a  Bonfire  to  his  Fortune.  [try. 

Boat/.  The  Wrongs  he  has  receiv*d  from  that  dull  Coun- 
(That*s  all  I  know)  have  purchas'd  all  his  Cruelty. 
We  fare  the  better ;  cheerly,  cheerly  Boys, 
The  Ship  runs  merrily,   my  Captain's  melancholly. 
And  nothing  cures  that  in  him  but  a  Sea-fight: 
I  hope  to  meet  a  Sail,   Boy,  and  a  right  one. 

Gun.  That's  my  Hope  too,  I'm  ready  for  the  Paftime, 

Boatf,  I'th'  mean  time  let's  beftow  a  Song  upon  him. 
To  fhake  him  from  his  Dumps,  and  bid  good  Day  to  him. 
Ho,  in  the  Hold. 

Enter  a  Boy, 

Boy.  Here,  here.     Boatf.  To  th'  Main-Top, 
Boy,  an'  thou  ken'ft  a  Ship  that  dares  defie  us. 
Here's  Gold. 

Boy.  I'm  gone.  [Exit  Boy, 

Boatf.  Come,  Sirs,  a  quaint  Levet.     [Trump,  a  Levet. 
To  waken  our  brave  General.  Then  t*  our  Labour. 

Enter  Duke  of  SefTe  above,  and  his  Daughter  Martia 
like  an  Amazon. 

Sejfe.  1  thank  you,  loving  Mates,  I  thank  you  all  ; 
There's  to  prolong  your  Mirth  ;  and  good  mnrrow  to  you. 

M^r/.Take  this  from  me,  you're  honeft, valiant  Friends, 
And  fuch  we  muft  make  much  of.   Not  a  Sail  llirring  ? 

Curi.  Not  any  within  ken  yet. 

H  4  Boatf 
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Boatf.  Without  doubt,  Lady, 
The  Wind  {landing  fo  fair  and  full  upon  us, 
We  fhall  have  Sport  anon.     But  noble  General, 
Why  are  you  ftiJi  fo  fad  ?  You  take  our  Ed^^e  offj 
You  make  us  dul],  and  fpiritlefs. 

Sejfe.  V\\  tell  ye, 
Becaufe  I  will  provoke  you  to  be  fortunate  ; 
For  when  you  know  my  Caufe,  'twill  double  arm  you, 
This  Woman,  never  knew  it  yet,  my  Daughter, 
Some  Difcontents  fhe  has. 

Mart.  Pray  Sir,  go  forward.  [Stz^ 

SeJfe.  Thefe  fourteen  Years,  ([3)  I've  ftored  it  here  at 
Where  the  mod  curious  Thought  could  never  find  it. 

Boatf.  Call  up  the  Mailer,  and  all  th'  Mates. 

Enter  Mafter  and  Sailors. 

SeJJe.  Good  Morrow. 

Majl.   Good  morrow  to  our  General,  a  good  one. 
And  to  that  noble  Lady  all  good  Wifhes. 

Mart.  I  thank  you  Mafter. 

SeJfe.  Mark  me,  thus  it  is  then  ; 
Which  I  did  never  think  to  have  difcovered. 
'Till  full  Revenge  had  wooed  me  ;  but  to  fatisfie 
My  faithful  Friends,  thus  I  caft  off  my  Burthen. 
In  that  (hort  time  I  was  a  Courtier, 
And  followed  that  mod  hated  of  all  Princes, 
Ferrand,  the  full  Example  of  all  Mifchicfs, 
(Compelled  to  follow  to  my  Soul  a  Stranger,) 
It  was  my  Chance  one  Day  to  play  at  Chefs 
For  fome  few  Crowns,  with  a  Minion  of  this  King, 
A  mean  poor  Man,  that  only  ferv'd  his  Pieafures  ; 
Removing  of  a  Rook,  we  grew  to  Words  ; 
From  this  to  hotter  Anger  :  To  be  fliort, 
I  got  a  Blow. 

Mart.  How,  how,  my  noble  Father ! 

(l  3)  — ^ 1  have  fiored  it  here  at  Zea.'\    Thus  the  0(flavo,    and 

it  may  be  right  ;    the  Edition  of  1647  givcb  it  thus, 

V've  flored  here  at  Sea. 
I  conjefture  we  fhould   read  with  a  fmall    addition,  Jloiioed.     So  a 
little  lower  the  Mafter  fays,  Do'wn'with''em,   Jioiu  \m  in, 

SeJfe, 
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Sep.  A  Blow,  my  Girl,  which  I  had  foon  repaid. 
And  funk  the  Slave  for  ever,  had  not  odds 
Thruft  in  *twixc  us.     I  went  away  difgrac'd • 

Mart.  For  Honours  fake  not  fo.  Sir. 

SeJJe.  For  that  time.   Wench  j 
But  cali'd  upon  him,  Hke  a  Gentleman, 
By  many  private  Friends ;  knockt  at  his  Valour, 
Courted  his  Honour  hourly  to  repair  me  ; 
And  though  he  were  a  thing  my  Thoughts  made  flight  on. 
And  only  worth  the  Fury  of  my  Footman, 
Still  I  purfu'd  him  nobly  ■ •-» 

Mart.  Did  he  *fcape  you  ? 
My  old  brave  Father,  could  you  fit  down  fb  coldly  ? 

Seffe.  Have  Patience,  and  know  all.  Purfu'd  him  fa'rly, 
'Till  1  was  laughed  at,  fcorn'd,  my  Wrongs  made  May- 
games. 
By  him  unjuftly  wrong'd,  (14)  fhould  be  all  Juftice; 
The  Slave  protedted  ;  yet  at  length  1  found  him, 
Found  him,  when  he  fuppos'd  all  had  been  buried, 
And  what  I  had  receiv*d,  durft  not  be  queftion*d  j 
And  then  he  fell,  under  my  Sword  he  fell. 
For  ever  funk  j  his  poor  Life,  like  the  Air, 
Blown  in  an  empty  Bubble,  burft,  and  left  him, 
No  noble  Wind  of  Memory  to  raile  him. 
But  then  began  my  Mifery,   I  fled. 
The  King's  Frowns  following,  and  my  Friends  Defpair : 
No  Hand  that  durft  relieve  -,  my  Country  fearful, 
Bafely  and  weakly  fearful  of  a  Tyrant, 
Which  made  his  bad  Will  worfe,  flood  flill  and  wondred. 
Their  Virtues  bed-rid  in  'em  -,  then  my  Girl, 
A  little  one,  1  fnatch'd  thee  from  thy  Nurfc, 
The  Model  of  thy  Father's  Mileries, 
And  fome  fmall  Wealth  as  fit  for  prcfent  Carriage, 
And  got  to  Sea,  where  1  profelt  my  Anger, 
And  will  do,  whilft  that  bafe  ungrateful  Country, 

(14)  Jhoud  he  all  Jujlice\\    Mr.  Theobald  here  has  an 

ingenious  reading,    which  he  wou'd  have  inferted  in  ihis  piace,  <uiz. 

Shon/d   by   all  yujlice, 
J  have  not  however  ventur'd  to   dilturb  the  Text,  as   F  apprehend 
the  prefeat  reading  is  good  Senfe  wichcut  any  Corrcfti  .'n  at  all. 

And 
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And  that  bad  King,  have  Blood  or  Means  to  quench  me. 
Now  ye  know  all. 

Maji.  We  know  all,  and  admire  all ; 
Go  on,  and  do  all  ftill,  and  ftill  be  fortunate. 

Mart.  Had  you  done  lefs,  or  loft  this  noble  Anger, 
You  had  been  worthy  then.  Mens  empty  Pities, 
And  not  their  Wonders.  Go  on,  and  ufe  your  Jufticc, 
And  ufe  it  flill  with  that  fell  Violence, 
It  firft  appeared  to  you  j  if  you  do  lefs, 
(15)  Or  take  a  doting  Mercy  to  Protedtion, 
Th'  Honour  of  a  Father  I  difclaim  in  you, 
Call  back  all  Duty  ;  and  will  be  prouder  of 
Th'  infamous  and  bale  Name  of  a  Whore, 
Than  Daughter  to  a  great  Duke  and  a  Coward. 

Sej[e.  Mine  own  fweet  M(«r/i«,  no;  thou  know'ft  my 
It  cannot,  muft  not  be.  [Nature, 

Mart.  I  hope  it  fhall  not. 
But  why.  Sir,  do  you  keep  alive  ftill,  young 

Afcanio,  Prince  of  Rojjana^  King  Ferrand*s 

JVloft  beloved  one,  you  took  two  Months  ago? 

VvHiy  is  not  he  flung  over  Board,  or  hang*d  ? 
Sejfe.  ril  tell  thee.  Girl. 

It  were  a  Mercy  in  my  Nature  now. 

So  foon  to  (16)  break  the  Thread  of  his  Afflidlions } 

I  am  not  fo  far  reconciled  yet  to  him. 

To  let  him  die  j  that  were  a   Bt-nefic. 

Befides,  1  keep  him  as  a  Bait  and  Diet, 

To  draw  on  more,  and  nearer  to  the  King  j 

1  look  each  Hour  to  hear  of  his  Armados^ 

And  a  hot  Welcome  they  Hull  liave. 
Mcirt.  But  hark  you  .? 

(15)  Or  take  a  dyating  Mercy]  I  cou'd  not,  after  the  moll  ma- 
ture Delibcraiion  upon  this  Pafi^ge,  think  it  was  right,  but  ima- 
cin'd  that  doting  was  the  word  the  Sf:nfe  required  ;  and,  upon  con- 
fulting  the  Edition  cf  1647,    found  the  Text  lland  fo. 

i,(y\  bnak  the  Bed  of  hij  AffiUiions  ;  ]    Here  is  another 

ftriinge  Corruption,  which  runs  thro'  the  Copies  both  ancient  and 
modern  ;  I  bnpe  I  have  reftored  the  Text  to  its  original  Purity  by 
reading  thread,  whicn  tames  a  congruous  Senfe  alojjg  with  it,  and 
fo  eviden',  tiiat  I  need  not  rarai'^hrafe  \.ht  Pa/Tsge,  10  make  it  more 
plain. 

It 
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If  you  were  over-fway*d  with  Odds 

Sejfe.  I  find  you  : 
I  would  not  yield  -,  no  Girl,  no  hope  of  yielding, 
Nor  fling  my  felfone  Hour  into  their  Mercies, 
And  give  the  Tyrant  Hope  to  gain  his  Kingdom. 
No.    1  can  fink.  Wench,  and  make  fhift  to  die  j 
A  thoufand  Doors  are  open,  I  fliall  hit  one. 
Tm  no  Niggard  of  my  Life,  fo  it  go  nobly ; 
All  Ways  are  equal,  and  all  Hours,  I  care  not. 

Mart.  Now  you  fpeak  like  my  Father. 

Mafi.  Noble  General, 
If  by  our  means  they  inherit  ought  but  bangs. 
The  mercy  of  the  Main-yard  light  upon  us! 
No,  we  can  fink  too.  Sir,  and  (17)  fmk  low  enough. 
To  pofe  their  cruelties  to  follow  us  : 
And  he  that  thinks  of  life,  if  th'  World  go  that  way, 
A  thoufand  Cowards  fuck  his  Bones. 

Gun.  Let  th*  word  come, 
I  can  unbreech  a  Cannon,  and  without  much  help 
Turn  her  into  the  Keel :  and  when  fh*as  fplit  it, 
Every  Man  knows  his  way,  his  own  Prayers, 
And  fo  good  Night,  I  think. 

Maji.  We*ve  liv'd  all  with  you, 
And  will  die  with  you,  General. 

Seffe.  I  thank   you,  Gentlemen. 

Boy  above.  A  Sail,  a  Sail. 

lilaji.  A  chearful  found. 

Boy.  A  Sail. 

Boatf,  Of  whence  ?  of  whence,  Boy  ? 

Boy.  A  lufty  Sail. 

Mart.  Look  right,  and  look  again. 

Boy.  She  plows  the  Sea  before  her. 
And  fomes  I'th*  Mouth. 

Boatf.  Of  whence? 

Boy.  I  ken  not  yet,  Sir. 

SrJJe.  Oil,  may  flie  prove  o^ Naples* 

ALiJl.  Prove  tlie  Devil, 

(17)   •  and  Jink  low  enougf}]  We  might  wry  well   fpare   this 

hiitr  Jtnhf  and  hurt  nothing  either  in  ;hc  benfe  cr  Qyancity  of  this 
Vrrle. 

Weil 
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"We'll  fpit  out  fire  as  thick  as  flie. 

Boy.  Hoy. 

Maji.  Brave  Boy. 

Boy.  Of  Naples  ^  Naples,   I  think  of  Naples  Mafter. 
IVjethinks  I  fee  the  Arms. 

Mq/i.  Up,  up  another. 
And  give  more  certain  figns.  [^Exit  Sailor. 

SeJJe.   All  to  your  bufmefs, 
And  ftand  but  right  and  true— 

Boatf,  Hang  him  that  halts  now. 

Boy.  Sh'as  us  in  chafe. 

Maft.   We'll  fpare  her  our  main  Top- fail. 
She  fliall  not  look  us  long,  we  are  no  Starters. 
Down  with  the  Fore-fail  too,  we'll  fpoon  before  her. 

Mart.  Gunner,  good  noble  Gunner,  for  my  Honour 
Load  me  but  thefe  two  Minions  fiS)  in  the  Chafe  there; 
And  load  'em  right,  that  they  may  bid  fair  welcome. 
And  be  thine  Eye,  and  Level,  as  thy  Heart  is. 

Guyi.  Madam,  I'll  fcratch  'em  our,  I'll  pifs  'em  out  Q\k, 

Sail,  ahoz'c.  Ho. 

Sejfe.  Of  whence  now  .? 

Sail.  Of  Naples,  Naples.,  Naples. 
{  fee  her  Top- Flag,  how  flie  quarters  Naples. 
1  hear  her  Trumpets. 

SeJje.  Down,  Ihe's  welcome  to  us. 

[Exeunt  Mafi.  Boatf.  Gun.  Sail. 
Every  Man  to  his  Charge,  Man  her  i'th'  Bow  well, 
(iq)  And  place  your  Rakers  right.  Daughter,  befpafing. 

(i8) in  the  Chape]   T'he  Chape  of  a  Sword  U  no  News,  but 

1  \-A\\cy  ihat  of  a  Ship  will  be  lb  to  every  curious  Reader.  Chafe 
is  applicable  either  to  the  Prow  or  Stern  of  a  Ship,  and  'tis  no 
niauer  in  which  of  thcfe  Acceptations  we  underltand  it  here. 

(19)  4nd pile c your  Rakers  right. ^  And  a  little  lower,the  Mafter  fays, 
clap  in  her  Stern,  and  yoke  'fw.]  If  Rakers  is  the  pri- 
mitive Word,  Take  'cm  1  cnn't  thinlc  to  be  light,  nay  even  fuppo- 
fing  Rakers  wrong,  Toke,  I'm  afraid  will  ftand  no  Chance  to  re- 
main in  the  I  c:a.  What  1  imagine  the  true  reading  in  both  places 
is  thif, 

jind  place  your  Bakers  right.         And  then, 

clap  in  her  Stern,  and  rake  't'w.j     In  the  Sea  Phrafe, 

to  rake  is  to  fire  the  Cannon  into  the  Stern  of  the  Enemy'.^  Slhip, 
and  fo  fhoot  thro'  the  whole  Length  of  her. 

Mart. 
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Mart,  I  fwear  I'll  be  above,  Sir,  in  the  thickeft". 
And  where  mod:  danger  is,  I'll  feek  for  Honour. 
They  have  begun,  hark  how  their  Trumpets  call  us. 
Hark  how  the  wide-mouth'd  Cannons  fing  amongft  us  ; 
Hark  how  they  iliil ;  out  of  our  Shells  for  fhame,  Sirs. 

Sejfe.  Now  Fortune  and  my  Caufe. 

Mart.  Be  bold  and  conquer.  [Exeunf, 

[Charge  Trumpets  andjbot  within. 

Enter  Majier  and  Boatfwain. 

Maft.  They'll  board  us  once  again,  they're  tuff  and 
valiant.  [thcrs, 

Boatf.  Twice  we  have  blown  'em  into  th'  Air  like  Fea- 
And  made  'em  Dance. 

Maji.  Good  Boys,  fight  bravely,  manly. 
They  come  on  yet,  clap  in  her  ftern,  and  yoke  'em. 

Enter  Gunner. 

Gun.  (20)  You  fhould  not  need,  I  have  Provifion  for  *em  •, 
Let  *em  board  once  again,  the  next  is  ours. 
Stand  bravely  to  your  Pikes,  away,   be  valiant : 
I  have  a  fecond  courfe  of  Service  for  'em, 
Shall  make  the  Bowels  of  their  Bark  ake.  Boy. 
The  Duke  fights  like  a  Dragon.  Who  dares  be  idle  ^  [_Ex'. 

[Charge  Trumpets^  Pieces  go  off. 

Enter  Majier,  Boatfwain  following. 

Mafi.  Down  with  'em,  flow  'em  in. 

Boatf.  Cut  their   Throats,  'tis  Brotherhood  to  fling 
'em  into  th'  Sea. 
The  Duke  is  hurt,   fo  is  his  lovely  Daughter  Mcirtia. 
We  have  the  day  yet. 

Enter  Gunner. 

Gun.  Pox  fire  'em,  they  have  fmoak'd  us,   ne'er  fuch 

Plums  yet  flew.  _  [holes, 

Boatf.  They've  rent  the  Ship,    and  bor'd  a  hundred 

(20)  Yqu  Jhoud  rot  neect,'\  Tho'  Jhould  and  j^it//,  which  is  the 
word  1  th:nk  the  Context  of  this  place  requires,  be  nothing  alike ; 
yet  I  can't  help  thinking  but  it  was  the  Poets  Expreffon. 

She 
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She  fwirns  ftill  luftily.     Maji.  She  made  a  brave  fight, 
And  Ihe  (hall  be  cur'd,  and  make  a  braver  yet. 
Gun.  Bring  us  fome  Cans  up,  Tm  as  hot  as  fire. 

Enter  Boy  with  three  Cans. 
Boatf  I  am  fure  I  am  none  o*the  cooleft. 
Gun.  My  Cannons  rung  like  Bells.  Here's  to  myMiftrefs; 
The  dainty  fweet  brals  Minion  fplit  their  Fore-maft, 
She  never  fail'd.    MaJi.  Ye  did  all  well  and  truly, 
Like  faithful  honeft  Men.  Boatf.  But  is  Hie  rich,  Mafter? 

[Trumpets  flourijh. 
Enter  Sefle,  Martia,  Virolet,  and  Sailors. 

Mafi.  Rich  for  my  Captain's  purpofe  howfoever. 
And  we  are  his.  How  bravely  now  he  fhows. 
Heated  in  Blood  and  Anger  ?  how  do  you,  Sir  .? 
Not  wounded  mortally,  1  hope  ?     SeJJe.  No,  Mafter, 
But  only  wear  the  Livery  of  fury. 
(21)  I  am  hurt,  and  deep. 

MaJi.  My  Miftrefs  too? 

Mart.  A  Icratch  Man, 
(21)  My  Needle  would  ha*  done  as  much.    Good  Sir, 
Be  provident  and  careful. 

SeJJe.  Prithee,  peace,  Girl  ; 
This  Wound  is  not  the  firft  Blood  I  have  blufht  in  : 
Yc  fought  all  like  tall  Men,  my  thanks  among  ye. 
That  fpeaks  not  what  my  Purfe  means,  but  my  Tongue, 

Soldiers. 
Now,  Sir,  to  you  that  fought  me  our,  that  found  me, 
That  found  me  what  I  am,   the  Tyrant's  Tyrant  j 
You  that  were  imp'd,  the  weak  arm  to  his  folly, 
You're  welcome  to  your  Death. 

Vir.  I  do  expc<5l  it, 

(21)  I  am  hurt  and  deep.}   Mr.  Theoia/d  would  read  here, 

J'm  Hurt  not  deep. 
But   I   am  afraid  it  will  not  be  true ;  for  if  i:  was,  why  fhou'd  the 
Surgeons  fay  to  him  a  liule  lower, 

Tou  groivfo  argry.    Sir,  your   Wound  goes  hach-joard. 
*Tis  only  fuppofuighim  to  fpeak  alide,  and  the  Line  is  good. 

(22)  My  Needle  <ivoud  hai;e  done  as  7nuch  good.    Sir, 

Be  pro'vid,ni.'\  The  Alteration  in  .he  pomiing  I  BndlV'r  T^heo- 
hdd  h:.d  made  before  me. 

And 
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And  therefore  need  no  compliment,  but  wait  it. 

Sejfe.  Thou  bor'ft  the  Face  once  of  a  Noble  Gentleman, 
Rank'd  in  the  firft  file  of  the  virtuous, 
By  every  hopeful  Spirit,  fhewed  and  pointed. 
Thy  Country's  Love  ;  one  that  advanced  her  Honour, 
Not  tainted  with  the  bafe  and  fervile  ufes 
The  Tyrant  tyes  Mens  Souls  too.    Tell  me  Virolet, 
If  fhame  have  not  forfook  thee,   with  thycredic— — 

Vir.  No  more  of  thefe  Racks;  what  I  am,  I  am. 
I  hope  not  to  go  free  with  poor  Confeflions  ; 
Nor  if  I  Ihew  ill,  will  I  feem  a  Monfter, 
By  making  my  Mind  Prifoner  -,  do  your  word. 
"When  I  came  out  to  deal  with  you,  I  cafl:  it  i 
Only  thofe  bafe  inflidions  fit  for  Slaves, 
Becaufe  I  am  a  Gentleman  • 

SeJfe.  Thou*rt  none. 
Thou  waft  while  thou  ftoodft  good,  thou'rt  now  a  Villain, 
And  Agent  for  the  Devil. 

Vir.  That  Tongue  lies. 
Give  me  my  Sword  again,  and  ftand  all  arm*d ; 
I'll  prove  it  on  ye  all,  I  am  a  Gentleman, 

A  Man  as  fair  in  Honour; rate  your  Prifoners? 

How  poor  and  like  a  Pedagogue  it  Ihews.? 

How  far  from  Noblenefs.?  *tis  fair,  you  may  kill's ; 

But  to  defame  your  Viflory  with  foul  Language,—— 

SeJfe.  Go  fling  him  over-board ;  V\\  teach  you,  Sirrah—* 

Vir.  You  can't  teach  me  to  die.   I  could  kill  you  now 
"With  patience,  in  defpifing  ail  your  cruelties. 
And  make  you  choak  with  anger. 

SeJJe.  Away  I  fay. 

Mart.  Stay,  Sir,  h*as  giv*n  you  fuch  bold  Language, 
1  am  not  reconcil'd  t*  him  yet,  and  therefore 
He  Ihall  not  have  his  wifh  obferv'd  fo  nearly. 
To  die  when  he  pieafe  ;  I  befeech  you  flay,  Sir 

SeJJe.  Do  with  him  what  thou  wilt. 

Mart.  Carry  him  to  th*  Bilboes, 
And  clap  him  fait  there,  with  the  Prince. 

Vir.  Do,  Lady, 
For  any  Death  you  give,  I'm  bound  to  blefs  you. 

lE.\eii?-J  \'ir.  and  Sailors. 
Mart. 
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Mart.  Now  to  your  Cabin,  Sir ;  pray  lean  upon  me. 
And  take  your  reft,  the  Surgeons  wait  all  for  you. 

SrJfe.Thou  mak'ft  me  blulh  to  lee  thee  bear  thy  Fortunes ; 
"Why,  fure  1  have  no  hurt,  I  have  not  fought  fure  ? 

Maji.  You  bleed  apace.  Sir. 

Mari.  Ye  grow  cold  too. 

SeJJe.  I  muft  be  rul'd,  no  leaning. 
My  deeoeft  Wounds  fcorn  Crutches. 

J/l,  A  brave  General.        [Fiouri/h  Trumpets,  Cornets^ 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  two  Sailors. 

1  Sail.  Will  they  not  moore  her? 

2  Sail.  Not  'till  we  come  to  th'  Fort, 
This  is  too  weak  a  place  for  our  defences. 

The  Carpenters  are  hard  at  work  ;  fhe  fwims  well, 
And  may  hold  out  another  fight.  The  Ship  we  took 
Burns  there,  to  give  us  light. 

1  Sail,  She  made  a  brave  fight. 

2  Sail.  She  put  us  all  in  fear. 

1  Sail.  Befhrew  my  Heart  did  fhe. 

Her  Men  are  gone  to  Candy ^  they  are  pepper*d, 
All  but  this  Prifoner. 

2  Sail.  Sure  he's  a  brave  Fellow. 

1  Sail.  A  ftubborn  Knave,but  we  have  puHM  his  bravery. 

\_He  difcovers  Virolet  and  A(ca.mo  in  the  Bilboes. 
Look  how  he  looks  now :  come,  let's  go  ferve  his  Dietj 
Whicii  is  but  Bread  and  Water. 

2  Sail.  He'll  grow  fat  on't.  [Exeunt  Sailors, 
AJca.  t  muft  confefs  I  have  endur'd  much  mifery, 

E'en  almoft  to  the  ruin  of  my  Spirit, 
But  ten  times  more  grows  my  affliction. 
To  find  my  Friend  here. 

Vir.  Had  we  (23)  ferv'd  our  Country^ 

(23)  fcmfd  our  Country^ 

Or  Hon.Jii(s']  This  Senience  feems  to  be  an  Allufion  to 
the  Dying  Sf.eech  ot  Cardinal  IFclJcy,  and  to  make  it  fully  fo  1 
imagine  we  fhou'd  write  thus, 

- ■■  ftvvd  our  CcwJtry, 

jis  lioiiCilly  at  nve  hu\c  done,  &c. 

Or 
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Or  Honefties,  as  we  have  ferv'd  our  Follies, 
We  had  not  been  here  now. 

y^fca.  *Tis  too  true,  Virolet, 

Vir.  And  yet  my  end  in  vent'ring  for  your  fafety. 
Pointed  at  more  than  Ferrand'^  Will,  a  bafe  one-. 
Some  fervice  for  mine  own,  fome  for  my  Nation, 
Some  for  my  Friend  ;  but  I  am  rightly  paid. 
That  durd  adventure  fuch   a  noble  Office, 
From  the  mod  treacherous  command  of  mifchief ; 
You  know  him  now  ? 

y^fca.  And  when  I  nearer  knew  him. 
Then  when  I  waited,  Heav'n  be  witnefs  with  me, 
(And  if  I  lie  my  Miferies  ftill  load  me) 
With    what   Tears    1  have  wooed    him,    with   what 

Prayers, 
What  weight  of  Reafbns  1  have  laid,  what  dangers  ; 
(Then,  when  the  Peoples  curfes  flew  like  ftorms. 
And  every  Tongue  was  whetted  to  defame  him,) 
To  leave  his  Doubts,  his  Tyrannies,  his  Slaughters, 
His  fell  OpnrefTions :  I   know  I   was  hated  too. 

Fir.  And  all  Mankind  that  knew  him ;  thefe  Con- 
feflions 
Do  no  good  to  the  World,  to  Heav'n  they  may. 
Let's  ftudy  to  die  well,  we've  liv'd  like  Coxcombs. 

Jfca.  That  my  misfortune,  fhould  lofe  you  too. 

Fir.  Yes; 
And  not  only  me,  but  many  more,  and  better : 
For  my  life,  'tis  not  this  ;  or  might  I  fave  yours. 
And  fome  brave  Friends  I  have  engag'd,  let  me  go; 
It  were  the  meritorious  Death  I  wi(h  for. 
But  we  muft  hang  or  drown  like  Whelps. 

j^fca.  No  Remedy. 

Fir.  On  my  part  T  expeft  none.     I  know  th'  Man, 
And  know  he  has  been  nettled  to  the  quick  too, 
I  know  his  Nature. 

yffca.  A  mod  cruel  Nature. 

Fir.  His   Wrongs  have  bred    him   up,     I    cannot 
blame  him. 

j^fca.  He  has  a  Daughter  too,  the  greateft  fcorner. 
And  mod  infultcr  upon  Mifery. 

Vol.  VII.  I  Fir, 
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Vir.  For  thofe,  they're  Toys  (24)   to  laugh  at,  not 
to  load  Men  : 
A  Woman's  Mirth  or  Anger,  like  a  Meteor, 
Glides  and  is  gone,  and  leaves  no  crack  behind  it ; 
Our  Miferies  would  fcem  like  Maftcrs  to  us. 
And  (hake  our  manly  Spirits  into  Fcavers, 
If  we  refpeded  thofe  i  the  more  thev  glory. 
And  raife  infuking  Trophies  on  our  Ruin?, 
The  more  our  Vntues  fliine  in  patience. 
Sweet  Prince,  the  name  of  Death  was  never  terrible 
'J'o  him  that  knew  to  live  •,  nor  the  loud  Torrent 
Of  all  Afflidions,  finging  as  they  fwim, 
A  Gall  of  Heart,  but  to  a  guilty  Confcience  . 
"Whilit  we  fiand  fair,  though  by  a  two-edg'd  Storm 
We  find  untimely  falls,  like  early  Roles, 
Bent  to  the  Earth,  we  bear  our  Native  Sweetnefs. 
Jfca.  Good  Sir,  go  on. 
Vir.  When  we  are  little  Children, 
And  cry  and  fret  for  every  Toy  comes  crofs  us ; 
How  fvveetly  do  we  fliew,  when  Sleep  fteals  on  us } 
When  we  grow  great,   (25)  but  our  Affe<5tion  greater, 
And  ftruggle  with  this  flubborn  twin,   born  with  us  ; 
And  tug  and  pull,  yet  ftill  we  find  a  Giant : 
Had  we  not  then  the  privilege  to  deep, 
Our  everlafting  Sleep,  he'd  make  us  Idiots; 
The  Memory  and  Monuments  of  good  Men 
Are  more  than  lives,  and  tho*  their  Tombs  want  Tongues, 
Yet  have  they  Eyes  that  daily  fweat  their  lofTes, 
And  fuch  a  Tear  from  (tone  no  time  can  value. 
To  die  both  young  and  good,  arc  Nature's  curfes, 
As  the  World  fays;  ask  Truth,  they're  bounteous  Bleflings: 
For  then  we  reach  at  Heav'n,  in  our  full  Virtues, 
And  fix  our  felves  new  Stars,  crown'd  with  our  goodnefs. 

(24)  7o  laugh  at,  not  to  lead  Men  :  ]    Here  again  Mr.  Theo' 

bald  was  befcrehand  with  me,  and  reads  load  in  his  Margin,  which 
is  undoubtedly  the  right   word.   So   Afcanio  a   little  above  fays. 

And  if  I  lie,  my  Miferies  ftill  load  me. 

(25)  but  our  Affedions  greater,']  Affe£lion,    as  I  read,    or 

PaJJion,  is  the  ftubborn  fwin  born  ixjith  us,  which  ivou^d  make  us 
Idiots,  if  we  gave  way  to  it,  rather  than  free  ourfelves  from  its  Ty- 
ranny by  the  Sleep  of  Death.  Mr.  Seward. 

Jfca. 
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j^fca.  You've  double  arm'd  me. 
(26)  Hark,  whac  noife  is  this? 

\_Strange  Mufick  ivithin,   Hohoys, 
What  horrid  noife  is  the  Sea  pleas'd  to  fing  ! 
A  hideous  Dirge  to  our  dehverance? 

Vir.  Stand  taft  now. 

\}Vi  thin  fir ange  Cries,  borrid  Noife,  Trumpets. 

^fca.   I  am  fixt. 

Vir.  We  fear  ye  nor. 
Let  Death  appear  in  all  fliapes,  we  fmile  on  him. 

Enter  Martia. 

y^fca.  The  Lady  now. 

Vir.  The  Face  o'th'  Mask  is  alter'd. 

Jfca.  Whac  will  (lie  do  ? 

Vir.   Do  what  (he  can,  1  care  nor. 

jifca.  She  looks  on  you,  Sir. 

Fir.  Rather  (he  looks  through  me, 
But  yet  (he  ftirs  me  not. 

Mart.  Poor  wretched  Slaves, 
Why  do  you  live.''  or  if  ye  hope  for  Mercy, 
Why  do  not  you  howl  out,  and  fill  the  Hold 
With  lamentations,  cries,  and  bafe  fubmilTions, 
Worthy  our  fcorn  ? 

Vir.  Madam,  you  are  miftaken, 
We  are  no  Slaves  to  you,  but  to  blind  Fortune; 
And  if  (he  had  her  Eyes,   and  durlt  be  certain. 
Certain  our  Friend,  I  would  not  bow  unto  her ; 
I  would  not  cry,  nor  ask  ib  bafe  a  Mercy : 
If  you  fee  any  thing  in  our  Appearance, 
Worthy  your  Sexes  foftnefs  and  your,  own  glory, 

(26)   Hark,  rvhat  noife  is  this  ? 

What  horrid  noife  is  the  Sea  pleased  to  fing. 
An  hideous  Dirge  to  our  Deliverance  ?  ]  If  the  Reader  can 
pafs  over  Afcanio%  asking  one  Quellion,  and  anfwering  himfelf  which 
another,  he  has  his  Liberty  ;  but  I  rather  imagine,  that  by  Mif- 
take  what  was  Virolei'%  Part  has  been  given  to  Afcanio,  and  think 
the  Speeches  fhou'd  be  feparated  thus, 

Afc.    Hark  f  avhat  noife  is  this  ? 

What  horrid  noife  is  the  Sea  pleas'd  to  fing? 
Vir.     An  hidfous  Dirge  to  our  Dtlivtranct. 

I  2  Do 
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Do  it  for  that,  and  let  that  good  reward  it: 
\Vc  cannot   beg. 

Mart.  I'll  make  you  beg  and  bow  too. 

Vir.  Madam,   for  what  ? 

Mart.  For  Life-,  and  when  you  hope  it. 
Then  will  1  laugh  and  triumph  on  your  Bafenefs. 

ylfca.  Madam,  'tis  true,  there  may  be  fuch  a  favour. 
And  we  may  ask  it  too,  ask  it  with  Honour; 
And  thank  you  for  that  favour,  nobly  thank  you. 
Though  it  be  Death ;  but  when  we  beg  a  bafe  Life, 
And  beg  it  of  your  fcorn 

Vir.  You're  cozen'd.  Woman, 
Your  handfomnefs  may  do  much,  but  not  this  way ; 
Bjt  for  your  glorious  hate  ' 

Mart.  Are  ye  fo  ftubborn  ? 
S'Death,  I  will  make  you  bow. 

Vir.  'T  muft  b*  in  your  Bed  then  ; 
There  you  may  work  me  to  humility. 

Mart.  Why,  1  can  kill  thee. 

Vir.  If  you  do  it  handfomly, 
It  may  be  I  can  thank  you,  eJfe  ■ 

Mart.  So  glorious  ? 

Jfca.  Her  Cruelty  now  works. 

Mart.  Yet  woot  thou  ? 

Vir.  No. 

Mart.  Wilt  thou  for  Life  fake? 

Vir.  No,  I  know  your  fubtilty. 

Mart.  For  Honour  fake  ? 

Vir.  I  will  not  be  a  Pageant; 
My  Mind  was  ever  firm,  and  fo  I'll  lofe  it. 

Mart.  I'll  ftarve  thee  to  it. 

Vir.  I'll  ftarve  my  felf,  and  crofs  it. 

Mart.  I'll  lay  thee  on  fuch  miferies  — — '• — ■ 

Vir.  I'll  wear  'em. 
And  with  that  wantonnefs,  you  do  your  Bracelets. 

Mart.  I'll  be  a  Month  a  killing  thee. 

Vir.  Poor  Lady, 
I'll  be  a  Month  a  dying  then ;  what's  that  ^ 
There's  many  a  Calenture  out- does  your  cruelty. 


Mart. 
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Alart.  How  might  I  do  in  killing  of  his  Body, 
To  fave  his  noble  Mind  ?  Who  waits  there  ? 

Enter  a  Sailor  with  a  rich  Cap  and  Mantle. 

Sail.   Madam.  [you ; 

Mart.  Unbolt  this  Man,  and  leave  thofe  things  behind 
And  fo  away  :  Now  put  *em  on.  [^Exit  Sailor, 

Vir.  To  what  end  ? 

Mart.  To  my  End,  to  my  Will. 

Vir.  I  will. 

Mart.  I  thank  you. 

Vir.  Nay,  now  you  thank  me,  I'll  do  more.  1*11  tell  ye, 
f  am  a  Servant  to  your  courtefie. 
And  lb  far  will  be  woo'd  ;  but  if  this  Triumph 
Be  only  aim'd  to  make  your  Mifchief  glorious. 
Lady,  you've  put  a  richer  Shroud  upon  me. 
Which  my  ftrong  Mind  jOkiH  fuffer  in. 

Mart.  Come  hither. 
And  all  thy  Bravery  put  into  thy  Carriage, 
For  I'll  admire  thee. 

Vir.  Whither  will  this  Woman? 

Afca.  Take  heed,  my  Friend. 

Mart.  Look,  as  thou  fcorn'dfl:  my  Cruelty, 
I  know  thou  doft. 

Vir.  I  never  fear'd  nor  flatter'd.  [ried. 

Mart.  No,  if  thou  hadft,  thou'dft  died,  and  I  had  glo- 
I  fuffer  now,  and  thou  which  art  my  Prifoner, 
Haft  nobly  won  the  free  Power  to  defpife  me. 
I  love  thee,  and  admire  thee  for  thy  Noblenefs ; 
And,  for  thy  manly  Sufferance,  am  thy  Servant. 

Vir.  Good  Lady,  mock  me  not. 

Mart.  By  I  leav'n  I  love  thee  ; 
And  by  the  Soul  of  Love,  am  one  piece  with  thee : 
Thy  Mind,  thy  Mind !  thy  brave,  thy  manly  Mind, 
That  like  a  Rock,  ftands  all  the  ttorms  of  Fortune, 
And  beats  'cm  roaring  back,   they  cannot  reach  thee: 
That  lovely  Mind  I  doat  on,  not  the  Body  ; 
That  Mind  has  rob'd  me  of  my  Liberty; 
That  Mind  has  darkcn'd  all  my  Bravery, 
And  into  poor  defpis'd  things  turn'd  my  Angers. 

I  3  Receive 
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Receive  me  to  your  Love,  Sir,  and  inftrud  me  •, 
Receive  me  to  your  Bed,  and  marry  me ; 
I'JJ  wait  upon  you,  blefs  the  hour  1  knew  you. 

Fir.  Is  this  a  new  way? 

Mart.  If  you  doubt  my  Faith, 
Firll  take  your  liberty  •,  I'll  make  it  perfecfl. 
Or  any  thing  within  my  power. 

Fir.  I  love  you. 
But  how  to  recompence  your  Love  with  Marriage  ? 
Alas,  I  have  a  Wife. 

Mart.  Dearer  than  I  am  ? 
That  will  adventure  fo  much  for  your  fafety  ? 
Forget  her  Father's  Wrongs,  quit  her  own  Honour, 
Pull  on  her,  for  a  Stranger's  fake,  all  curfes  ? 

Fir.  Shall  this  Prince  have  his  freedom  too  ?  Elfe  all 
1  love  is  gone,  all  my  Friends  perifh.    MarL  He  fhall. 

Fer.  What  fliall  I  do  .? 

Mart.  If  thou  defpife  my  courtefie, 
When  I  am  dead,  for  grief  I  am  forfaken, 
And  no  foft  Hand  left  to  affvvagc  your  Sorrows ; 
Too  late,  but  too  true,  curfe  your  own  cruelties. 

Jfca.  Be  wife  ;  if  fhe  be  true  j  no  thread  is  left  elfe. 
To  guide  us  from  this  Labyrinth  of  mifchief ; 
Nor  no  way  for  our  Friends. 

Fir.  Thus  then  I  take  you, 
I  bind  ye  io  my  Life,  my  Love. 

Mart.  I  take  you. 
And  with  the  like  Bond  tye  my  Heart  your  Servant ; 
We're  now  almofl  at  Harbour,  within  this  hour. 
In  the  dead  Watch,  I'll  have  the  Long-boat  ready. 
And  when  I  give  the  word,  be  fure  you  enter, 
I'll  fee  ye  furnifh'd  both  immediately,  [you ; 

C27)  And  like  your  felves;  fome  trufty  Man  fhall  wait 
The  watch  1*11  make  my  own  i  only  my  Love 
Requires  a  flronger  Vow,  which  I'll  adminifter 
Before  we  go. 

Fir.  PU  take  it  to  confirm  you. 

Mart.  Go  in,  there  are  the  Keys,  unlock  his  Fetters, 

[?.j)  Jnd  like  your  fe!f;'\  The  Grammar  of  this  Paffage  requires  a 
Change  of  Numbers  to  keep  Martia  f  om  uttering  Nonfenfe, 

And 
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And  arm  ye  nobly  both  ;  I*J1  be  with  you  prefently  j 
And  fo  this  loving  Kils. 

Jfca.  Be  contiant,  Lady.  [Exeufif, 

Enter  the  Duke  of  SefTc,  by  Torch  lights  Majier 
and  Surgeon  with  him. 

Surg.  You  grow  fo  angry,    Sir,  your  Wound   goes 
backward. 

SeJJe.  I'm  angry  at  the  time,  at  none  of  you, 
That  fends  but  one  poor  Subjc6l  for  Revenge  •, 
I  would  have  all  the  Court,  and  al!  the  Villany, 
(28)  Was  ever  pradis'd  under  that  foul  Tyrant 
Ferrand.,  and  all   to  quench  my  Wrath. 

Mqjl.   Be  patient. 
Your  Grace  may  find  occafion  every  Hour 
(For  certain  they'll  feek  you)  to  fatisfie. 
And  to  the  full,  your  Anger. 

Sejffe.  'Death  they  dare  not : 
They  know  that  I  command  Death,   feed  his  Plunger, 
And  when  I  let  him  loofe 

Surg.  You'll  never  heal.  Sir, 
If  thele  extreams  dwell  in  you  ;  you  are  old. 
And  burn  your  Spirits  out  with  this  wild  Anger. 

SeJJe.  Thou  lied,  I  am  not  old,  I  am  as  lufty 
And  full  of  manly  heat  as  them,  or  thou  art • 

Majl.  No  more  of  that. 

Sejje.  And  dare  feek  out  a  Danger  •, 
And  hold  him  at  the  Sword's  Point,  when  thou  trembled 
And  creep'ft  into  thy  Box  of  Salves  to  fave  thee. 
Oh  Maftcr,  I  have  had  a  dreadful  Dream  to  Night ! 
Methought  th'  Ship  was  all  on  Fire,and  my  lov'd  Daughter 
To  fave  her  Life,  leapt  into  th'Sea  ;  where  fuddenly 
A  Stranger  fnatcht  her  up,  and  fwam  away  with  her. 

Maji.  'Tvvas  but  the  heat  o'th'  Fight,  Sir. 

[Boat/wain  within,. and  Sailor, 

Boat/.  Look  out,  what's  that  ? 

Saii.  The  Long-boat,  as  I  live. 

(28)  ff'as   e'ver  prailis'd  under  that  foul  Ferrand 
Tyrant.']    Thefe   two    laft   Words  have  chang'd   their   places;  we 
mult  read  as  I  havealter'd  the  place- 

I  4  Boatf. 


136  Tie  Double  Marriage. 

Boat/.  (29)  Ho,  there  i'th*  Long-boat. 

(30)  Sejfe.  What  Noife  is  that !  [Hty. 

I  hear  Sir [Exit  Majier. 

Boat/.  The  Devil  or  his  Dam  j   Hail  her  again  Boys. 

Sail.  The  Long-boat,  ho,  the  Long-boat. 

SeJfe.  Why,  the  Long-boat .? 
Where  is  the  Long-boat,^ 

Bcatf.  She  is  ftol'n  off. 

Enter  Majier. 

SeJJe.  Who  dole  her.? 
Oh  my  propherick  Soul ! 

Maji.  Your  Daughter's  gone,  Sir  : 
The  Prifoners  and  fix  Sailors,  Rogues ! 

Seffe.  Mifchief,  fix  thoufanci  Plagues  fail  with  'em. 
They're  in  her  yet,  make  out. 

MaJi.  We  ha'  ne'er  a  Boat. 

Enter  Gunner. 

Gun.  Who  knew  of  this  Trick  ? 

SeJfe.  Weigh  Anchors  and  away. 

Boat/.  We  ha'  no  Wind,  Sir, 
They'll  beat  us  with  their  Oars. 

SeJfe.  Then  fink  'em  Gunner, 
Oh  fink  *em,  fink  'em,  fink  'em,  claw  *em  Gunner ; 
As  ever  thou  haft  lov'd  me. 

Gun.  I'll  do  reafon, 
But  I'll  be  hang*d  before  I  hurt  the  Lady.  [Exit  Gun. 

(29)  Boatf.  Ho,  there  Pth'  Leng-hoat.'\  The  Edition  of 
1647,  has  made  a  Stage  Direftion  of  what  might  poflibly  have  been 
the  Text  it  felf  once. 

She  claps  on   all  her  Oars. 
To  which  I  wou'd  prefix  the  Sailor,  who  anfwers  the   Boatfwain  a 
Speech  as  before,  then  the  whole  will  run  thus, 
Boatf.   Look  out,  'what's  that  ? 
Sail.   T^he   Long-boat,  as   I  li've  • 
Boatf.   Ho,  there  i'th"  Long-boat. 
Sail.   She  claps  on  all  her  Oars. 
(30)  Seffe.    What  Noffe  is  that ! 

I  hear  Sir ]  So  the  Other  Copies  j  (he  Text 

is  from  the  oldeil  Folio. 

Sejf9. 
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Sejfe.  Who  knew  of  this  ?  [A  Piece  or  two  go  off, 

Maji^  We  (land  all  clear. 

Seje.   What  Devil 
Put  this  bafe  trick  into  her  Tail  ?  My  Daughter, 
And  run  away  with  Rogues !  I  hope  fhe's  funk, 

[^A  Piece  or  two\go  off. 
Or  torn  to  Pieces  with  the  Shot.  Rots  find  her, 
The  Leprofie  of  Whore  (lick  ever  to  her,  , 
Oh  fhe  has  ruin'd  my  Revenge. 

Enter  Gunner. 

Gun.  She's  gone,   Sir. 
I  cannot  reach  her  with  my  Shot,  • 

Sep.  Rife  VV  inds. 
Blow  till  ye  burfl:  the  Air,  and  fwell  the  Seas, 
That  they  may  fink  the  Stars,  Oh  dance  her,  dance  her  ; 
She's  impudently  Wanton,   dance  her,  dance  her. 
Mount  her  upon  your  Surges,  cool  her,  cool  her  j 
She  runs  hot  like  a  Whore,  cool  her,  cool  her  ; 
Oh  now  a  Ihot  (31)   to  fink  her,  come  cut  Cables 
1  will  away  •,  and  where  Ihe  fets  her  Foot, 
Although  it  be  in  Ferrand^s  Court,  Pll  follow  her. 
And  fuch  a  Father's  Vengeance  Ihall  fhe  fuifcr         . 
Dare  any  Man  ftand  by  me  ^ 

Aloft.  All,  all. 

Boat/.  All,  Sir. 

Gun.  And  the  fame  Cup  you  tafte  1 

Seffe.   Cut  Cables  then  ; 
For  I  fhull  never  fieep,   nor  know  what  Peace  is 
'Till  I  have  pluckt  her  Heart  out. 
All  o*main  there.  [IVithin,     Exeunt. 

(31)  To  fink  her:  Cut  Cables,']  The  Folio  of  1647  gives  the  true 
reading. 
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ACT     III.       SCENE     I. 

Enter  Fcrrand,  Ronvere,  Caftruccio,  Villio,  and  Guard. 

RoH.^OU  are  too  gentle.  Sir.  [Flourifh  Cornets. 

*       Fer.  You  are  coo  carelefs : 
The  Creatures  I  have  made,  no  way  regard  me: 
Why  (hould  I  give  you  Names,   Titles  of  Honour, 
Rob  Families  to  fill  your  private  Houfes  ; 
For  your  Advancement  draw  all  Curfes  on  me, 
Wake  tedious  Winter  Nights, ^to  make  them  happy 
That  for  me  break  no  flumber  ? 

Ron.  What  we  can, 
We  dare  do. 

Fer.  Why's  your  Sovereign's  Life  then 
(In  which  you  live,  and  in  whofe  Fall  your  Honours, 
Your  Wealth,  your  Pomp,  your  Pride,  and  all  mufl  fuiTcr) 
No  better  guarded  ?  Oh  my  cruel  Stars, 
That  mark'd  me  out  a  King,  raifing  me  on 
This  Pinacle  of  Greatnefs,  only  to  be 
The  nearer  blafting ! 

Vil.  What  think  you  now,  Cajlruccio? 
Is  not  this  a  merry  Life  ? 

Cajl.  Still  thou  art  cozen'd  > 
It  is  a  glorious  royal  Difcontentment ; 
How  bravely  it  becomes  him  ! 

Fer.  To  be  made 
The  common  Butt,  for  every  Slave  to  flioot  at ; 
No  peace,  no  reft  I  take,  but  their  Alarms 
Beat  at  my  Heart ;  why  do  I  live,  or  leek  then. 
To  add  a  Day  more  to  thefe  glorious  Troubles  ? 
Or  to  what  end,  when  all  I  can  arrive  at, 
Is  but  the  fumming  up  of  Fears  and  Sorrows  ? 
What  Power  has  my  Command,  when  from  my  Bofom 
y^fcanio,  my  moft  dear  and  lov*d  Afcanio^ 
Was  fnatch'd,  fpiteof  my  Will,  fpite  of  my  Succour  ? 
And  by  mine  own  proud  Slave  retained  moft  miferable .? 

And 
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And  ftill  that  Villain  lives  to  nip  my  Pleafures, 

It  being  not  within  my  power  to  reach  him.  [hear 

Ron.  Time  may  reftore  all  this :  C32)  and  would  you 
Whofe  Counfel  never  fail*d  you 

Fer.  Tell  me  no  more, 
I  faint  beneath  the  burthen  of  my  Cares ; 
And  yield  my  felf  mofl:  wretched. 

Ron.  On  my  Knees 
I  beg  it,  mighty  Sir,  vouchfafe  me  hearing. 

Fer.  Speak,  fpeak,  and  I  thus  low,  fuch  is  my  Fortune, 
"Will  hear  what  thou  canft  fay. 

Vil.  Look  but  on  this, 
Has  not  a  Man  that  has  but  means  to  keep 
A  Hawk,  a  Greyhound,  and  a  Hunting  Nag, 
More  Pleafure  than  this  King  ? 

Cajl.  A  dull  Fool  ftill  : 
Make  me  a  King,  and  let  me  fcratch  with  care. 
And  fee  who'll  have  the  better  ;  give  me  Rule, 
Command,  Obedience,  Pleafure  of  a  King, 
And  let  the  Devil  roar  :  The  greatefl:  Corrofive 
A  King  can  have,  is  of  more  precious  tickling. 
And  handled  to  the  height,  more  dear  Delight, 
Than  other  Mens  whole  Lives,  let  'em  be  fafe  too. 

Fil.  Think  of  the  mutinous  People. 

Caji.  Hang  the  People, 
Give  me  the  Pleafure,  let  me  do  all,  awe  all. 
Enjoy  their  Wives  and  States  at  my  Difcretion, 
And  peg  'em  when  I  pleafe,  let  the  Slaves  mumble. 

Fil.  But  fay  they  Ihould  be  vex'd,  and  rife  againft  thee? 

Cq/i.  Let  'em  rife,  let  'em  rife ;  give  me  the  Bridle  here. 
And  fee  if  they  can  crack  my  Girths :  Ah  y/llio. 
Under  the  Sun  there's  nothing  fo  Voluptuous 
As  riding  of  this  Monfter,  till  he  founder. 

Fer.  'Who's  that  fo  loud  ? 

(32)  Suppofe  we  fupplicd  the  Pronoun  here,  which  might  cafilj- 
have  been  dropt  by  tne  not  over-curious  Compofitar,  and  vvricc 
thus, 

■  ani^  •wott'd you  hear  him, 
Whofe  Couvfel,    &c. 
The  Paffage  wou'd  be  more  explicit. 

Caji. 
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Cafi.  Pm  Dumb  :  Is  not  this  rare  ? 
Kings  Looks  make  Pythagoreans  j  is  not  this 
A  happinefs,  Villio  ? 

Vil.  Yes,  to  put  to  filence 
A  fawning  Sycophant. 

Fer.  Thou  fpeakcft  truth  in  all,  \^o  Ronvere. 

And  Mercy  is  a  Vice,  when  there  needs  Rigour, 
"Which  1  with  all  feverity  will  pradice ; 
And  fince,  as  Subjefts  they  pay  not  Obedience, 
They  fhall  be  forc'd  as  Slaves:  I  will  remove 
Their  means  to  hurt,  and  with  the  means,  my  fears  -, 
Go  you  the  fatal  Executioners 
Of  my  Commands,  and  in  our  Name  proclaim, 
That  from  this  hour  I  do  forbid  all  meetings. 
All  private  Conferences  in  the  City  : 
To  feaft  a  Neighbour  fhall  be  Death  ;  to  talk, 
As  they  meet  in  the  Streets,  to  hold  Difcourfe 
By  Writing,  nay  by  Signs;  fee  this  perform'd. 
And  I  will  call  your  cruelty,  to  thofe 
That  dare  repine  at  this,  to  me  true  Service. 

1  Guard.  This  makes  for  us. 

2  Guard.  Ay,  now  we  have  Employments, 

If  we  grow  not  rich,  *tvverc  fit  we  fliould  be  Beggars. 

Fer.  Ro7ivere.  [Exii  Guard. 

Ron.  My  Lord. 

Caji.  Thou  Enemy  to  Majefty, 
What  thinkeft  thou  of  a  Kingdom  ? 

Fil.  As  of  a  Man 
That  hath  power  to  do  ill. 

Cajt.  Or  a  thing  rather 
That  does  divide  an  Empire  with  the  Gods ; 
Obferve  but  with  how  little  Breath  he  fliakes 
A  populous  City,  which  would  (land  unmov'd 
Againlt  a  Whirlwind. 

^V/.  Then  you  make  him  more 
Than  him  that  rules  the  Winds. 

Cajl.  For  me  I  do  profefs  it. 
Were  I  offer'd  to  be  any  thing  on  Earth, 
I  would  be  mighty  Ferrand. 

Fer.  Who  names  me  ? 

Deliver 
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Deliver  thy  Thoughts,  Slave,  thy  Thoughts,  and  truly. 
Or  be  no  more. 

Caji.  They  rather  will  deferve 
Your  Favour  than  your  Fury  ;  I  admire, 
(As  who  does  nor,  that  is  a  Loyal  Subjed  ?) 
Your  Wildom,  Power,  your  perfcd  Happinefs, 
The  mofl:  bleft  of  Mankind. 

Fcr.  Did  ft  thou  but  feel 
The  weighty  Sorrows  that  fit  on  a  Crown, 
Though  thou  fliouldft  find  one  in  the  Streets,  Cajlruccio^ 
Thou  wouldft  not  think  it  worth  the  taking  up  i 
But  fince  thou  art  enamour'd  of  my  Fortune, 
Thou  fhak  e'er  long  tafte  of  it. 

Caft.  But  one  Day, 
And  then  let  me  expire. 

Fcr.  Go  to  my  Wardrobe, 
And  of  the  richeft  things  I  wear,  cull  out 
What  thou  think'ft  fit:  Do  you  attend  him.  Sirrah. 

Vil.     I  warrant  you  I  fhall  be  at  his  Elbow, 
The  Fool  will  never  leave  him.  ^Ex.  Vil.  and  Caft. 

Caji.  Made  for  ever.  [^  Shout  within. 

Fcr.  What  Shout  is  that,  draw  up  our  Guards. 

Enter  Viroler,  Afcanio,  and  a  Servant. 

Ron.  Thofe  rather 
Speak  Joy  than  Danger.  (33)  Vir.  Bring  her  to  my  Houfc. 
I  would  not  have  her  feen  here. 

Fer.  My  Jfcaniol 
The  moft  defir'd  of  all  Men,  let  me  die 
In  thefe  Embraces ;  how  wert  thou  redeem*d } 

jljca.  Sir,  this  is  my  Preferver. 

Ftr.  At  more  Leifure 
C34)  I  will  enquire  the  Manner,  and  the  Means: 
I  cannot  fpare  \o  much  time  now  from  my 

(33)  Ron.  Bring  her  to  my  Houfe, 

I  muoud  not  have  her  feen  here.l  This  is  evidently 
a  Direftion  of  FiroIet\  relating  to  Martia,  and  to  him  it  fhou'd 
be  reftored.  Mr.  Seward. 

(34)  I nvill  enquire  the  Manner  and  the  Means, 

I  cannot  fpare  fa    much   time   wotv]    I   fufpeft  that  /  cannot 
fhouM  be  read  Tet  cannot.  The  reaCon  is  plain, 

More 
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More  (Irid:  Embraces :  Vtyolet,  welcome  too. 

This  Service  weighs  down  your  intended  Treafon. 

You  long  have  been  mine  Enemy ;  learn  now 

To  be  my  Friend,  and  loyal ;  I  ask  no  more,  ; 

And  live  as  free  as  Ferrand.     Let  him  have 

The  Forty  thoufand  Crowns  I  gladly  promised 

For  my  Jlfcanio*^  Freedom  ;  and  deliver 

His  Father  and  his  Wife  to  him  in  Safety. 

Something  hath  pafs'd  which  1  am  forry  for. 

But  'twill  not  now  be  help*d.     Come,  my  yifcanio. 

And  reap  the  Harvell  of  my  Winter- Travels. 

My  beft  Jfcanio^  my  lov'd  Afcanio, 

\Fl0urifl2  Cornets.    Ex.  Fer.  Afcanio, 

Vir.  My  Lord,  all  former  Paflages  forgot, 
I  am  become  a  Suitor. 

Roti.  To  me,  Virolet  ? 

Vir.  To  you,  yet  will  not  beg  the  Courtefie, 
But  largely  pay  you  for  it. 

Ron.  To  the  purpofe. 

Vir.  The  Forty  thoufand  Crowns  the  King  hath  given 
I  will  beftow  on  you,  if  by  your  means  • 
I    may  have  Liberty  for  a  Divorce 
Between  me  and  my  Wife. 

Ron.  Your  Juliana  ? 
That  for  you  hath  endur'd  fo  much,  fo  nobly  ? 

Vir.  The  more  my  Sorrow  ;  but  it  muft  be  fo. 

Ron.  I  will  not  hinder  it.  Without  a  Bribe, 
For  mine  own  Ends,  I  would  have  further'd  this. 
I  will  ufe  all  my  Power. 

(35)  Vir.  'Tis  all  I  ask. 
Oh  my  curs'd  Fate,  that  ever  Man  fliould  hate 
Himfelf  for  being  belov*d,  or  be  compell'd 
To  cad  away  a  Jewel  Kings  would  buy. 
The*  with  the  Lofs  of  Crown  and  Monarchy !      [ExemL 

(35)  Ron. ''Tis  all  I  ask.'l  Thit  Ronvere  ca.ri't  be  the  Speaker  here 
is  too  plain  j  Virolet  is  the  real  Perfon,  and  to  him  I  have  given 
this  Speech,  and  was  confirm'd  in  it  by  the  Folio  of  1647,  and 
that  of  1679. 

Enter 
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Enter  Sefit,  Majier,  Boaifwain,  and  Gunner. 

Sejfe.  How  do  I  look  ? 

Majl.  You  are  fo  ftrangely  alter'd. 
We  fcarce  can  know  you-,  fo  young  again,  and  utterly 
From  that  you  were.  Figure,  or  any  Favour ; 
Your  Friends  cannot  difcern  you. 

Sejje.  I  have  none. 
None  but  my  fair  Revenge,  and  let  that  know  me! 
You're  finely  alter'd  too. 

Boat/.  To  pleafe  your  Humour  : 
But  we  may  pafs  without  Difguife,  our  Living 
Was  never  in  their  Element. 

Gun.  This  Jew  fure, 
That  alter'd  you,  is  a  mad  Knave. 

SeJfe.  Oh!  a  moft  excellent  Fellow.  [SnowofF, 

Gun.  How  he  has  mew'd  your  Head,   has  rubb'd  the 
And  run  your  Beard  into  a  Peak  of  Twenty. 

Boat/.  Stopt  all  the  Crannies  in  your  Face. 

Majl.  Moll  rarely.  [fparkling. 

Boat/.  And  now  you  look  as  plump,  your  Eyes  as 
As  if  you  were  to  leap  into  a  Lady's  Saddle. 
Has  he  not  fet  your  Nole  awry  ? 

SeJje.  The  better. 

Boatf.  I  think't  be  th'  better,  but  'tis  awry  fure  ; 
North  and  by  Eaji^  ay,  there's  the  Point  it  ftands  in  ; 
Now  half  a  Point  to  the  Southward. 

Sejfe.  I  could  laugh. 
But  that  my  Bufinefs  requires  no  Mirth  now. 
Thou  art  a  merry  Fellow. 

Boatf.  I  would  the  Jew.^  Sir,  [in't. 

Could  fteer  my  Head  right ;   for  IVc  fuch  a  Swimming 
Ever  fince  I  went  to  Sea  firft. 

Mafi.  Take  Wine  and  purge  it. 

Boatf  I've  had  a  thoufand  Pills  of  Sack,  a  thouland, 
A  thoufand  Pottle-Pills. 

Gun.  Take  more. 

Boatf.  Good  Do6tor, 
Your  Patient  is  eafily  perfwaded. 

Mafi,  The  next  fair  open  Weather. 

Methinks 


144-  ^^^  Double  Marriage, 

Methinks  this  Jew^ 

If  he  were  truly  known  to  foundcrM  Courtiers, 
And  decay'd  Ladies,  that  have  loft  their  Fleeces 
On  ev'ry  Bufh,   might  pick  a  pretty  Living.  [him  : 

Boat/.  Thebeftof  all  (36Jour  Gallants  now  be  glad  of 
For  if  you  mark  their  Marches,  they  are  tender. 
Soft,  foft,  and  tender  ;  then  but  obferve  their  Bodies, 
And  you  fhall  find  them  cemented  by  a  Surgeon, 
Or  fome  Phyfician,  for  a  Year  or  two. 
And  then  to  th*  Tub  again,  for  a  new  Pickle. 
This  Jew  might  live  a  Gentile  here. 

Enter  two  Citizens  at  oppejite  DocrSy  fainting  afar  off. 

Seje.  Who're  thefe  ? 
Stand  clofe  and  mark. 

Boatf.  Thefe  are  no  Men,  th*  are  Motions. 

Seffe.  What  fad  and  ruthful  Faces ! 

Boatf.  How  they  duck  ! 
This  fenfelefs,  filent  Courtefie,  methinks. 
Shews  like  two  Turks  faluting  one  another. 
On  two  French  Porters  Backs. 

Sejfe.  They  are  my  Country- men. 
And  this,  fomc  forc*d  Inflidtion  from  the  Tyrant ; 
What  are  you,  why  is  this  ?  Why  move  thus  filent. 
As  if  you  were  wandring  Shadows  ?  Why  fo  fad  ? 
Your  Tongues  (eal'd  up :  Are  ye  of  fcveral  Countries  ? 
You  underftand  not  one  another  .? 

Gun.  That's  an  EngliPcman. 
He  looks  as  though  h'ad  loft  his  Dog. 

Seffe.  Your  Habits 
Shew  ye  all  Neapolitans  \  and  your  Faces 
Deliver  you  oppreflTed  Things :  Speak  boldly. 
Do  you  groan  and  labour  under  this  ftifF  Yoak  ? 

Mafi.  They  fhake  their  Heads  and  weep. 

Seffe.  Oh  Mifery  ! 
Give  plenteous  Sorrows  and  no  Tongue    to  fhew  *em  ? 
This  is  a  ftudy'd  Cruelty. 

(36)  So  the  Folio  of  1647.  The  Editions  of  1679  and  171  f, 
■  ■  our  Gallant i  fhou'd   be  glad  of  him, 

I  Cit, 
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iCit.  Begone,  Sir, 
It  feems  you  are  a  Stranger,  and  fave  your  felF. 

2  CiL  You  wonder  here  at  us  •,  as  much  we  wonder 
To  hear  you  fpeak  fa  openly  and  boldly, 
The  King's  Command  being  publifh*d  to  the  contrary  \ 
*Tis  Death  here,  above  two  to  talk  together ; 
And  that  muft  be  but  common  Salutation  neither. 
Short,  and  fo  part. 

Boaif.  How  fhould  a  Man  buy  Muftard, 
If  he  be  forc'd  to  (lay  the  making  of  it  ? 

Within.  Clear  all  the  Streets  before  the  King. 

I  Cit.  Get  off,  Sir, 
And  fhift,  as  we  mult  do.  \_Exeunt  Citizens, 

Sejje.  I  will  lee  his  Glory. 

Majl.  Stand  fad  now,  and  like  Men.    [^Flouyijh  Colours, 

Enter  Caflruccio,  like  the  King,  in  the  rrAdJl  of  a 
Guard -y  and  Villio. 

Cajl.  Begin  the  Game,  Sir, 
And  pluck  me  down  the  Row  of  Houfes  there. 
They  hide  the  View  o*th'  Hill  •,  and  fink  thole  Merchants, 
Their  Ships  are  foul,  and  (link. 

Maji.  This  is  a  fweet  Youth* 

Caji.  All  that  are  taken  in  AlTemblles, 
Their  Houfes  and  their  Wives,  their  Wealths  are  forfeit. 
Their  Lives  at  your  Devotion.     Villains,  Knaves, 
Til  make  you  bow  and  (hake,  I'll  make  you  kneel,  Rogues, 
How  brave  'tis  to  be  a  King  ? 

Gun.  Here's  fine  Tumbling. 

CaJi.  No  Man  fhall  fit  i'th'  Temple  near  another. 

Boatf  Nor  lye  with  his  own  Wife. 

Cajl.  All  upon  Pain 
Of  prefcnt  Death,  forget  to  write. 

Boatf.  That's  excellent. 
Carriers  and  Footpofts  will  be  arrant  Rebels. 

Cafhi  No  Charadcr,  or  Stamp,  that  may  deliver 
This  Man's  Intention,  to  that  Man  i'th'  Country. 

Gun.  Nay,  and  you  cut  off.  After  my  hearty  Commen- 
Your  Friend  and  Oliver.     No  more.  Rations, 

Cafl.  No  Man  fmile, 

Vol.  VII.  K  And 
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^pH  wpar  a  Face  of  Mirth  :  That  Fellow's  cunning. 
And  hides  a  double  Heart  -,  he*s  your  Prize,  fmoke  him. 

Enter  Virolet,  Ronvere,    ATcanio,    and  Martia, 
pi^JJing  over. 

Sejfe.  What  bafe  Abufe  is  this  ?  Ha  ?  'tis  her  Face  fure. 
My  Prifoners  with  her  too  ?  By  Hcav'n,  (3^)  wild  Whore, 
Now  is  my  time. 

Mafi.  Do  what  you  will. 

Sejfe.  Stay,  hold  yet, 
My  Country  flial)  be  ferv'd  firfl:,  let  her  go; 
We*ll  have  an  Hour  for  her,  to  make  her  tremble. 
Now  fhew  our  fdves,  and  blefs  you  with  your  Valours. 

Guard.  Here's  a  whole  plump  of  Rogues. 

[Virolet,  (^c.  go  off  again. 

Srjfe.  Now  for  your  Country. 

Caji.  Away  with  *em  and  hang  'cm  ;  fhew  no  Mercy, 
I  fay  no  Mercy. 

SeJfe.  Be  it  fo,  upon  'em. 

Guard.  Treafon,  Treafon,  Treafon. 

jSoaif.  Cut  the  Slaves  to  Giggets. 

Gun.  Down  with  the  Bullbeefs. 

SeJ/e.  Hold,  hold,  I  command  you, look  here. 

Cq/i.  A  miferable  thing;   I  am  no  King,  Sir. 

S^e.  Sirrah,  your  Fool's  Face  has  prefcrv'd  your  Life. 
Wear  no  more  King's  Coats,  you  have  Icap*d  a  fcouring. 

Boaff.   Is't  not  the  King  ? 

Sf/fe.  No,  'tis  a  prating  Rafcal, 
The  Puppy  makes  him  Mirth.     Cajl.  Yes,  Sir,  I  am 
A  Puppy.     Boalf.  1  bcfeech  you  let  me  hang  him, 
I'll  do't  in  my  Belt  (Iraight. 

CaJ}.  As  you're  honourable,  — — . 
I    is  enough,  you  may  hang  me.     Gun.  I'll  hang 
A  Squib  at  his  Tail  that  fhall  blow  both  his 
Buttocks,  like  a  Petard.     Caji.  Do  any  thing; 
But  do  not  kill  me.  Gentlemen. 

{ 3 7)    '^^'^'^  Wkore, ]  I  have  a  fmall  Sufpicion  here  that  vildt  \% 

the  true  reading,  but  1  have  not  ventur'd  to  diilurb  the  1  cxt. 

Enter 
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Enter  Citizens, 

Boatf.  Let's  flea  him,  [Lives* 

And  have  him  Fly-blown.    Cit.  Away,  and  favc  your 
The  King  himfelf  is  coming  on  j  if  you  ftay. 
You're  loft  for  ever  5  let  noc  io  much  Noblenels 
Wilfully  perilh. 

Sejfe.  How  near? 

2  Cit,  He's  here  behind  you. 

Seffe,  We  thank  you.     Vanifh,  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Ferrand,  and  Ronvere.     Flourijh  Cornets, 

Ver.  Double  the  Guards,  and  take  in  Men  that  dare, 
Thefe  Slaves  are  frighted  •,  where  are  the  proud  Rebels  .^ 
To  what  Proteflion  fled  ?  What  Villain  leads  'em  ? 
Under  our  Nofe  difl:urb'd  our  Reft  .^ 

Ron.  We  fliall  hear, 
For  fuch  a  Search  I've  fent,  to  hunt  the  Traitors. 

Per.  Yet  better  Men  I  fay,  we  ftand  too  open. 
How  now,  Cajlruccio?  How  d'you  like  our  Glory  .' 

Caji.  I  muft  confefs,  'twas  fomewhat  more  than  my 
This  open  Glory  agrees  not  with  my  Body  ;  [Match,  Sir  j 
But  if  it  were  i'th'  Caftle,  or  fome  Strength, 
Where  I  might  have  my  fwing. 

Vil.  You  have  been  fwing'd,  Brother ; 
How  thefe  Delights  have  tickled  you?  You  itch  yet? 
Will  you  walk  out  again  in  Pomp? 

CaJi.  Good  Fool. 

Vil,  Thefe  Rogues  muft  be  rebuk'd,  they  are  too  fawcy, 
Thefe  peremptory  Knaves.  Will  you  walk  out.  Sir, 
And  take  the  Remnant  of  your  Coronation  ? 
The  People  ftay  to  fee  it. 

Per.  Do  not  vex  him, 
H'as  Grief  enough  in's  Bones  i  you  fliall  to  th*  Citadel^ 
And  like  my  felf  command,  there  ufe  your  Pleafurc  5 
But  take  heed  to  your  Perfon. 

Vil.  The  more  Danger, 
Still  the  more  Honour,  Brother. 

Cajl.  If  I  reign  not  then. 
And  like  a  King,  and  (hou  flialt  know  it.  Fool, 

K  2  And 
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And  thou  fhalt  feel  it.  Fool. 

Fil.    Fools  ftiil  are  Freemen, 
1*11  fue  for  a  Protection,  *[ill  thy  Reign's  out. 

Per.  The  People  have  abus'd  the  Liberty 
I  late  allow'd,  I  now  proclaim  it  flrai[er. 
No  Men  ihall  walk  together,  nor  lalute  j 
For  they  that  do  Ihall  die. 

Ron.  (38)  You  hit  the  right,  Sir  ; 
That  Liberty  cut  off,  you're  Irec  from  Praftlce. 

Fer.  Renew  my  Guards. 

Ron.  1  fhall. 

Fer.  And  keep  ftrid  Watches ; 
One  Hour  of  Joy  I  ask. 

Ron.  You  fhall  have  many.    {Exeunt.  Flourijh  Cornets: 

Enter  Pandulpho,  and  Juliana,  led  by  two  of  the  Guards^ 
as  not  yet  fully  recovered. 

2  Guard.  You're  now  at  Liberty,  in  your  own  Houfe, 
And  here  our  Charge  takes  end.  [Lady, 

Pan.  'Tis  now  a  Cuftoni, 
"We  muft  e*en  woe  ihofe  Men  deferve  worft  of  us, 
And  fo  we  thank  your  Labours  -,  there's  to  drink. 
For  that  and  Mifchief  are  your  Occupations, 
And  to  mean  well  to  no  Man,  your  chief'll:  Harvefts. 

2  Guard.  You  give  liberally,  we  hope,  Sir,  er't  be  long, 
To  be  oftner  acquainted  with  your  Bounty, 
And  fo  we  leave  you. 

Pan.  Do,  for  1  doat  not  on  ye. 

Jul.  But  where's  my  Husband  ?  What  fliould  I  do  here. 
Or  what  Share  have  I  in  this  Joy,  call'd  Liberty, 
Without  his  Company  ?  Why  did  you  flatter  me. 
And  tell  me  he  was  return'd,  his  Service  honour'd  ? 

1  Guard.  He  is  fo,  and  (lands  high  in  the  King's  Favour, 
His  Friends  redeemed,  and  his  own  Liberty, 
From  which  yours  is  deriv'd,  confirm'd  j  his  Service, 
To  his  own  Wi/h,  rewarded ;  So  farewel.  Lady. 

\^Exe.  Guard, 

(58)  Teu  hit   tie  rig't.    Sir;']    The   moil  ufual    Expreffion  is 
iii>;;#,  buc  I  have  becu  unwilling  to  make  any  Alteraiion. 

Pan, 
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Pan.  Go  perfecute  the  Good,  and  hunt,  ye  Hell-  hounds; 
Ye  Leeches  of  the  Time,  fuck  *cill  ye  burft.  Slaves; 
How  does  my  Girl  ? 

Jul.  Weak  yet,   but  full  of  Comfort. 

Pan.  Sit  down,  and  tu.ke  fome  Reft. 

Jul.  My  Heart's  whole.  Father  ; 
That  joys  and  leaps,  to  hear  my  Virokt^ 
My  Dear,  my  Life,  has  conqucr'd  his  Affliftions. 

Pan.  Thofe  rude  Hands,  and  that  bloody  Will  that  did 
That  durft  upon  thy  tender  Body  print  [this, 

Thefe  Charaders  of  Cruelty  ;  hear  me  Heav*n. 

Jul.  O  Sir,  be  fparing. 

Pan.  !M1  fpeak't,  tho'  I  burfl ; 
And  tho*  the  Air  had  Ears,  and  ferv'd  the  Tyrant, 
Out  it  Ihould  go  :  O  hear  me  thou  great  Jufticej 
The  Mileries  that  wait  upon  their  Milchiets, 
Let  them  be  numberlels,  and  no  Eye  pity 
Them,  when  their  Souls  are  loaden,  and  in  labour. 
And  wounded   through,   and   through,   with  guilt  and 

horrour. 
As  mine  is  now  with  Grief;  let  Men  laugh  at  'em     ['em. 
Then,  when  their  monftrous  Sins,  like  Earth-quakes,  Ihake 
And  thofe  Eyes,  that  forgot  Heav'n,  would  look  upward, 
(The  bloody  Alarms  ot  the  Confcience  beating,) 
Let  Mercy  fly,  and  Day  ftruck  into  Darknefs, 
Leave  their  blind  Souls,  to  hunt  out  their  ov/n  Horrours. 

Jul.  Enough,  enough,  we  mull  forget  dear  Father  ; 
(39)  For  then  we're  glorious  Forms  of  Hcav'n  ;  and  live. 

When 

(39)  Tor  then  nut' re  glorlom  Forms  ofHea'v'n  ;  and  li've,']  If  we 
are  glorious  Forms  of  Heaven,  then  we  live  fuch  to  be  fure  ;  iho*  by 
li'vt  here  join'd  to  are  one  wou'd  imagine  the  Poccs  defign'd  to  affix 
difft^rent  Senfes  to  thefe  two  Verfcs,  and  be  unde.-ftood  thui,  —  we 
muft  forget,  for  then  we  not  only  are,  but  contii^ue  or  remain  to 
be  glorious  Forms  ofHeaiJ'n  twhen,  &c.  Yet  1  fufpe£t  (and  Mr.  St' 
xnard  too)    hat  the  Line  might  be   wrore  originally  thus. 

For  then  ive  glorious  Forms  of  Hea'v'n  live, 
live  here   anfwering   to   the    La'.in   f^i-uo,    whic^i   oftentimes   is    no 
more    than   Sum:     Thus    Plautus,  in    the  I'rologae    to  jlmplytria. 
Line  75,  and  ehewhcre  has, 

Virtute  dixit  nos  reQius  vivcrc, 
Fion  ambitiont  ntqut  perjidia. 

K  3  So 
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When  we  can  fufFer,  and  as  foon  forgive. 

But  where'jj  my  Lord?  Methinks  Tve  feen  this  Houfc, 

And  have  been  in*t  before. 

Pan.  Thine  own  Houfe,  Jewel. 

Jul.  Mine,without  him  ?  Or  his,without  my  Company 
I  think  it  cannot  be,  it  was  not  wont,  Father.  [Hcav'n 

Pan.  Some  bufmefs  with  the  King,  (let  ic  be  good. 
Retains  him  fure. 

Enter  Luck>. 

Jul.  It  muft  be  good  and  noble, 
For  all  Men,  that  he  treats  with,  tafte  of  Virtue ; 
His  Words  and  Anions  are  his  own,  and  Honour's, 
(40)  Not  brought,  nor  compeU*d  from  him. 

Pan.  Here's  the  Boy. 
He  can  confirm  us  more ;  how  fad  the  Child  looks  ? 
Come  hither,  Lucioy  how,  and  where's  thy  Mailer  ? 

Jul.  Speak,  gentle  Boy. 

Pan.  Is  he  return 'd  in  fafety  ? 

Jul.  If  not,  and  that  thou  knoweft  is  miferable. 
Our  hopes  and  happinefs'  declin'd  for  ever  s 

So  too  Horace  in  his  Sermones,  Lib.  2.  5.  2%. 

Vivet  uter  locuples  fine  fiatis,  improbus  ultra 

~ -■■-  «.  ■     ■       ■   ilitui  efio 

Defcnfor. • 

And  that  our  Authors  alone  may  not  be  charged  with  the  Crinr 
of  innovating  in  their  ov/n  Language  ;  the  great  Spenfer,  their  Cor. 
temporary,  has  us'd  dwell  in  the  Senfe  ct  to  bty  mure  than  onct 
So  Fairy  ^een,    B.  l.   C.  2.  26. 

In  this  fad  Plight,  friendlefsy  unfortunate ^ 
Noiv  miferable  1  Fidelia  duell, 
Craving  of  you,   in  pity  of  my  State, 
*ro   do  none  ill,   if  pleafe  you   not  do  nvell. 
He  in  great  Pajton  all  the  nubile  did  dwell,   i^c. 
So  again,   B.  3.  C.  10.  49. 

80  clofely  as  be  coud  (Malbecco)   to  them  be  creptt 
Wben  lueary  of  their  Sport  to  Sleep  they  fell ; 
^nd  to  his  Wife,   that  now  full  foundlyjlept. 
He  luhifperd  in   her  Ear,   and  did  her  tell, 
That  it  ivas  he  ■vjbi:h  by   her  Side  ///V  dwell, 
^nd  therefore  prafd  htr  nuake   to  hear   bim  plaint. 
(40}  So  the  oldeft  Folio.   The  other  C  opies. 
Not   brought,  or  tompelPd  from  bin. 

Study 
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Study  a  Sorrow  excellent  as  thy  Mafter, 
Then  if  thou  canft  hve,  leave  us. 

Luc.   Noble  Madam, 
My  Lord  is  fafe  return*d,  fafe  to  his  Friends,  and  Fortune, 
Sife  to  his  Country,  entertained  with  Honour, 
Is  here  within  the  Houle. 

Jul.  Do  not  mock  me. 

Luc.  But  fuch  a  Melancholy  hangs  on's  Mind, 
And  in  his  Eyes  inhabit  fuch  fad  Shadows  j 
But  what  the  caufe  is ■ 

Pan.  Go  tell  him  we  are  here,  Boy, 
There  muft  be  no  caufe  now. 

Jul.  Haft  thou  forgot  mc  ? 

Luc.  No,  nobleft  Lady. 

Jul.  Tell  him  I  am  here, 
Tell  him  his  Wife  is  here,  found  my  Name  to  him. 
And  thou  (halt  fee  him  ftart  i  fpeak  Juliana^ 
And  like  the  Sun  that  labours  through  a  Tempeft, 
How  fuddenly  he  will  difperfe  his  ladnels  ? 

Pan.  Go  I  command  thee  inltantly. 
And  charge  him  on  his  Duty. 

Jul.  On  his  Love,  Boy  : 
I'd  fain  go  to  him. 

Pan.  Away,  away,  youVe  foolifh. 

Jul.  Bear  all  my  Service,  fweet  Boy  — 

Pan.  Art  thou  here  ft  ill }  [thee. 

Jul.  And  tell  him  what  thou  wilt  that  ftiall  become 

Pan.  WW  Houfe,  and  know  we're  here.  [£x;/Lucio. 

Jul.  No,  no,  he  did  not  j 
I  warrant  you  he  did  not :  Could  you  think 
His  Love  had  lefs  than  Wings,  (had  he  but  feen  me,) 
His  ftrong  Affeftion  any  thing  but  Fire 
Confuming  all  weak  lets  and  rubs  before  ir. 
Till  he  had  met  my  Flame,  and  made  one  Body  ? 
If  ever  Heav'n's  high  Bleffings  met  in  one  Man, 
And  there  eredted  to  their  holy  Ufes 
A  facred  Mind  fit  for  their  Services, 
Built  all  of  poliftit  Honour,  'twas  in  this  Man  l 
Mifdoubt  him  not. 

Pan.  I  know  he's  truly  Noble  ;. 

K  4  But 
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Bjt  why  this  fadnefs,  when  the  general  Caufc 
Requires  a  Jubile  of  Joy  ? 
Jul.  I  know  not. 

Enter  Virolet  and  Lucio. 

Pan.  Pray  Heav'n  you  find  it  not. 
Jul.  I  hope  I  fhall  not : 
O  here  he  comes,  and  with  him  all  my  Happinefs ; 
He  (lays  and  thinks,  we  may  be  too  unmannerly  ; 
Pray  give  him  leave.  [They  Jiand off. 

Pan    I  do  not  like  this  fadnels. 
Vir.  O  hard  Conditiion  of  my  Mifery! 
Unheard  ot  Plagues !  When  to  behold  that  Woman, 
That  chafte  and  virtuous  Woman,  that  preferv'd  me. 
That  pious  Wife,  wedded  to  my  Affli6lons, 
Muft  be  more  terrible  than  all  my  Dangers. 
O  Fortune,  thou  haft  robb*d  me  of  my  making, 
The  noble  Building  of  a  Man  demolifh'd. 
And  flung  me  headlong,  on  a  Sin  fo  bafe 
M.m  and  Mankind  contemn,  e*en  Bcafts  abhor  it; 
A  Sin  more  dull  than  Drink,  a  Shame  beyond  it; 
So  foul,  and  far  from  Faith,  I  dare  not  name  it, 
But  it  will  cry  it  felf  out  loud.  Ingratitude. 
Your  BlefTing,   Sir. 

Pan.  You  have  it  in  abundances 
$0  is  our  Joy,   to  fee  you  fafe. 
Vir.  My  Dear  one. 

Jul.  H'as  not  forgot  me  yet :  O  take  me  to  you.  Sir. 
Vir.  Mud  this  be  added  to  encreafe  my  Milery, 
That  file  muft  weep  for  Joy,  and  lofe  that  Goodnefs ,? 
My  Juliana,  e'en  the  beft  of  Women, 
Of  Wives  the  perfefteft  ;  \^t  me  fpeak  this. 
And  with  a  Modefty  declare  thy  Virtues, 
Chafter  than  Chryftal,  on  the  Scythian  Ciifts, 
The  more  the  proud  Winds  court,  the  more  the  purer. 
Sweeter  in  thy  Obedience  than  a  Sacrifice  ; 
And  in  thy  Mind  a  Saint,  that  even  yet  iivino-, 
Produceft  Miracles;  and  Women  daily,. 
With  cicoked  and  lame  Souls  creep  to  thy  Goodne/s, 
Which  having  toucht  at,  they  become  Ej:amplcs. 

The 
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The  Fortitude  of  all  their  Sex  (41)  is  fable, 
Compar*d  to  thine  ;  and  they  that  filPd  up  Glory, 
And  Admiration,  in  the  Age  behind  us, 
Out  of  their  celebrated  Urns  are  ftarted, 
To  dare  upon  the  Greatnefs  of  thy  Spirit; 
Wondring  what  new  Martyr  Heav*n  has  begor. 
To  fill  the  Times  with  Truth,  and  eafe  their  Stories: 
Being  all  thefe,  and  excellent  in  Beauty, 
(For  noble  things  dwell  in  the  nobleil  Buildings) 
Thou  haft  undone  thy  Husband,  made  him  wretched, 
A  miferable  Man,  my  Julianay 
Thou'fl:  made  thy  Virolet. 

Jul.  Now  Goodnels  keep  me  ; 
Oh  !  my  dear  Lord. 

Pan.  She  wrong  you  ?  what's  the  meaning  ? 
Weep  not,  but  fpeak,  I  charge  you  on  Obedience ; 
Your  Father  charges  you  j  flie  make  you  milerable  ? 
That  you  your  felf  confefs. 

Fir.  I  do,  that  kills  me ; 
And  far  lefs  I  have  fpoke  her  than  her  Merit, 

Jul.  It  is  fome  fm  of  Weakncfs,  or  of  Ignorance  ? 
For  fure  my  Will  — 

Vtr.  No,  'tis  a  fin  of  Excellence : 
Forgive  me  Heav*n,  that  I  prophane  thy  BleiTings : 
Sit  ft  ill,  I'll  fliew  you  all.  lExit  Vir. 

Pan.  What  means  this  Madnefs  ? 
For  fure  there  is  no  tafte  of  right  Man  in  it ; 
Grieves  he  our  Liberty,  our  Prefervation  ? 
Or  has  the  greatnefs  of  the  deed  he  has  done. 
Made  him  forget,  for  whom,  and  how  he  did  it. 
And  looking  down  upon  us,  fcorn  the  benefit  ? 
Well  Virokt^  if  thou  beeft  proud,  or  treacherous 

Jul.  He  cannot,  Sir,  he  cannot;  he  will  fhew  us. 
And  with  that  reafon  ground  his  Words  ■ 

(41)   is  f able,']     Tho'  a  flight  Corruption  has  quite  chang'd 

the  Word,  yet  as  it  lias  left  fome  Senfe  remaining,  it  has  elcap'd  tliC 
Obiervation  of  former  Editors  ;  h\.ii  fcekU  b.iiig  in  proper  Antithe- 
fis  to  Fortitude,  is  undoiibtedly  the  true  Reading.  Mr,  SezvarJ. 

Enter 
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Enter  Virolet,  Martia,  and  Ronvere, 

Pan.  He  comes. 
"What  Maiqje  is  this?  what  admirable  Beauty  ? 
Pray  Heav'n  his  Heart  be  true. 

Jul.  A  goodly  Woman. 

Vir.  Tell  me,  my  Dear,  and  tell  me  without  flattery, 
As  you  are  nobly  honefl:,  fpcak  the  Truth  j 
"Whar  mink  you  of  chis  Lady  ? 

Jul   She's  moft  excellent.  [one, 

f^ir.  (42)  M]g:it  not  thiv Beauty,  tell  me  that,  it's  a  fweet 
Without  more  letting  off,  as  now  it  is. 
Thanking  "o  greater  Miltrefs  than  meer  Nature, 
Stagger  a  conltant  Heart? 

Pan.  She's  full  ot  wonder ! 
But  yet;  yet  Virolet 

Vir    Pray  by  your  leave,  Sir  .' 

Jul.  Sne  would  amaze. 

Vir.  O  !  would  (he  fo  .?  I  thank  you.  i 

Say  to  this  Beaury,  fhe  have  all  Additions, 
Wealth,  noble  Birth  . 

Pa7i.  O  hold  there. 

Vir.  All  Virtues, 
A  Mind  as  full  of  Candor  as  the  Truth  is, 
Ay,   and  a  loving  Lady. 

Jul.  She  muft  needs 
(I'm  bound  in  Confcience  to  confefsj  deferve  much. 

Vir.  Nay,  lay  beyond  all  thefe,   fhe  be  fo  pious. 
That  e'en  on  Slaves  coiidemn'd  fhe  fhower  her  Benefits, 
And  melt  their  ftubborn  Bolts  with  her  (oft  Pity, 
What  think  you  then? 

Pan.  For  fuch  a  noble  Office, 
At  thefe  Years  I  fliould  dote  my  felf.    Take  heed.  Boy. 

Jul.  If  you  be  he  that  have  receiv'd  thefe  Bleffings, 

(42)  Might  not  this  Beauty  tell  me,  that  it^s  a  fwtet  ene,  ]Thus 
reads  the  Folio  of  1647.  'ihe  Copies  of  1679,  ^"'^  i?*'*  »»  ^^w 
manner, 

Might  not  this  Beauty,  tell  me,   it'j    a  fwett  ont. 
But   I  have   rectified   the  Pointing  io  the   pr-'cnt  Text,  wh'ch  the 
(jthe?  Editions  greatly  wanted,  to  m;ke  the  Line  both  dear  and  eafy. 

And 
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And  this  the  Lady,  love  her,  honour  her  ; 

You  cannot  do  too  much  to  fhew  your  Gratitude, 

Your  greateft  Service  will  fhew  off,  too  flender. 

Fir.  This  is  the  Lady,  Lady  of  that  Bounty, 
That  Wealth,  that  noble  Name,  that  all,  I  fpoke  of: 
(43)  The  Prince  Afcanio,  and  my  felf,  the  Slaves 
Redeem'd,  brought  home,  (till  guarded  by  her  Goodnefs, 
And  of  our  Liberties  you  tafte  the  Sweetnefs. 
E'en  you  (he  has  preferv'd  too,  lengthen'd  your  Lives. 

Jul.  And  what  Reward  do  you  purpofe  ?  It  mufl  be  a 
main  one  j 
If  Love  will  do' t,  we'll  all  fo  love  her,  lerveher— — • 

Vir.  It  muft  be  my  Love. 

Jul.  Ha ! 

Vir,  Mine,  only  my  Love, 
My  everlafting  Love. 

Pan.  How  ? 

Vir,  Pray  have  Patience. 
The  Recompence  fhe  ask*d,  and  I  have  render'd. 
Was  to  become  her  Husband.     Then  1  vow'd  it. 
And  fmce  I've  made  it  good. 

Pan.  Thou  durft  not. 

Vir.  Done't,  Sir.  [with  mc, 

Jul.  Be  what  you  pleafe,  (44)  this  Happinels  yet  (lays 
You  have  been  mine  :  Oh,  my  unhappy  Fortune  ! 

Pan.  Nay,  break  and  die. 

Jul,  It  cannot  yet :  I  muft  live, 
'Till  I  fee  this  Man  ble(t  in  his  new  Love, 
And  then 

Pan.  What  haft  thou  done,  thou  bafe  one,  tell  me  ? 
Thou  barren  thing  of  Honefly,  and  Honour, 
What  haft  thou  wrought?  Is  not  this  fhe,  look  on  her. 
Look  on  her  with  the  Eyes  of  Gratitude, 
And  wipe  thy  falfe  Tears  off:  Is  not  this  flic. 
That  three  times  on   the  Rack,  to  guard  thy  S2t.kiy^ 

(43)  The  Prince  of  Afcanio]     I  have  omitted  of  upon  the  Au~ 
thcri.y  of  the  Edition  of  1647. 

(44)  bis  Httppinejs^  kc."]    Theomiffionofa  fingle  Let- 
ter l»is  made  Nonfenfe  of  this,   in  all  the  former  Editions. 

Mi.  SeivarJ. 

Whcjfl 
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When  thou  ftood'fl  loft,  and  niked  to  the  Tyranf ; 

Thy  aged  Father  here,  that  fhames  to  know  thee, 

Ingag'd  i*th'  Jaws  of  Danger;  was  not  this  fhe. 

That  then  gave  up  her  Body  to  the  Torture? 

That  tender  Body,  that  the  Wind  fings  through ; 

And  three  times,  when  her  Sinews,  crack'd  and  tortur'd. 

The  Beauties  of  her  B'jdy  turn'd  to  Ruins ; 

Even  then,  within  her  patient  Heart  ilie  lock'd  thee. 

Then  hid  thee  from  the  Tyrant,  then  preferv*d  thee ; 

And  can  ft  thou  be  that  Slave  ? 

Mart.  This  was  but  Duty, 
She  did  it  for  her  Husband,  and  flie  ought  it; 
She'as  had  the  Pleafure  of  him,  many  an  Hour, 
And  if  one  Minute's  Pain  cannot  be  fuffered  — * 
JVlme  was  above  all  thefe,  a  nobler  Venture, 
I  fpeak  it  boldly,  for  I  Joft  a  Father, 
(45)  She  has  onv;  ftill,  I  left  my  Friends,  flie'as  many  ; 
Kxpos'd  my  Life  and  Honour  to  a  Cruelty, 
That  if  it  had  feiz'd  on  me,  — racks  and  tortures, 
Alas,  they  are  Triumphs  to*t  -,  and  had  it  hit, 
For  this  Man's  Love,  it  flioiild  have  fhew'd  a  Triumph, 
Twice  loft,  I  freed  him-,  Rajfana  loft  before  him, 
His  Fortunes  with  him,  and  his  Friends  behind  him  : 
Twice  was  I  rack'd  my  felf  for  his  Deliverance, 
In  Honour  firft  and  Name,   which  was  a  Torture 
The  Hangman  never  heard  of;  next  at  Sea, 
In  our  Elcape,  where  the  proud  Waves  took  Pleafure 
To  tofs  my  little  Boat  up  like  a  Bubble, 
Then  like  a  Meteor  in  the  Air  he  hung, 
Then  catch'd  and  flung  him  in  the  depth  of  Darknefs ; 
The  Cannon  from  my  incens'd  Father's  Ship, 
Ringing  our  Knell,  (and  ftill  as  we  peep'd  upward. 
Beating  the  raging  Surge,)  with  Fire  and  Bullet, 
And  I  ftood  fix'd  for  this  Man's  fake,  and  fcorn'd  it  v 
Compare  but  this. 

Vir.  '  Lis  too  true ;  O  my  Fortune  ! 
That  I  muft  equally  be  bound  to  either. 

(45)  He  has  one  Jiill  —-—he  has  many;']  Martia  is  pleading 
Xh:v.  her  Mcifs  are'  fuperior  to  thofe  of  Juliana,  it  was  therefore 
a  grofi  N  ifta'ie  to  let   He  ftand  iu  this  Line.  Mr,  Se^arJ 
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Jul  You  have  ths  better,  and  the  nobler  Lady, 
And  now  i*m  torc'd,  a  lover  of  her  Goodnefs: 
And  lb  tar  have  you  wrought  for  his  deliverance. 
That  is  my  Lord,  fo  lovingly  and  nobly. 
That  now  methinks  I  ftagger  in  my  Title. 
But  how  with  honefty  ?  (tor  (46)  I'm  poor,  Lady, 
In  all  my  duteous  fervice  but  your  (hadow. 
Yet  would  be  juft  i)    how  with  fair  Fame  and  Credit, 
May  I  go  off  ?  I  would  not  be  a  Strumpet : 
O  my  dear  Sir,  you  know ■■ 

yir.  O  Truth,  thou  knoweft  too. 

Jul.  Nor  have  the  World  fufped:,  I  fell  to  mifchief. 

Law.  Take  you  no  care  for  that,  here's  that  has  done  it, 
A  fair  Divorce,  'tis  honeft  too. 

Pan.  1  he  Devil, 
Honeft  ?  to  put  her  off? 

Law.  Mod  honeft.  Sir, 
And  in  this  point  moft  ftrong. 

Pan,  The  caufe,  the  caufe.  Sir  ? 

Law.  A  juft  caule  too  — — — 

Pan.  As  any  is  in  Hell,  Lawyer. 

Law.  For  Barrennefs,  the  never  brought  him  Children. 

Pan.Why  art  thou  notdivorc'd  ?  thou  canft  not  get  'cm. 
Thy  Neighbours,  thy  rank  Neighbours.  O  bale  jughng. 
Is  the  not  young  ? 

7«/.  Women  at  more  Years,  Sir, 
Have  met  that  Blefting ;  *tis  in  Heav*n's  high  Power. 

JLaw.  You  never  can  have  any. 

Pan.  Why,  quick  Lawyer? 
Why  Philofbphic  Lawyer. 

Law.  Th'  Rack  has  fpoil'd  her. 
The  diftention  of  thofe  parts  hath  ftopt  all  Fruitfulnefs. 

Pan.  O  I  could  curfe. 

Jul.  And  am  I  grown  fo  miferable. 
That  (47)  mine  own  Piety  muft  make  me  wretched  ? 

No 

(46)  Pm  poor,  LaJj,]     So  the  Copy  of  1647.    The  reft, 

/  am  a  poor  LaJy. 

(47)  mine  onjun  Pity"]     By  this  reading  the  Verfe  has   loft 

one  of  its  Svllables  i  and  ai  the  rcundnefs  of  Exprcffion  too  vva?  by 

this 
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No  Caufe  againft  me,  but  my  Love  and  Duty? 
Farewel,  Sir,  like  Obedience,   thus  I  leave  you. 
My  long  Farewel.     1  do  not  grudge;  I  grieve.  Sir  j 
And  if  that  be  ofFenfive,  I  can  die. 
And  then  you're  fairly  free.     Good  Lady,  love  him. 
You  have  a  noble  and  an  honeft  Gentleman ; 
I  ever  found  him  fo,  the  World  has  fpoke  him, 
And  let  it  be  your  part  ftill  to  deferve  him. 
Love  him  no  lefs  than  1  have  done,  and  ferve  him. 
And  Heav'n  fhall  blefs  you  :  You  Ihall  blefs  my  Afhes; 
I  give  you  up  the  Houfe,  the  Name  of  Wife, 
Honour,  and  all  Refpedl  I  borrow*d  from  him, 
Ai^.d  to  my  Grave  I  turn  :  One  Farewel  more. 
Nothing  divide  your  Loves,  not  want  of  Children, 
Which  I  fhall  pray  againft,  and  make  you  fruitful : 
Grow  like  two  equal  Flames,  rife  high  and  glorious. 
And  in  your  honour'd  Age  burn  out  together. 
To  all  I  know,  Farewel. 

Ron.  Ben*t  fo  griev*d,  Lady, 
A  nobler  Fortune  - — 

Jul.  Away,  thou  Parafite. 
Difturb  not  my  fad  Thoughts;  I  hate  thy  Greatnefs. 

Ron.  I  hate  not  you ;  l*m  glad  (he's  oft  the  Hinges, 
Come,  let's  purfue.  [Ex.  Ronvere  a^ljxWc 

Pan.  1  f  I  had  Breath  to  curfe  thee. 
Or  could  my  great  Heart  utter  —  Farewel,  Villain, 
Thy  Houfe  nor  Face  again —  [£x;/  Pand. 

Mart.  (48)  Let  'em  all  go. 
And  now  let  us  rejoyce,  now  freely  take  me. 
And  now  embrace  me,  Virolet ;  give  the  Rites 
Of  a  brave  Husband  to  his  Love. 

Vir.  I'll  take  my  Leave  too. 

Mart.  How  ?  take  your  Leave  too  ? 

Vir.  Th'  Houfe  is  furnifti'd  for  you  ; 
You're  Miftrefs,  may  command. 

this  means  a  little  dTconcerted,  I  fuppofed  Piety  was  the  true  Word, 
and  found  Mi.  Theobald xcTiA  fo ;  and  Mr.  5^w«r^ communicated  to 
me  the  i'ame  Corrt-ftion. 

(48}  Let  \m  all  go  ]   So  Folios  of  1647,  1679.  The  other  Copies, 
Lft  Vct  go. 
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Mart.  Will  you  to  bed,  Sir? 

Vir.  As  foon  to  Hell,  to  any  thing  I  hate  mod: 
You  mull  excufe  me,  I  have  kept  my  Word. 
You  are  my  Wife,  you  now  enjoy  my  Fortune, 
Which  I  have  done  to  recompence  your  Bounty  : 
But  to  yield  up  thofe  chafte  Delights  and  Pleafures, 
Which  are  not  mine,  but  my  firft  Vows  ■ 

MarL  You  jeft. 

Vir.  You  will  not  find  it  (b to  give  you  thole 

I  have  Divorc'd,  and  loft  with  Julianay 
And  all  fires  of  that  Nature* . 

Mart.  Are  you  a  Husband  ? 

Vir.  (49)  To  jeft  on  hers,  and  latisfie  your  Flames, 

That  held  an  equal  Beauty,  equal  Bounty 

Good  Heav'n  forgive!  no,  no,  the  ftrift  forbearance 
Of  all  thofe  Joys,  like  a  full  Sacrifice, 
I  offer  to  the  Sufferings  of  my  firft  Love. 
Honour,  and  Wealth,  Attendance,  State,  all  Duty, 
Shall  wait  upon  your  Will,  to  make  you  happy; 
But  my  afflicted  Mind,  (you  muft  give  leave.  Lady,) 
My  weary  Trunk  muft  wander. 

Mart.  Not  enjoy  me  ? 
Go  from  me  too  ? 

Vir.  For  ever  thus  I  leave  you  : 
And  howfoe*er  I.fare,  live  you  ftill  happy.     {^Exit  Vir. 

Mart.  Since  I  am  fcorn'd,  I'll  hate  thee,  fcorn  thy  gifts 
Thou  miferable  Fool,  thou  Fool  to  pity ;  [too. 

And  fuch  a  rude,  demolifh'd  thing,  I'll  leave  thee. 
In  my  Revenge;  for  foolifh  Love,  jfarewel  now. 
And  Anger,  and  the  fpite  of  Woman  enter. 
That  all  the  World  fhall  fay,  that  read  this  Story, 
My  Hate,  and  not  my  Love,  begot  my  Glory. 

{Exit  Martia. 

(49)  To  quejlion  hen,  &c.]  If  the  Reader  can  affix  any 
clear  Idea  to  the  old  Text,  he  will  do  more  than  1  can.  The  Senfe 
required  fecms  to  be  an  Exclamation  at  the  Thought  of  quitting 
his  former  Wife's  chafte  Embraces,  to  fatisfy  Martia  i  Flames.  As 
her  'uppos'd  Barrenncfs  was  the  Caufe  alledg'd,  my  Conjefture 
Inake^  good  Senfe,  and  keeps  very  clofc  to  the  trace  of  the  Letters, 
To  jell  on  btrt,  and  fat'ufy your  Flames,  Mr.  SeivarJ. 
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A  C  T     IV.       S  C  E  N  E     I. 

Enler  ScfTe,  Boat/wain^  Majler  and  Gunner. 

Sejfe.  TT  E  that  fears  Death,  or  Tortures,  let  him  leave 
AA       me. 

The  flops  that  we  have  met  with,  crown  our  Conqueft. 

Common  Attempts  are  fit  For  common  Men  ; 

The  rare,  the  rareft  Spirits.     Can  we  be  daunted  ? 

We  that  have  fmil'd  at  Sea  at  certain  Ruins, 

Which  Men  on  Shore  but  hazarded  would  {hake  at : 

We  that  have  liv*d  free,  in  defpite  of  Fortune, 

Laught  at  the  out-flretch'd  Arm  of  Tyranny, 

As  ftill  too  fhort  to  reach  us,  Ihali  we  faint  now  } 

No  my  brave  Mates,  I  know  your  fiery  Temper, 

And  that  you  can,  and  dare,  as  much  as  Men ; 

Calamity,  that  fevers  worldly  Friendfhips, 

Could  ne'er  divide  us,  you  are  ftill  the  fame  ; 

The  conftant  followers  of  my  banifht  Fortunes; 

The  Inftruments  of  my  Revenge,  the  Hands 

By  which  I  work,  and  fafhion  all  my  Projeds. 

Maji.  And  fuch  we  will  be  ever. 

Gun.  'Slight  Sir,  cram  me 
Into  a  Cannon's  Mouth,  and  flioot  me  at 
Proud  Fen  ami's  Head  j  may  only  he  fall  with  me. 
My  Life  I  rate  at  nothing. 

Boaif  Could  I  but  get 
W'^ithin  my  Sword's  length  of  him,  and  if  then 
He  fcape  me,  may  th*  account  of  all  his  Sins 
Be  added  unto  mine. 

Maji.   'Tis  not  to  die,  Sir, 
But  to  die  unreveng'd,  that  daggers  me : 
For  were  your  ends  ferv*d,  and  our  Country  free, 
We  would  fall  willing  Sacrifices. 

SeJfe.  To  rife  up 
Moft  glorious  Martyrs. 

Boat/.  But  the  reafon  why 

We 
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We  wear  thefe  Shapes  ? 

Sefe.  Only  to  get  accefs  ; 
Like  honefl:  Men,  we  never  fh.ill  approach  him. 
Such  are  his  fears,  but  thus  attir*d  Hke  Swjtzers^ 
And  fafliioning  our  Language  to  our  Habits, 
CBoId,  bloody,  defp'rate,)  we  may  be  admitted 
Among  his  Guard.     But  if  this  fail,  TJI  try 
A  thou  land  others,  out- do  Proteus 
In  various  Shapes,  but  I  will  reach  his  Heart, 
And  leal  my  Anger  on't. 

Enter  Ronvere  and  the  Guard, 

Mafi.  The  Lord  Ronvere. 

Boat/.  Shall  we  begin  with  him  ? 

Sejfe.  He  is  not  ripe  yet. 
Nor  fit  to  fall :  As  you  fee  me  begin. 
With  all  care  imitate. 

Gun.  Weare  infirudled. 

Boatf.  Would  we  were  at  it  once. 

Ron.  Keep  a  ftridl  Watch, 
And  let  the  Guards  be  doubled,  this  lad  Night 
The  King  had  fearful  Dreams. 

SeJfe.  '  ris  a  good  Omen 
To  our  Attempts. 

Ron.  What  Men  are  thefe  ?  what  ftek  you  } 

Sejje.  Imployment. 

Ron.  Of  what  nature  ^ 

Sejfe.  We  are  Soldiers; 
We  have  {ttxi  Towns  and  Churches  fet  on  fire  ; 
The  Kennels  running  Blood,  coy  Virgins  ravifh'd  ; 
The  Altars  ranfack*d,  and  the  Holy  Relicks, 
Yea,  and  the  Saints  themfclves,  made  lawful  Spoils 
To  th'  Conquerors ;  but  thefe  good  days  are  pall, 
And  we  made  Beggars,  by  this  idle  Peace, 
For  want  of  A6lion.     I  am,  Sir,  no  Stranger 
To  th'  Government  of  this  State,  I  know  the  King 
Needs  Men,  that  only  do  what  he  Commands, 
And  fearch  no  farther  :  it  is  the  ProfcfTion 
Of  all  our  Nation,  to  ferve  faithfully. 
Where  they're  bell  payed  ;  and  if  vou'll  entertain  us. 

Vol.  VII.  L  I 
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I  do  not  know  the  thing  you  can  command. 
Which  we'll  not  put  in  adi. 

Ron.  A  goodly  Pcrfonage  ! 

Majt.  And  if  you  have  an  Enemy,  or  fo. 
That  you  would  have  difpatch'd 

Gim.  They're  here  can  fit  you. 

Boat/.  Or  if  there  be  an  Itch,  though  to  a  Man • 

SeJJe.  You  fhall  tye 
Our  Confciences  in  your  Purfe-ftrings. 

Ron.  Gentlemen, 
I  like  your  freedom  i  I  am  now  in  hafte. 
But  wait  for  my  return.     I  like  the  Rafcals, 
They  may  be  ufeful. 

Sejfe.  We'll  attend  you.  Sir. 

Ro?i.  Do,  and  be  confident  of  Entertainment ; 
I  hope  you  will  deferve  it.  [Exe.  Ron.  and  Guard, 

SeJfe.  O,  no  doubt.  Sir : 
Thus  far  we*re  profperous ;  we'll  be  his  Guard  ; 
*Till  Tyranny  and  Pride  find  full  Reward.        [ExeuNt. 

Enter  Pandulpho  and  Juliana. 

Pan.  My  Blefling?  no,  a  Father's  heavy  curfe, 
Purfue  and  overtake  him. 

Jul.  Gentle  Sir. 

Pan.  My  Name,  and  Family,  end  in  my  felf, 
Rather  than  live  in  him. 

Jul.  Dear  Sir,  forbear; 
A  Father's  curfes  hit  far  ofif,  and  kill  too. 
And  like  a  murthering  piece  aims  not  at  one. 
But  all  that  ftand  within  the  dangerous  level. 
Some  Bullet  may  return  upon  your  felf  too. 
Though  againft  Nature,  if  you  ftill  go  on 
In  this  unnatural  courfe. 

Pan.  Thou  art  not  made 
Of  that  fame  ftuff"  as  other  Women  are  : 
Thy  Injuries  would  teach  Patience  to  blaJpheme, 
Yet  ftill  thou  art  a  Dove.     Jul.  I  know  not  Malice, 
But  like  an  Innocent,  fuffer.     Pan.  More  miraculous  ! 
I'll  have  a  Woman  Chronicled,  and  for  Goodnels, 
Which  is  the  greateft  wonder.     Let  me  fee, 
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I  have  no  Son  t'  inherit  after  me;  ' 

Him  I  difclaim. 

What  then?  I'll  make  thy  Virtues  my  fole  Heir  ; 

Thy  Story  I'll  have  written,  and  in  Gold  too  ; 

In  Profe  and  Verfe,  and  by  the  (50)  able  ft  Doers: 

A  word  or  two  of  a  kind  Step- father 

I'll  have  put  in,  good  Kings  and  Queens  fhall  buy  it. 

And  if  the  Actions  of  ill  great  Women, 

And  of  the  modern  times  too,  are  remembred, 

That  have  undone  their  Husbands  and  their  Families, 

What  will  our  Story  do?  It  fliall  be  fo, 

And  I  will  ftraight  about  it.  [Exit  Pan. 

Jul.  Such  as  love 
Goodnefs  for  Glory,  have  it  for  Reward  ; 
I  love  mine  for  it  felf :  let  Innocence 
Be  written  on  my  Tomb,  though  ne*er  fo  humble, 

(^0)    ablejl  Do:rs  ;]     The  Erglijh  word   Doers  here,    is  a 

littr.il  Tranflition  of  the  Greek  Tonfji)^,  which  means  not  only 
limply  a  Maker  or  Dacr,  bat  a  Maker  of  Ferj'es  :  The  Culloni  of 
ufing  Engli/]}  Words  in  a  Greek  and  a  Latin  Senfe,  was  highly  in 
vogue  in  our  Authors  Time  ;  Spenfer  has  not  only  taken  the  Li- 
berty to  do  fo  with  the  one,  but  the  other  too :  So  Shrphcrd''%  Ca- 
lender^    June,   Colin  fays  to  hohbinel, 

'The  God  of  Shepherds  Titynis  is  dead. 

Who  taught  me,  homely  as  I  can,  to  make. 
And  for  the  ufe  of  Englijh  Words  in  a  Latin  Sen  c.    ake  this  In- 
ftance  from  the  fame  Eclogue.     Colin  fays  to  Hobhinel, 

Thy  lo-vtly  Lavs  here  mayejl  thou  freely  bolle. 
Taken  from  Virg.  Ahxts,  line  4. 

-  '  '  ■    '     tbi  htfc  incondita  folus 

Monti  bus  i^  jil'v'is  jludio  ja^abat  inani. 
But  this  pradice  was  not  confin'd  to  our  Author's  Days  ;  Milton 
has  mide  a  fine  ufe  (tho'  fomevvhat  fparingly)  of  it  in  his  Paradife 
Lojl :  That  the  Latins  took  the  fame  Privilege  before  us  of  ufmg 
their  Words  in  a  Greek  Senfe  take  two  Inftances,  out  of  the  many 
that  might  be  brought  to  prove  my  Affertion.  Phaedra  in  her 
Letter  to  HippoljiuSf   Line  75,  fays  thus, 

Smt  procul  a  nobis  jwveties,   ut  fcsmina  compti  : 
Fine  coli   modico forma  I'irilis  amat. 
And   Virg.   jEn.   7.  766.   fpeaklng    of  the  fame,   Hippolytus  has 
thefe  Lines, 

Namque  ferunt  forma  HippclyJum,  fofquam  arte  roi'ercte 

Occiderit,  patriafque  explcrit  farguine  poenas, 

Turhatis  dijiraflus  equis,   ad  fdera  rurfus 

.Eihfia  ^y  fuptras  tali  'vvfjfe  fib  auras,   SiC. 
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'Tis  all  I  am  ambitious  of.     But  I 
Forget  my  Vows. 

Enter  Lucio. 

Luc.  'Fore  me  you  are  not  modeft:, 
Nor  is  this  Court-like.     Would  you  take  it  well, 
If  fhe  fhould  ruddy  prefs  into  your  Clofet, 
When  from  your  fcveral  Boxes  you  chufc  Paint, 
To  make  a  this  days  Face  with  ? 

Jul.  What's  the  matter  ^ 

Luc.  Pray  know  her  Pleafure  firft. 

Jul.  To  whom  fpeak  you,  Boy  .? 

Luc.  Your  Ladyfhip's  Pardon.  That  proud  Lady-Thief, 
That  ftole  away  my  Lord  from  your  Embraces, 
(Wrinkles  at  two  and  twenty  on  her  Cheeks  for'f. 
Or  Merc'ry  unallaycd,  make  Blifters  on  it) 
Would  force  a  Vifit, 

Jul.  And  dare  you  deny  her. 
Or  any  elfe  that  I  call  mine  ?  No  more. 
Attend  her  with  all  Reverence  and  Refpefl; 
The  want  in  you  of  Manners,  my  Lord  may 
Conftrue  in  me  for  Malice.     I  will  teach  you 
How  t'  efteem  and  love  the  Beauty  he  doats  on  ; 
Prepare  a  Banquet  ■ 

Enter  Martia. 

Madam,  thus  my  Duty 

Stoops  to  the  favour  you  vouchfafe  your  Servant, 

In  honouring  her  Houfe. 

Mart.  Is  this  in  fcorn  ? 

Jul.  No,  by  the  Life  of  Firolet :  Give  me  leave 
To  fwear  by  him,  as  by  a  Saint  I  worfliip, 
But  am  to  know  no  farther,    my  Heart  fpeaks  that ; 
My  Servants  have  been  rude,  and  this  Boy,  doating 
Upon  my  Sorrows,  hath  forgot  his  Duty ; 
In  which,  that  }ou  may  think  I  have  no  lliare. 
Sirrah,  upon  your  Knees,  defire  her  Pardon 

Luc.  I  dare  not  difobey  you. 

Mart.  Prithee  rife 
My  Anger  never  looks  lb  lew  :  I  thank  you. 

And 
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And  will  deferve  It ;  if  wc  may  be  private    ■    ~   * 
I  came  to  fee  and  fpeak  with  you. 

7«/.  Be  gone.  {_Exit  Boy, 

Good  Madam  fit. 

Mart.  I  rob  you  of  your  place  then. 

Jul.  You  have  dcferv'd  a  better,  in  my  Bed  ; 
Make  ufe  of  this  too :  Now  your  Pleafure,  Lady. 
If  in  your  Bread  there  be  a  worthy  Pity, 
That  brings  you  for  my  Comfort,  you  do  nobly  ; 
But  if  you  come  to  triumph  in  your  Conqueft, 
Or  tread  on  my  Calamities,  'twill  wrong 
Your  other  Excellencies.     Let  it  fuffice. 
That  you  alone  enjoy  the  beft  of  Men, 
And  that  I  am  forfaken. 

Mart.  He  tlie  beft .? 
The  fcum  and  fliame  of  Mankind.     Jul.  Virolet, 
Lady  ?    Mart.  Bleft  in  him  .-*  I  would  my  Youth  had 
Chofen  confuming  Fevers,  Bed-rid  Age, 
For  my  Companions,  rather  than  a  thing, 
To  lay  whofe  Balenefs  open,  would  e'en  poifon 
The  Tongue  that  fpcaks  it. 

Jul.   Certainly  from  you 
At  no  part  he  deferves  this ;  and  I  tell  you, 
Durrt  1  pretend  but  the  leaft  title  to  him, 
I  fhould  not  hear  this. 

Mart.  He*s  an  impudent  Villain, 
Or  a  malicious  Wretch  ;  to  you  ungrateful ; 
To  me  beyond  ExprefTion  barbarous. 
I  more  than  hate  him  •,  from  you  he  delcrves 
A  Death  moft  horrid  :  From  me,  to  die  for  ever, 
And  know  no  end  of  Torments.  Would  y'  have  Comfort  ? 
Would  you  wafh  off  the  ftain  that  fticks  upon  you, 
In  being  refus'd  ?   Would  you  redeem  your  Fame, 
Shipwrack'd  in  his  bafe  Wrongs.?  If  you  dcfirc  this. 
It  is  not  to  be  done  with  flavifti  fuffcring. 
But  by  a  noble  Anger,  makmg  way 
To  a  mod  bra\^  Revenge,  we  may  call  Juftice ; 
Our  Injuries  are  equal ;  join  with  me  then, 
And  Ihare  the  Honour. 

Jul.  1  fcarce  undcrftand  you, 

L  3  And 
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And  know  I  Ihall  be  mod  unapt  to  learn  . 

To  hare  the  Man,   I  ftill  mull  love  and  honour. 

j\Urt.  This  foolifh  Dotage  in  foft- hearted  Women, 
Makes  proud  Men  infolent ;  but  take  jour  way, 
I'JI  run  another  Courfc. 

Jul.  As  you  are  noble. 
Deliver  his  Offence. 

Mart.  He  has  denied 
The  Rites  due  to  a  Wife. 

Ji^L  O  me  mod  happy. 
How  largely  am  I  paid  for  all  my  Sufferings  ? 
Mod  honed  Virolet,  thou  juft  Performer 
Of  all  thy  Promifes  :  I  call  to  mind  now. 
When  I  was  happy  in  thofe  Joys  you  fpeak  of. 
In  a  chade  Bed,  and  warranted  by  Law  too, 
He  oft  would  fwear,  that  if  he  diould  furvive  me, 
(Which  then  I  knew  he  wiflit  not)  never  Woman 
Should  tade  of  his  Embraces;  this  one  a<5l 
Makes  me  again  his  Debtor. 

Mart.  And  was  this 
The  caufe  my  Youth  and  Beauty  were  contemn'd  ? 
If  I  fit  down  here  !  well  • • 

Jul.  I  dare  thy  word. 
Plot  what  thou  cand,  my  Piety  diall  guard  him 
(50  Againd  thy  Malice.  Leave  my  Houfeand  quickly, 
Thou  wilt  infcft  ihefe  innocent  Walls.  By  Virtue, 
I  will  inform  him  of  thy  bloody  purpofe. 
And  turn  it  on  thine  own  accurfed  Head  j 
Believe't  I  will.  [£a7/ Juliana. 

Mart.  Bat  *tis  not  in  thy  power 
To  hinder  what  I  have  decreed  againd  him. 
I'll  fet  my  felf  to  Sale,  and  live  a  Strumpet; 
Forget  my  Birth,  my  Father,  and  his  Honour, 
Rather  than  want  an  Indrument  to  help  me 
In   my  Revenge.     The  Captain  of  the  Guard  i 
Bled  Opportunity  courts  me. 

# 
(51)  So  the  Folios.    Oi^avo,      ^^^ain/t  my   Malia.  - 

Enter 
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Eftfer  Ronvere. 

Ron.  Sad  and  troubled  ? 
How  brave  her  Anger  fliews  ?  How  it  fets  off 
Her  natural  Beauty  ?  Under  what  happy  Star 
Was  Virolet  born,  to  be  belov'd  and  fought  to, 
By  two  incomparable  Women?  Nobleft  Lady, 
I've  heard  your  Wrongs,  and  pity  them ;  and  if 
The  fervice  of  my  Life  could  give  me  hope 
To  gain  your  Favour,  I  fhould  be  moft  proud 
To  be  commanded. 

Mart.  *Tis  in  you,  my  Lord, 
To  make  me  your  glad  Servant. 

Ron.  Name  the  means. 

Mari.*Tis  not  Preferment,  Jewels,  Gold,  orCourtfliip. 
He  that  defires  to  reap  the  Harveft  of 
My  Youth  and  Beauty,  mufl:  begin  in  Blood, 
And  right  my  Wrongs. 

Ron.  I  apprehend  you.  Madam, 
And  reft  aflur'd  'tis  done  -,  I  am  provided 
Of  Inftruments  to  fit  you  :  To  the  King 
ril  inftantly  prefent  you  ;  if  I  fail. 
He  fhall  make  good  your  aims.     He*s  lefs  than  Man, 
That  to  atchieve  your  Favour,  would  not  do 
Deeds,  Fiends  would  fear  to  put  their  Agents  to.     [Exeunt, 

Enter  Virolet  Reading. 

Vir.  ^od  invitusfacis^  non  eft  fcelus.    'Tis  an  Axiome. 
Now  whether  willingly  I  have  departed 
With  that  I  lov*d;  with  that,  above  her  Life 
Lov'd  me  again,  crown'd  me  a  happy  Husband  ; 
Was  full  of  Children,  her  Afilidlions, 
That  I  begot ;  that  when  our  Age  muft  perifh, 
And  all  our  painted  Frailties  (52)  turn  to  Afhes, 
Then  fhall  they  ftand  and  propagate  our  Honours. 
Whether  this  done,  and  taking  to  proteflion 
A  new  Itrange  Beauty  'twas  an  ufeful  one  — ■ 
How.?  to  my  Luft.?  If  it  be  fo,  I'm  finful, 

(5z)  ■  ■     —  turrCd  to  Ajhes,'\  The  cldeft  Folio  gives  the  Text.     • 
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And  guilty  of  that  Crime  I  would  fling  from  mc. 

Was  there  not  in  it  this  fair  courfe  of  Virtue, 

This  pious  Courfe?  to  fave  my  Friends,  my  Country, 

That  e*en  then  had  put  on  a  mourning  Garment, 

And  wept  the  defolation  of  her  Children, 

Her  nobleft  Children.    Did  not  fhe  thrull  me  on, 

And  to  my  Djty  clapt  the  fpur  of  Honour  ? 

Was  there  a  way,  without  this  Woman,  left  me 

To  bring  'em  off?  The  marrying  of  this  Woman  ? 

If  not,  why  am  I  ftung  thus  ?  Why  tormented  ? 

Or  had  there  been  a  wild  Defire  join'd  with  it. 

How  eafily,  both  thefe,  and  all  their  Beauties 

Might  1  have  made  mine  own  ?    Why  am  I  toucht  thus. 

Having  perform*d  the  great  Redemption, 

Both  of  my  Friends  and  Family  ?  Fairly  done  it, 

Without  bafe  and  lafcivious  ends ;  O  Heav'n, 

Why  am  I  ftill  at  War  thus?  Why  this  a  Mifchief, 

That  Honefty  and  Honour  had  propounded. 

Ay,  and  abfolv'd  my  tender  Will,  and  chid  me. 

Nay  then  unwillingly  flung  me  on  ? 

EnSer  Juliana  and  Lucio. 

Luc.  He*s  here.  Madam  ;  : 

This  is  the  melancholy  W^allc  he  lives  in. 
And  chufes  ever  to  increafe  his  fadneis. 

Jul.  Stand  by. 

/^z>.  'Tis  fhe;  how  I  fliake  now  and  tremble  ? 
The  Virtues  of  that  Mind  arc  Torments  to  me. 

JuL  Sir,  if  my  hated  Face  fhall  (lir  your  Anger, 
Or  this  forbidden  Path  I  tread  in  vex  you  j 
My  Love  and  fair  Obedience  left  behind  me, 
Ycur  Pardon  asked,  1  Hiall  return  and  blefs  you. 

Fir.  pray  flay  a  little,  I  delight  to  fee  you  ; 
May  not  we  yet,  though  Fortune  have  divided  us. 
And  fet  an  envious  ftop  between  our  Pieafures, 
Look  thus  one  at  another  ?  Sigh  and  weep  thus  ? 
And  read  in  one  another's  Eyes,  the  Legends, 
And  Wonders  of  our  old  Loves  ?  Be  not  fearful. 
Though  you  be  now  a  Saint,  I  may  adore  you: 
May  I  not  ukc  this  Hand,  and  on  it  lacritice 

The 
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The  forrows  of  my  Heart?  White  leal  of  Virtue! 

Jul.   My  Lord,  you  wrong  )our  Wedlock. 

Fir.  Were  fhe  here. 
And  with  her  all  fevere  Eyes  to  behold  us. 
We  might  do  thisj   1  might  name  Juliana^ 
And  to  the  reverence  of  that  Name,  bow  thus  ; 
I  might  figh  Juliana^  fhe  was  mine  once  \ 

But  1  too  weak  a  Guard  for  that  great  Treafure- 

And  whillt  (lie  has  a  Name,  believe  me,  Lady, 
This  broken  Heart  fliall  never  want  a  Sorrow. 

Jul.  Forget  her,  Sir,  your  Honour  now  commands  you. 
You  are  another's,  keep  thofe  Griefs  for  ])er, 
She  richly  can  reward  'em.     I'd  have  fpoke  with  you. 

Vir.   What  is  your  Will.?  For  nothing  you  can  ask. 
So  full  of  Goodncfs  are  your  Words  and  Meanings, 
Muft  be  denied  :  Speak  boldly. 

Jul.  1  thank  you.  Sir.  I  come  not 
To  beg,  or  flatter,  only  to  be  belicv'd  ; 
That  1  defire:  For  1  fliali  tell  a  Story, 
So  far  from  feeming  Truth,  yet   a  molt  true  one  \ 
(53)  So  horrible  in  Nature,  and  fo  horrid  ; 
So  beyond  Wickednefs,  that  when  you  hear  it. 
It  mull  appear  the  prad:ice  of  another. 
The  Cart  and  Malice  of  Ibme  one  youVe  wrongM  muchj 
And  me  you  m;^y  imagine,  me  accufe  too, 
Unlefs  you  call  to  Mind  my  daily  Sulferings, 
The  infinite  Obedience  1  have  borne  you. 
That  hates  all  Name  and  Nature  of  Revenge, 
My  Love,  that  nothing  but  my  Death  can  lever. 
Rather  than  hers  I  fpeak  of. 

Vir.  Juliana^ 
To  make  a  doubt  of  what  you  fhall  deliver. 
After  my  full  experience  of  your  Virtues, 
Were  to  diltruft  Providence;  to  think  you  can  lie 
Or  being  wrong'd,  feck  after  foul  rcpairings  i 
To  forge  a  Creed  againft  my  Faith. 

(53)  So  horrible  in  N^turt,  and  fo  horrid  ;  ]  This  is  fo  wretched 
and  cautological  a  Line,  thac  I  can't  chunk  u  our  Audiors.  Tjic 
place  wou'd  be  much  beuer  wiihtut  it,  as  '.he  judicious  Reader  will 
Cdfil)'  perceive. 

Jul. 
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Jul.  I  muft  do  fo,  for  it  concerns  your  Life,  Sir;    " 
And  if  that  word  may  ftir  you,  hear  and  profper  : 
I  fhould  be  dumb  cllc,  uerc  not  you  at  (lake  here. 

Vir.  What  few  Friends  have  1  found,  that  dare  deliver 
This  loaden  Trunk  from  his  Afflidions? 
What  pitying  Hand,  of  all  that  feels  my  Mifcries, 
Brings  iuch  a  Bt^nefit  ? 

Jul.  Be  wife  and  manly,  " 

And  with  your  Honour  fall,  when  Heav'n  fliall  call  you, 
Not  by  a  hellifh  Mifchief. 

Vir.  Speak,  my  blefl  one. 
How  weak  and  poor  I  am,  now  (he  is  from  me  ? 

Jul.  Your  Wife. 

Vir.  How's  that? 

Jul.  Your  W^ifc. 

Vir.  Bs  tender  of  her,  I  fhall  believe  elfe 

Jul.  1  muft  be  true-,  your  liar,  Sir, 
For  'tis  fo  horrible,  if  the  Air  catch  it, 
Inioa  tlioufand  Plagues,  a  thoufand  Mongers, 
It  will  difpcrfe  it  feif,  and  fright  Refiftance.     \JVhJfpers. 

Vir.  She  feck  my  Life  with  you  ?  Make  you  her  Agent? 
Another  Love  ?  O  fpeak  but  Truth. 

Jul.  Be  patient, 
Dear  as  I  love  you,  elfe  I  leave  you  wretched. 

Vir.  Forward  •,  'tis  well,  it  fliall  be  welcome  to  me  ; 
Tve  liv'd  too  long,  numbred  too  many  Days, 
Yet  never  found  the  benefit  of  living; 
Now  when  1  come  to  reap  it  with  my  Service, 
And  hunt  for  that  my  Youth  and  Honour  aims  at. 
The  Sun  fets  on  my  Fortune  red  and  bloody, 
And  everlafting  Nigiu  begins  to  clofe  me. 
* Tis  time  to  Die. 

En!er  Martia  and  Ronvere. 

Jul.  She  comes  her  fclf. 

Ron.  Believe  Lady, 
And  on  this  Angel  Hand  your  Servant  feals  it. 
You  flull  be  Miitrcis  of  your  whole  Defires, 
Aiid  what  ve  Ihall  comm'.uid. 

Ma'^t.  Ha  Minion, 

My 
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My  precious  Dame,  are  you  there?  Nay  go  forward, 
Make  your  Complaints,  and  pour  out  your  feign'd  pities, 
(54)  Slave-like  to  him  you  ferve  :   I'm  the  lame  ftill, 
And  what  1  purpofe,  let  the  World  take  witnefs. 
Shall  be  fo  finiflit,  and  to  fuch  Example, 
Spite  of  your  poor  preventions,  my  dc-ar  Gentleman, 
My  honourable  Man,  are  you  there  too? 
You  and  your  hot  Defire?  Your  mercy,  Sir, 
I  had  forgot  your  Greatnefs. 

Jul.  *Tis  not  well.  Lady.  [fp'rately 

Mart.  Lord,  how  I  hate  this  Fellow  now  ;  how  de- 
My  Stomach  ftands  againft  him  i  this  bafc  Fellow, 
This  gelded  Fool ! 

Jul.  Did  you  ne*er  hear  of  Modefty  ? 

Mart.  Yes,  when  I  heard  of  you,  and  fo  bcliev'd  it. 
Thou  bloodlefs,  brainlefs  Fool. 

Vir.  How  ? 

Mart.  Thou  defpis'd  Fool, 
Thou  only  Sign  of  Man,  how  I  contemn  thee  I 
Thou  woven  Worthy  in  a  Piece  of  Arras, 
Fit  only  to  enjoy  a  Wall ;  thqu  Bead 
Beaten  to  ufe  :  Have  I  preferv*d  a  Beauty, 
A  Youth,  a  Love,  to  have  my  Wiflies  blalted  ? 
My  Dotings,  and  the  Joys  I  came  to  offer. 
Mud  they  be  loft,  and  flighted  by  a  Dormoufe .? 

Jul.  Ule  more  Refpedl,  and  Woman,'twilI  become  you; 
At  leaft,  lefs  Tongue. 

Mart.  I'll  ufe  all  Violence, 
Let  him  look  for  it. 

Jul.  Dare  you  ft:ain  thofe  Beauties, 
Thofe  hcav'nly  Stamps,  that  raile  up  Men  to  Wonder, 
With  harfli  and  crooked  Motions?  Arc  you  flie 
That  overdid  all  Ages,  with  your  Honour; 
And  in  a  little  Hour  dare  lofe  this  Triumph  ? 
Is  not  this  Man  your  Husband? 

Alart.  He's  my  Hakerj 
Which  (having  fued  my  Pardon)  I  fling  off  thus. 
And  with  him  all  I  brought  him,   but  my  Anger, 

(51 )   All  the  Books  read,  Stave- like  to  him. 

Which 


17  2  T^e  Vcuhle  Maniacre. 

Which  I  will  nourifh  to  the  D^jfoiaiion, 
Not  only  of  his  Folly,  but  his  Friends, 
And  his  whole  Name. 

Vir.  'Tis  well,   I  have  deferv'd  it. 
And  if  I  were  a  Woman,    I  would  rail  too. 

Mart.  Nature  neVr  promifcd  tiice  a  thing  fo  noble. 
Take  back  your  Love,   your  Vow,    I  give  it  freely  \ 
I  poorly  Icom  it ;  graze  now  where  you  pleafe: 
That,  that  the  dulnels  of  thy  Soul  negledted. 
Kings  fue  for  now.     And  mark  me,  Virokty 
Tnou  Image  of  a  Man,  obferve  my  Words  well. 
Ac  fucn  a  bloody  rate  I'll  fell  this  B:;auty, 
Tnis  Handlbmnrfs  thou  fcorn'fl:  and  fling'ft  away, 
Thy  proud  ungrateful  Lifefhali  fliakeat  \  takeyour  Houfe, 
The  petty  tnings  yoj  left  me,  give  another  •, 
And  laft,  take  home  your  f 55)  Trinket:  Fare  you  well.  Sir. 

Ron.  You  have  fpoke  like  vour  fclf -,  y'are  a  brave  Lady. 

[Exeunt  Ronvere  and  Martia. 

Jul.  Why  do  you  fmile.  Sir .'' 

Vir.  O  my  Juliana, 
The  Happinels  this  Woman's  Scorn  has  giv'n  mc. 
Makes  me  a  Man  again  •,  proclaims  it  felt". 
In  fuch  a  general  Joy,   through  all  my  Miferies, 
That  now  methinks 

Jul.  Look  to  your  fclf,  dear  Sir, 
And  trifle  not  with  Danger  that  attends  you  -, 
Be  joyful  when  y'are  free. 

f^ir.   Did  you  not  hear  her  ? 
She  gave  me  back  my  Vow,  my  Love,  my  Freedom  i 
1  am  free,  free  as  Air-,   and  though  to  morrow 
Her  bloody  Will  meet  with  my  Liie,  and  fink  it. 
And  in  her  Execution  tear  me  piecemeal  : 
Yet  have  I  time  once  more  to  meet  my  Wifhcs, 
Once  more  t'  embrace  my  belt,  my  nobleft,  trueli, 
And  Time  that's  warranted. 

Jul.  Good  Sir,  forbear  it  ; 
Though  I  confefs,   equal  with  your  Defires 
My  Wiflics  rife,  as  covetous  of  your  Love, 

(55)  Trinket:']    Here  means  the  Divorce  he  had  procured  a  little 
above. 

And 
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And  to  as  warm  Alarms  fpur  my  Will  to  ; 
Yet  pardon  me,  tlie  Seal  o*th*  Churcli  dividing  us. 
And  hanging  like  a  threatning  Flame  between  us. 
We  muft  not  meet,   I  dare  not. 

Vir.  That  poor  disjointing. 
That  only  flrong  Neceflky  thruft  on  you. 
Not  Crime,  nor  fludied  Caufe  of  mine  -,  how  fweetiy. 
And  nobly  I  will  bind  again  and  cherifh ; 
How  [  will  recompence  one  dear  Embrace  now. 
One  free  Affc(5tion?  How  1  burn  to  meet  it!  • 

Look  now  upon  me. 

Jul.  1  behold  you  willingly. 
And  willingly  would  yield,  but  for  my  Credit 
The  Love  you  firft  had  was  preferv'd  with  Honour, 
The  laft  fhall  not  cry  Whore  ;  you  Hiall  not  purchalc 
From  me  a  Pleafure,  that  have  equally 
Lov'd  your  fair  Fame  as  you,  at  fuch  a  Rate, 
Your  I-Ionefty  and  Virtue  mud  be  bankrupt  i 
\i  I  had  lov'd  your  Lud,  and  not  your  Luftre, 
The  glorious  Luftre  of  your  matchlcfs  Goodnels, 
I  {^6)  would  compel  you  now  to  Bed  :  -—  forgive  me. 
Forgive  me.  Sir,  how  fondly  ftill  I  love  you  ! 
Yet  nobly  too  ;  make  the  way  ftraight  before  me. 
And  let  but  holy  Hymen  once  more  guide  me, 
Under  the  Ax,  upon  the  Rack  again, 
E'en  in  the  Bed  of  all  Afflidlions, 
Where  nothing  lings  our  Nupiials  but  dire  Sorrows, 
With  all  my  Youth  and  Pleafure,    I'll  embrace  you. 
Make  Tyranny  and  Death  ftand  Hill  affrighted. 
And  at  our  meeting  Souls  amaze  our  Mifchiefs; 
'Till  when,  high  Hcav'n  defend  you,  and  Peace  guide  you. 
Be  wife  and  manly,  make  your  Fate  your  own. 
By  being  Mafter  of  a  Providence, 
1'hat  may  controul  it. 

(56)   ivou'd  compel  you    new  to    he!  — —  ]     To  be  wjia    ? 

Theie  we  have  a  Da(h,  and  a  very    unhappy  one  u  is.     But  by    the 
good  Leave  of  my  Readers,  if  we  mull  have  a  Dnlh,  let  us  rellore 
tienfe  firlt,  and  then  our   Dafh  may  be   lengthened  to  what  f;ze  yott 
picdfe  ;   1  read  therefore,  and  Mr.  Theobald  Vil.h.  me, 
7'-  ■  compel  ^ou  naiM  to  BcJ ;  .  ■ 

Vir, 
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Vir.  Stay  a  little  with  me. 
My  Thoughts  have  chid  themfclvcs  :  May  I  not  kifs  you? 
(57)  Upon  my  truth  I'm  honed. 

Jul.  1  believe  ye  ; 
But  yet  what  that  may  raife  in  both  our  Fancies, 
What  Ifllies  fuch  warm  Parents  breed — > 

Vir.   I  obey  you. 
And  take  my  Leave  as  from  the  Saint  that  keeps  me. 
I  will  be  right  again,  and  once  more  happy 
In  thy  unimitable  Love. 

Jul.   ril  pray  for  ye. 
And  when  you  tall,  I  have  not  long  to  follow.      [Exeunf. 

Enter  Sefle,  Majier.^  Boatfwain,  and  Gunner ^  at  one  Door . 
Martia  iind  Ronvere,  at  another. 

SeJJe.  Now  we  have  got  free  Credit  with  the  Captain. 

Mnji.  Soft,  folt,  he's  here  again  :    Is  not  that  Lady — • 
Or  have  I  loft  mine  Eyes.?  a  fait  Rhume  fcizes  'em ; 
But  I  fhould  know  that  Face. 

Boatf.   Make  "him  not  madder. 
Let  him  forget  the  Woman  •,  (leer  a  Lar-board, 

Majl.  He  will  not  kill  her. 

Boatf.  Any  thing  he  meets; 
He's  like  a  Hornet  now,   he  hums,  and  buzzes  j 
Nothing  but  Blood  and  Horror. 

Maji.  I'd  fave  the  Lady, 
For  fuch  another  Lady ■ 

Boatf.  There's  the  Point  -, 
And  you  know  thtre  want  Women  of  her  Mettle. 

]^lajl.  *Tis  true,  they  bring  iiich  Children  now, 
Such  Demi-lances. 
Iheir  Father's  Socks  will  make  them  chriftning  deaths. 

Gun.  No  more,   they  view  us. 

SeJJe.  You  Ihall  play  a  while, 
And  liin  your  fcU  in  this  Fel.cicy, 

(^7)  Upon   my  truth    I  am  an   honejl  ]      This   reading    the   Oi^aVO 
Ofily  €xr.ibUf.     I'he  true  one   is  licm  ihe  tclio's. 

You 
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You  fliall  you  glorious  Whore,  I  know  yon  (lill. 

But  I  fliall  pick  an  Hour  when  moll  lecurely- * 

1  lay  no  more. 

Ron.  Do  you  fee  thofe  ?  thofe  are  they 
Shall  aft  your  Will  j  come  hither  my  good  Fellows. 
You're  now  the  King's.    Are  they  not  goodly  Fellows  ^ 

Mart.    They've   Bone   enough,    if  they    have   ftout 

Maji.  Still  the  old  Wench.  [Heart  to  it. 

SeJIe.  Pray  Captain,  let  me  ask  you 
What  noble  Lady's  that  ?  'Tis  a  rude  Queftion, 
But  I  defire  to  know. 

Ron.  She's  for  the  King,  Sir  ; 
Let  that  fuffice  for  Anfwer. 

Se[fe.  Is  flie  fo.  Sir } 
Tn  good  time  may  fiie  curfe  it. 
Muft  I  breed  Hacknicfs  for  his  Grace  ? 

Ron.  What  wouldft  thou  do 
To  merit  fuch  a  Lady's  Favour  ? 

SeJJe,  Any  thing.  [tunes? 

Ron.  That  can  fupply  thy  Wants,  and  ralfe  thy  For- 

Scj]e.  Let  her  command,  and  fee  what  I  dare  execute, 
I  keep  my  Confcience  here  j  if  any  Man 
Oppofe  her  will,  and  flie  would  have  him  humbled. 
Whole  Families  between  her  and  her  Wifhes- 

A/^.We  have  feen  bleeding  Throats,  Sir,  Cities  fack*c, 
(58)  And  Infants  fluck  upon  their  Pikes 

Boalf.  Houfesa  fire,  and  handfom  Mothers  weeping. 

Sejfe.   Which   we  have   hcap'd  upon    the  Pile   like 
Sacrifices. 
Churches  and  Altars,  {^O))  Prieflrs  and  all  Devotion^, 
Tumbled  together  into  one  rude  Chaos. 

Gun.  We  know  no  Fear,  Sir,  but  want  of  Imployment 

Sejfe.  Nor  other  Faith  but  what  our  Purfes  preach. 
To  gain  our  Ends  we  can  do  any  thing. 
And  turn  our  Souls  into  a  thoufand  Figures-, 

(58)   And  Infants  fluck  upon  their  ?ike5.'\      If  I  might  be  r.llow'd 
liberty,   I  wou'd  propole  reading  either 

• «/>3«  the(e,    cr  the,  or  our  piirs 

[^q)  Priejh  and  all  Deiotiyns,']     Devotior/.  here  means  thr 

fame  as  devoted  or  hv\y  Things. 

Bur 
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But  when  wc  come  to  do      ■     ■ 


Mart.  1  like  thefe  Fellows. 
Ron.  Be  ready  and  wait  here,  within  this  Hour 
I'll  fhew  you  to  the  King,  and  he  (hall  like  ye  : 
And  if  you  can  devile  fome  Enterrainmenc 
To  fill  his  Mirth,  fuch  as  your  Country  ufes, 
Prcfent  it,  and  IMl  fee  it  grac'd. 
After  this  Ccmick  Scene  we  fhall  employ  you. 
For  one  muil  die. 

Sejfe.  What  is  he.  Sir.?  fpeak  boldly. 
For  we  dare  boldly  do. 

Ron.  This  Lady's  Husband  ; 
His  Name  is  Virolet. 

Sejje.  We  (hall  difpatch  it.    [Exe.  Martia  ^«^Ronvcre. 
O  damned,  damned  thing  :  A  bafe  Whore  firft. 
And  then  a  Murtherer !  I'll  look  to  you. 
Boatf.  Can  (he  be  grown  fo  flrangc .? 
SeJfe.  She  has  an  itch  ; 
I'll  fcratch  you  my  dear  Daughter,  I'll  fo  claw  you  ; 
I'll  curry  your  hot  Hide-,  married  and  honour'd.'* 
And  turn  thofe  holy  BlefTings  into  Brothels  ^ 
Your  Beauty  into  Blood  .?  I'll  hunt  your  Hotnefs. 
I'll  hunt  you  like  a  Train. 
Maft.  We  did  all  pity  her. 

Sejje.  Hang  her,  (he  is  not  worth  Man's  Memory  ; 
She's  (alfe  and  bale,  and  let  her  fright  all  Stories. 
Well,  though  thou  be'ft  mine  Enemy  I'll  right  thee. 
And  right  thcc  nobly. 

Boaij.  Faith,  Sir,  iince  flie  muft  go. 
Lei's  (pare  as  few  as  may  be. 

Sep.  We'll  take  all. 
And  like  a  Torrent  fweep  the  Slaves  before  us. 
You  dare  endure  the  worl^  ? 

Majl    You  know  our  Heart?,  Sir, 
And  they  (hall  bleed  the  lafl:,  e'er  we  ftart  from  ye. 
Gun.   We  can  but  die,  and  e'er  we  come  to  that. 
We  (hall  pick  out  fome  few  Examples  for  us. 

Sejfe.  Then  wait  the  firft  Occafion,  and  hkt  Cur  litis  ^ 
I'll  kap  the  Gulph  before  )Ou,  fcarlcfs  leap  it : 
Then  follow  me  like  Men,  and  if  our  Vu  tufs 

May 
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1^/T.iy  buoy  our  Country  up,  and  fet  her  fhining 

In  her  firft  State;  our  fair  Revenges  taken. 

We  have  our  noble  Ends,  or  elfc  our  Alhes.       [Exeunt, 


ACT     V.     SCENE    L 

Enter  Afcanio,  and  Martia  akve. 

Mart.   A  S  you  are  noble,  keep  me  from  difcovery, 

-^^  And  let  me  only  run  a  Stranger's  Fortune  J 
For  when  the  King  (hall  find  I  am  his  Daughter 
He  ever  holds  moll  Ominous,  and  hates  mod} 
With  what  Eyes  can  he  look,  how  entertain  me. 
But  with  his  Fears  and  Cruelties  ? 

yffca.  I've  found  you  ; 
Sufped  not,  I  am  bound  to  what  you  like  befl  -, 
What  you  intend,  I  dare  not  be  fo  curious 
To  queftion  now  ;  and  what  you  are,  lies  hid  here. 

Enter  Ferrand,  and  Ronvere  alcove. 

The  King  comes,  make  your  Fortune,  I  fhall  }oy  in't. 

Ron.  All  things  are  ready.  Sir,  to  make  you  merry  j 
And  fuch  a  King,  you  fhall  behold  him  now. 

Fer.  I  long  for*t,  for  I've  need  of  Mirth. 

Ron.  The  Lady,  Sir. 

Fer.  Now  as  I  am  a  King,  a  fprightly  Beauty, 
A  goodly  fweet  Afped  !  My  Thanks  Ronvere^ 
My  beft  Thanks,  on  your  Lips  I  feal  your  Wifhes, 
Be,  what  you  can  imagine,  mine,  and  happy. 
And  now  fit  down  and  fmile  ;  come,  my  jifcanio^ 
And  let  this  Monarch  enter. 

Enter  Sefle,  Mafier^  Boatfwain^  Gunner^  and  Sailor i» 

Ron.  Thefe  are  th'  Switzers^ 
I  told  your  Grace  of. 

Fer.  Goodly  promifing  Fellows, 
With  Faces  to  keep  Fools  in  awe,  I  like  *em  % 
Go  guard  the  Pretence  well,  and  do  your  Ducie^*^ 

Vol.  VII.  M  To 


178  The  Vouhk  Mantage, 

To  Morrow  I  (hall  take  a  further  View. 

Seje.  You  Hiall,  Sir, 
Or  1  Ihall  lofe  my  Will ;  how  the  Whore*s  mounted  ? 
How  fhe  fits  thron'd  ?  thou  blazing  muddy  Meteor, 
That  fright*ft  the  under  World  with  luftful  Flalhes, 
How  i  fliall  dafh  thy  Flames  ?  Away,  no  Word  more. 
[Exe.  Seffc  and  his  Company.  Tloiinjh  Cornets. 

Enter  Villio,  Caftruccio,  Do^or^  and  a  Guard. 

Fer.  Now,  here  he  comes  in  Glory  j  be  merry.  Matters, 
A  Banquet  too  ?  [^Meat  brought  in. 

Ron.  O,  he  muft  fit  in  State,  Sir ! 

Jfca.  How  rarely  he  is  uflier*d  ?  Can  he  think  now 
He  is  a  King  indeed  ? 

Ron.  Mark  but  his  Countenance. 

Cajl.  Let  me  have  Pleafures  infinite,  and  to  the  Height, 
And  Women  in  abundance,  many  Women  : 

Enter  Ladies. 

I  will  difport  my  Grace,  (land  there  and  long  for  me; 
What,  have  ye  brought  me  here?  Is  this  a  Feaft 
Fit  for  a  Prince?  a  mighty  Prince  ?  Are  thcfe  things,  r 
Theie  Preparations,  ha  ? 

Dott.  May't  pleafe  your  Grace  ?  [Marchpanes, 

Cajl.  It  does  not  pleafe  my  Grace ;  Where  are  the 
The  Cuftards  double  Royal,  and  the  Subtilties  ? 
Why,  what  weak  things  are  you  to  ferve  a  Prince  thus  ? 
"Where  be  the  dclicates  o*th*  Earth  and  Air? 
Th'  hidden  Secrets  of  the  Sea  ?  Am  1  a  Plow- man. 
You  pop  me  up  with  Porridge?  Hang  the  Cooks. 

Fer.  O  moll  Kingly : 
What  a  Majeftick  anger  ? 

Caji.  Give  me  fome  Wine. 

jifca.   He  cools  again  now. 

Caft.  Fool,  where  are  my  Players  ? 
Let  me  have  all  in  Pomp  -,  let  *em  play  fome  Love  matter, 
To  make  the  Ladies  itch.  PJl  be  with  you  anon,  Ladies ; 
You  black  Eyes,  Pll  be  with  you  : 
Give  me  fome  Wine  I  fay, 
And  let  me  have  a  Mask  of  Cuckolds  enter. 

Of 
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Of  mine  own  Cuckolds, 
And  let  them  come  in,  peeping  and  rejoicing, 
Juft  as  I  kifs  their  Wives,  and  fomewhat  glorying. 
Some  Wine  I  fay,  then  for  an  excellent  Night-piece, 
To  fhew  my  Glory  to  my  Loves,  and  Minions, 
I  will  have  fome  great  Caftle  burnt. 

Vil.  Hark  you,  Brother  j 
If  that  be  to  pleafe  thefe  Ladies,  ten  to  one 
The  Fire  firft  takes  upon  your  own,  look  to  that  j 
Then  you  may  fhew  a  Night-piece. 

Caji.  Where's  this  Wine.? 
Why,  (hall  I  choak  .?  d*ye  long  all  to  be  tortur*d? 

Do^.  Here,  Sir. 

Cajl,  What  is  this.?  [tajies)  why,  Doflor. 

Do5l.  Wine  and  Water,  Sir. 
*Tis  Sovereign  for  your  heat,  you  muft  endure  it. 

Vil.   Moft  excellent  to  cool  your  Night-piece,   Sir. 

Do5i.  You're  of  a  high  and  cholerick  Complexion, 
And  you  mufl:  have  allays. 

CaJi.  Shall  I  have  no  fheer  Wine  then  ? 

Do5l.  Not  for  a  World  :  I  tender  your  dear  Life,  Sir  j 
And  he's  no  faithful  Subjccft' — 

Vil.  No,  by  no  means ; 
Of  this  you  may  drink,  and  ne'er  hang,  nor  quarter, 
ISIor  never  whip  the  Fool  j  this  Liquor's  merciful. 

Cajl.  I'll  fit  down  and  eat  then  :  Kings,  when  they're 
May  eat,  I  hope  .?  [hungry, 

Do^.  Yes,  but  they  eat  difcreetly. 

CaJi.  Come,  tafte  this  Difh,  and  cut  me  liberally ; 
I  like  Sauce  well. 

Do^.  Fie,  it  is  too  hot.  Sir  ; 
Too  deeply  feafon'd  with  the  Spice,  away  with't  i 
You  muft  acquaint  your  Stomach  with  thofe  Diets 
Are  temperately  nourifhing. 

Cajl.  But  pray  ftay,  Doftor, 
And  let  me  have  my  Meat  again. 

DoB.  By  no  means : 
I  have  a  charge  concerns  my  Life. 

Cafl.  No  Meat  neither  ; 
Do  Kings  never  eat.  Doctor  ? 

M  2  Bo£f. 
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Do^.  \try  little.  Sir, 
And   that  too  very  choice. 

Vil.  Your  King  ne'er  fleeps,   Brother, 
He  muft  not  fleep,  his  Cares  ftill  keep  him  waking. 
Now  he  that  Eats  and  Drinks  much,  is  a  Dormoufe  % 
The  third  part  of  a  Wafer's  a  Week's  Diet. 

Cafi.  Appoint  me  fomething  then. 
Do^,  There. 

Cnjl.  This  I  feel  good, 
But  it  melts  too  fuddenly  •,  yet  —  how,  that  gone  too ! 
Ye  are  not  mad  !  I  charge  you.  [Take  awaj^ 

Do^.  For  your  Health,  Sir, 
A  little  quickens  Nature,  much  deprefles. 

Cajl.  Eat  nothing  for  my  Health  ?,  that's  a  new  Diet. 
Let  me  have  fomething,  fomething  has  fome  favour. 
Why  thou  uncourteous  Doftor,  (hall  I  hang  thee  ? 

Do^.  'Tis  better,  Sir,  than  I  fhould  let  you  furfeit; 
My  Death  were  nothing. 

Fil.  To  lofe  a  King,  were  terrible. 

Caji.  Nay,then  I'll  carve  my  felf,  1*11  (tay  no  Ceremonies. 
This  is  a  Partridge  Pye,  Pm  fure  that's  nourifhing. 
Or  Galen  is  an  Afs :  'tis  rarely  feafon'd  : 
Ha,  Dod:or,  have  I  hit  right  ?  a  mark,  a  mark  there  ? 

ViL  What  ails  thy  Grace  ?  [Take  away, 

Cajl.  Retrieve  thofe  Partridges. 
Or  as  I  am  a  King « 

Bo^i.  Pray  Sir  be  patient. 
They're  flown  too  far. 

Vil.  Thcfc  are  breathM  Pies  an't  pleafe  you, 
And  your  Hawks  are  fuch  Buzards. 

Cajt.  A  King,  and  have  nothing. 
Nor  can  have  nothing  ! 

Vil.  What  think  you  of  a  Pudding? 
A  Pudding  Royal  ? 

Cajl.  To  be  royally  Oarv'd  ; 
Whip  me  this  Fool  to  Death,  he  is  a  Blockhead. 

Vil.  Let  'em  think  they  whip  me,  as  we  think  you  a 
'Twill  be  enough.  [King : 

Caji.  As  for  you  dainty  Doctor,  th'  Table  ta'en  away. 
All  gone,  all  fnatch'd  away,  and  I  unfatisfied. 

With- 
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(59)  Without  my  Wits,  being  a  King  and  hungry  ? 
Suffer  but  this  thy  Treafon  ?  1  telJ  thee  Do<^or, 

I  tell  it  thee,  in  earned,  and  in  Anger, 

(60)  I  am  damnably  hungry,  my  very  Grace  is  hungry. 
Vil.  A  hungry  Grace  is  fitted  to  no  Meal,  Sir. 
Do£l.  Some  two  hours  hence,  you  fliali  fee  more  :  but 

You  muft  retain  an  excellent  and  ftridl  Diet,     [ftill.  Sir, 

Vil.  Itfliarpcnsyou,  and  makes  your  Wit  fo  poynant,^ir. 
Your  very  words  will  kill. 

Do£l.  A  bit  of  Marmalade 
No  bigger  than  a  Pea. 

Vil.  And  that  well  butter'd. 
The  Air  thrice  purified,  and  three  times  fpirlted. 
Becomes  a  King :  your  rare  Conferve  of  nothing 
Breeds  no  Ofi^ence. 

Cajl.  Am  I  turn'd  King  Camelion, 
And  keep  my  Court  i'th*  Air? 

Fer.  They  vex  him  cruelly.  [the  Women, 

Afca.  In  two  days  more  they*ll  ilarve  him.  Fer.  Now 
There's  no  Food  left  but  them.     Afca.   They'll  prove 

fmall  Nourifhment ; 
Yet  h'as  another  Stomach  and  a  great  one, 
1  fee  by*s  Eye. 

Caji   (61)  ril  have  mine  own  Power  here; 
Mine  own  Authority ;  I  need  no  Tutor, 
Dodlor,  this  is  no  Diet. 

(59)  Without  my  Wits,']  This  odd  Paffage  gives  room,  for  Sufpt- 
cion,  that  it  has  had  feme  foul  PJay  either  from  the  Tranfcriber 
or  Editor  :  Let  the  Reader  confider  it,  and  then  think  if,  wiih 
Mr.  Senvard  and  myfelf,  it  fhou'd  not  run  thus. 

Without  my  Will, 

Tho*  there  are  two  or  three  more  ways  of  altering  it,  but  none  of 
'em  fatisfadlory. 

(60)  Fm  damnably  hungry ^  m\'  very  Gracc:  is  hungry.]  A  flight 
Tranfpofuion  will  fet  this  place  right. 

Mjf    Grace  is  very   hungry — 

To  which  anfwers  l^illio,  right  enough, 

A  hungry    Grace  is  htteft  to  no   MeaJ. 
{61)  ril  have  mine   oven  Power  here  ;]    Tho*  have  is  not  eafily 
corrupted  into  u/e,  yet  I  cannot  help  imagining  but  it  has  undergone 
fuch  a  Change.  To  have  ont'sWill^  is  common  ;  1o  havt  entt Pother ^ 
not  fo. 

M  3  X)a^, 
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Dc5t.  It  may  be,  Sir. 

Fil.  By'r  Lady,  it  may  turn  to  a  dry  Dietj 
And  how  thy  Grace  will  ward  that 

Cojl.  Stand  off,  Doftor  ; 
And  talk  to  thole  that  want  Faith. 

Fer.  Hot  and  mighty. 

Afca.  He  will  cool  apace,  no  doubt. 

Caft.  Fah\  plump,  and  red, 
A  Fcrehead  high,  an  Eye  revives  the  dead  ; 
A  Lip  like  ripejl  Fruity  inviting  Jiill. 

Vil.  But  O,  the  rujhy  IVell,   below  the  Hilly 
'Take  heed  of  that,  for  though  it  never  fail^ 
Take  heed  I  fay,  for  thereby  hangs  a  Tale. 

Cafi.  I'll  get  ye  all  with  Child. 
'  Vil,  With  one  Child,  Brother, 
So  many  Men  in  a  Blue  Coat. 

Cafi.  Had  I  fed  well. 
And  drunk  good  (lore  of  Wine,  ye  had  been  blefl  all, 
Bleft  all  with  double  Births  i  come  kifs  me  greedily, 
And  think  no  more  upon  your  fooliili  Husbands, 
They're  tranfitory  things  -,  {f>i)  a  King's  Fame  meets  you. 

Boot.  Vanifh  away. .  [£,v.  Women. 

Cafi.  How,  they  gone  too?  my  Guard  there  i 
Take  me  this  Devil  D.:(5tor,  and  that  Fool  there. 
And  fow  'em  in  a  Sack  ;  bring  back  the  Women, 
The  lovely  Women;  drown  thefe  Rogues,  or  hang  'em. 

Afca.  {^i)  He  is  in  earneft.  Sir. 

^  {621  A  Kir.gi  Tame  meets  you  ^  The  Reader  is  left  to  interpret 
Tatr.e  here  in  w  jat  Senfe  he  pleaies  ;  but  I  rather  think  that  Flame 
is  the  true  reading  ;  the  miftaking  of  one  for  the  other  was  eafy, 
and  fo  probably  gave  occcafion  to  this  flight  Corruption. 

(63)   Afca.  He  is  in  earnefi.  Sir, 

I  needs  Viuji  take  him  off". 

Enter  SriTe,  Mnjler,  Boat/nvaiti,  Gunner  and  Sailors. 
Fer.  In  fcrious  earnej}.']  From  this  and  fuch  like  Miflakes  one 
wou'd  imagine  that  the  Editors  of  the  Odavo  Edition  had  collated 
the  firft  Folio  in  a  very  negligent  manner.  The  Change  of  the 
Speakers,  as  well  as  Tranfpofuion  of  the  Speeches,  which  arc  un- 
doubtedly right,  in  the  prefen  t  Text,  are  from  the  Copy  of  1 647. 

Fer. 
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Fer.  In  ferious  earned, 
I  needs  muft  take  him  off. 

Enter  SefTe,  Majler^  Boatfwaitiy  Gunner  and  Sailors. 

Sejfe.  Now,   now  be  free. 
Now  Liberty,  now  Country- men  (hake  from  ye 
The  Tyrant's  Yoke. 

AIL  Liberty,  Liberty,  Liberty  ! 

Guard.  Trealon,  Treafon,  Treafon. 

Fer.  We  are  betray*d,  fly  to  the  Town,  cry  Treafon, 
And  raife  our  faithful  Friends  ^  O  my  jifcanio. 

jifca.  Make  halte,  we  have  way  enough. 

Guard.    Treafon,    Treafon, 

[£>.  Fer.    Afca.  and  Guard. 

SeJJe.  Spare  none,  put  all  to  th'  Sword :  A  vengeance 
fhake  thee, 
Art  thou  turn'd  King  again .? 

Cajl.  I  am  a  Rafcal : 
Spare  me  but  this  time,  if  e*er  I  fee  King  more. 
Or  once  believe  in  King. 

SeJfe.  The  Ports  are  ours. 
The  Treafure  and  the  Port,  fight  bravely  Gentlemen  ; 
Cry  to  the  Town,  cry  Liberty  and  Honour  -, 

{Seme  go  off  crying  Liber fy  and  Freedom. 
Waken  their  perfecuted  Souls,  cry  loudly, 
We*ll  fliare  the  Wealth  among  ye. 

Cajl.  Do  you  hear.  Captain  ? 
If  e*er  you  hear  me  name  a  King  - 

Seffe.  You  {hall  not. 

C^.  Or  though  I  live  under  one,  obey  him  — '- 

Gun.  This  Rogue  again. 

SeJfe.  Away  with  him,  good  Gunner. 

Caji.  Why  look  yc,  Sir;  Til  put  you  to  no  charge  ; 
I'll  never  eat. 

Gun.  ril  take  a  courfe,  you  {hall  not  •, 
Come,  no  more  words. 


M  4  Enter 
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Enter  Boatfwain. 

Cajl.  Say  nothing  when  you  kill  me. 

(64)  Sejle.  He*s  ta*en  to  th'  Tower's  ftrcngth  j 
Now  (land  fure  Gentlemen, 
Wc  have  him  in  a  pen,  he  cannot  fcapc  us. 
The  reft  o'th'  Caftle*s  ours ;  Liberty,  Liberty  .' 
What,   is  the  City  upp 

Boat/.  They  are  up  and  glorious. 
And  rouling  like  a  ftorm  they  come  j  their  Tents 
Ring  nothing  but  Liberty  and  Freedom. 
The  Women  are  in  Arms  too. 

Sejfe.  Let  *em  come  all ; 
Honour  and  Liberty. 

Ml.  Honour  and  Liberty.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Juliana. 

Jul.  This  Woman  threats,  her  Eyes,  e'en  red  with  fury, 
Which  like  prodigious  Meteors  foretold 
Aflur'd  Deftruflion,  are  ftill  before  me. 
Befides  1  know  fuch  Natures  unacquainted 
With  any  mean,  or  in  their  Love,  or  Hatred  j 
And  fhe  that  dar'd  all  dangers  to  pofTefs  him. 
Will  check  at  nothing,  to  revenge  the  lofs 
Of  what  flic  held  fo  dear.     I  firft  difcovef 'd 
Her  bloody  purpofes,  which  fhe  made  good. 
And  openly  profels*d  'em  i  that  in  me 
Was  but  a  cold  AfFedion  i  Charity 
Commands  fo  much  to  all ;  for  Virolet, 
Methinks  I  Ihould  forget  my  Sexes  weaknefs, 
Hifc  up,  and  dare  beyond  a  Woman's  ftrength  ; 

(64)  Sefle.  He's  to' en  to  th^  loiurs  Jlrergth  ;  ]  But  how  cou'd 
^ejfe  know  that  ?  Surely  by  nothing  but  Infpiration  :  I  can't  help 
thiriic'ng  but  the  Stage  Diredion,   two  Lines  above,  of 

Enter  Boatjhvain,  is  wrong,  and  that  he  ihou'd  come  in  and  bring 
the  News  of  Ferrand^  having  retir'd  into  the  ftrongeft  part  of  <hc 
Citadel,  and  then  we  Hall  have  the  Dialogue  go  on  clear  and  eafy. 
Thus, 

Call.  Say  nothing  nuhen  you  kill  me. 
Enter  Bostfuiain. 
Boatf.  He's  ta'en  to  th"  Toiler's  frength, 
Sdfe.  Now  Jiand  furt  GtHtlenten,  &c. 

Then 
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Then  do,  not  counfel :  He  is  too  fecure. 
And  in  my  judgment,  'twere  a  greater  Service 
To  free  iiim  from  a  deadly  Enemy, 
Than  to  get  him  a  Friend.     I  undertook  too 
To  crofs  her  Plots ;  oppos'd  my  Piety, 
Againfl  her  Malice;  and  Ihall  Virtue  fuffcr  ? 
No,  Mania,  wer*t  thou  here  equally  armed, 
I  have  a  caufe,  fpite  of  thy  mafculine  Breeding, 
That  would  afTurc  the  Vidory  :  My  Angel 
Diredt  and  help  me. 

EnUr  Virolet  like  Ronvere. 

yir.  The  State  in  Combuftion, 
Part  of  the  Citadel  forc'd,  the  Treafure  fciz'd  on  i 
The  Guards  corrupted,  arm  themfelves  againft 
Their  late  protected  Mafter ;  Ferrand  fled  too. 
And  with  fmall  ftrength,  into  the  Caftle's  Tower, 
The  only  Aventine^  that  now  is  left  him  ? 
And  yet  the  Undertakers,  nay.  Performers, 
Oi  fuch  a  brave  and  glorious  Enterprize, 
Are  yet  unknown  ;  they  did  proceed  like  Men, 
I  like  a  Child  ;  and  had  I  never  trufted 
So  deep  a  practice  unto  fhallow  Fools, 
Befides  my  Soul's  peace,  in  my  Juliana, 
The  Honour  of  this  Adion  had  been  mine. 
In  which,  accurs'd,  I  now  can  claim  no  (hare. 

Jul.  Ronvere !  'tis  he,  a  thing,  next  to  the  Devil 
I  mod  deteft,  and  like  him  terrible  i 
Mania's  right  Hand,  the  Inftrument  I  fear  too. 
That  is  to  put  her  bloody  Will  in  aft. 
Have  I  not  Will  enough,  and  Caufe  too  mighty  ? 
Weak  W omens  fear,  fly  from  me. 

^r.  Sure  this  Habit, 
This  Likenefs  to  Ronvere,  which  I  have  ftudied. 
Either  admits  me  fafe  to  my  defign. 
Which  I  too  cowardly  have  halted  after. 
And  fuffer*d  to  be  ravifh'd  from  my  Glory  j 
Or  finks  me  and  my  Miferics  together  i 
Either  concludes  me  happy. 

Jul,  He  Hands  niufing^ 

Soini 
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SomeMifchief  is  now  hatching: 

In  the  full  meditation  of  his  Wickednefs, 

Til  fink  his  curfed  Soul  :  Guide  my  Hand,  Heav'n, 

And  to  my  tender  Arm  give  Strength  and  Fortune, 

That  I  may  do  a  pious  deed,  all  Ages 

Shall  blcfr  my  Name  for  ;  all  rememorance  crown  me. 

Vir.  It  (hall  be  fo.  : . 

Jul.  It  n-iall  not  -,  take  that  Token,  [Stabs  htm. 

And  bear  it  to  the  luftful  Arms  of  Martia^ 
Tell  her,  for  ^/rJ^/*s  dear  fake,  I  fent  it. 

Vir.  O  I  am  happy,  let  me  fee  thee,  that  I 
May  blefs  the  hand  that  gave  me  Liberty  ; 
O  courteous  Hand,  nay  thou  haft  done  moft  nobly, 
And  Heav'n  has  guided  thee,  'twas  their  great  Juftice ; 

0  bleflfcd  Wound  that  I  could  come  to  kifs  thee ! 
How  beautiful  and  fweet  thou  fhew*ft  ! 

Jul  Oh ! 

Vir.  Sigh  not. 
Nor  weep  not,  Dear,  fhed  not  thofe  fovereign  Balfams 
Into  mv  Blood,  which  muft  recover  me  ; 
Then  I  fiiall  live  again  to  do  a  mifchicf, 
Af^ainft  the  mightincfs  of  Love  and  Virtue, 
Some  bafe  unhallow'd  Hand  ihall  rob  thy  right  of. 
Help  me,  1  faint :  fo. 

Jul.  O  unhappy  Wench ! 
How  has  my  Zeal  abus*d  me  ;  you  that  guard  Virtue, 
Were  ye  aQeep  .?  or  do  you  laugh  at  Innocence, 
You  fuffer'd  thismiftake?  O  my  dear  Fiiolet! 
An  everlafting  curfe  follow  that  form 

1  ftruck  thee  in,  his  Name  be  ever  blafted  j 
For  his  accurfed  Ihadow  has  betray'd 

The  fweetnefs  of  all  Youth,  the  Noblenefs, 
The  Honour,  and  the  Valour ;  wither'd  for  ever 
The  Beauty  and  the  Bravery  of  ail  Mankind  : 

0  my  dull  Devil's  Eyes. 
Vir.  1  do  forgive  you. 

By  this,  and  this,  I  do  :   I  know  you  were  cozen'd ; 
The  Shadow  o(  Ronvere,  I  know  you  aim'd  at. 
And  not  at  me  i  but  *twas  moft  neceflary 

1  fliould  be  ftruck,  fome  Hand  above  direded  you; 

«  For 
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For  Juliana  could  not  fliew  her  Juftice, 
Without  depriving  high  Heav'n  of  his  Glory, 

(65)  Or  any  Subjed  fit  for  her,   but  Fn'olei  : 
Forgive  me  too,  and  take  my  laft  Breath,  fweet  one,i 
This  the  new  Marriage  of  our  Souls  togetlier ; 
Think  of  me,  Juliana,  but  not  often. 

For  fear  my  Faults  fhould  burthen  your  AfFeftions. 
Pray  for  me,  for  I  faint. 

Jul.  O  ftay  a  little, 
A  little,  little.  Sir.  [Offers  to  kill  berfelf, 

Vir.  Fie,  Juliana. 

Jul.  Shall  1  out-live  the  Virtue,  I  have  murder*d  ? 

Vir.  Hold,  or  thou  hat*ft  my  Peace ;  give  mc  the  Djgger, 
On  your  Obedience,  and  your  Love,  deliver  it. 
If  you  do  thus,  we  fliall  not  meet  in  Heav'n,  Sweet; 
No  guilty  Blood  comes  there;  kill  your  Intentions, 
And  then  you  conquer ;  there  where  I  am  going, 
Would  you  not  meet  me,   Dear? 

Jul.  Yes. 

Vir.  And  ftill  love  me  ? 

Jul.  And  ftill  behold  you. 

Vir.  Live  then  'till  Heav'n  calls  you. 
Then  ripe  and  full  of  Sweetnefs  you  rife  fainted. 
Then  1  that  went  before  you  to  prepare. 
Shall  meet  and  welcome  you,  and  daily  court  you 

(66)  With  Hymns  of  holy  Love  —  I  go  out: 
Give  me  your  Hand;  farewel,  in  Peace farewel, 
Remember  me,  farewel.  [Dies. 

{65)  Or  any  SuhjeH,  Sec. 

Thhthe  new  Marriage,']  We   fliould  certainly  read. 

On  any  Subjcd,   Sec. 

'  ris  the  ne-M  Marriage,   or  the  Sentence  will  be  as  much 
nonfenfical,  as  elliptical. 

(66)  IFith  Hymns  of  holy  Love 7  go  out :"}     The  Colon  at  the 

end  of  the  Line   feems  greatly  to  injurs  the  Senfe  of    this  PalTage, 

as  the to  have  Iwallow'd   up  a  Word  which   is  requifue   to 

complete   both  that  and  the  Meafure  :  I  imagine   we    fiiou'd  iill  up 
and   point  thus, 

JVith  Hymns  of  holy  Lo've         ■  'fore  I  go  out 

Gii)e  me  your  Hand  ;   itc. 
The  judicious  Reader  will  eafily  fee  the  Reafon  of  both. 

JuL 
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Jul.  (67)  Sleep  you  fwect  GlafTes, 
An  evcrlalting  Slumber  crown  thofc  Cryftals ; 
All  my  Delight  adieu,  farewel,  dear  Virolet, 
Dear,  dear,  moft  dear  j  O  I  can  weep  no  more. 
My  Body  now  is  Fire,  and  all  confuming. 
Here  will  I  fit,  forget  the  World  and  all  things, 
And  only  wait  what  Heav*n  fhall  turn  me  to. 
For  now  methinks  I  fliould  not  live.  [She Jits  down. 

Enter  Pandulpho. 

Pan.  O  my  fweet  Daughter, 
The  Work  is  finiih'd  now,  I  promis'd  thee : 
Here  are  thy  Virtues  (hew*d,  here  regifl:er*d. 
And  here  fhall  live  for  ever. 

Jul.  Blot  it,  burn  it, 
I  have  no  Virtue,  hateful  I'm  as  Hell  is. 

Pan,  Is  not  this  Virolet  ? 

Jul.  Ask  no  more  Queftions; 
Miftaking  him,  I  kill'd  him. 

Pan.  O  my  Son, 
Nature  turns  to  my  Heart  again,  my  dear  Son, 
Son  of  my  Age,  would'ft  thou  go  out  fo  quickly  ? 
So  poorly  take  thy  Leave,  and  never  fee  me  ,'* 
Was  this  a  kind  Stroke,  Daughter  ?  Could  you  love  hiiT^ 
Honour  his  Father,  and  fb  deadly  ftrike  him  ? 
O  wither'd  timelefs  Youth !  are  all  thy  Promifes, 
Thy  goodly  Growth  of  Honours,  come  to  this  ? 
Do  I  halt  Hill  i*th'  World,  and  trouble  Nature, 
When  her  main  Pieces  founder,  and  fail  daily  ? 

Enter  Lucio,  and  other  Servants. 

Luc.  He  does  weep  certain :  What  Body's  that  lyes  by 
him  ? 

(67)  This  PafTion  of  Juliana  calls  for,  and  deferves  our  highell 
Admiration  :  'cis  drawn  with  fo  mafterly  an  Hand,  that  a  Perfoa 
mull  be  endued  with  a  very  fmall  fhare  of  1  aile  not  to  be  touch'd 
at  the  reading  of  it :  Our  Poetb,  ftill  in  the  Pathetic,  appear  iuffi- 
Cicntly  plain  thro'  the  Body  of  their  Plays,  that  here  it  flames  out, 
iind  periiaps  has  not  its  fuperior  in  any  part  of  their  Mafter  Shake^ 
jptar'i    Con)pofitions. 

How 
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(68)  How  do  you.  Sir? 

Pan.  O  look  there,  Lucio, 
Thy  Mafter,  thy  belt  Mafter  \ 

Luc.  Woe  is  me. 
They've  kill'd  him,  flain  him  bafely  ;  O  my  Mafter  \ 

Pan.  Well  Daughter,  well ;  what  {6^)  Heart  had  you 
to  do  this  ? 
I  know  he  did  you  Wrong  ;  but  'twas  his  Fortune, 
And  not  his  Fault ;  for  my  fake  that  have  lov'd  you  — 
But  I  fee  now  you  fcorn  me  too. 

Luc.  O  Miftrefs  ? 
Can  you  fit  there,  and  his  cold  Body  breathlefs  ? 
Bafely  upon  the  Earth  ? 

Pan.  Let  her  alone,  Boy, 
She  glories  in  his  end. 

Luc.  You  (hall  not  fit  here. 
And  fuffer  him  you  loved, —  ha!  Good  Sir,  come, 
Come  hither  quickly,  heave  her  up  j  O  Heav'n  *  Sir, 

0  God,  my  Heart !  fhe*s  cold,  cold  and  ftifFtoo, 
Stiff  as  a  Stake,  (he's  dead. 

Pan.  She's  gone,  ne'er  bend  her. 

1  know  her  Heart,  (he  could  not  want  his  Company  : 
BlelTing  go  with  thy  Soul,  fweec  Angels  fhadow  it, 
O,  that  I  were  the  third  now,  what  a  Happinefs? 
But  I  muft  live,  to  fee  you  laid  in  Earth  both, 
Then  build  a  Chapel  to  your  Memories, 

Where  all  my  Wealth  fhiUl  fafliion  out  your  Stories. 

Then  dig  a  little  Grave  befides,  and  all's  done. 

How  fweet  (he  looks,  her  Eyes  are  open  fmiling, 

I  thought  Ih'ad  been  alive.     You  are  my  Ciiarge,  Sirs, 

And  amongft  you,  I'll  fee  his  Goods  dillributed. 

Take  up  the  Bodies,  mourn  in  Heart,  my  Friends, 

You've  loft  two  noble  Succours*,  follow  me, 

And  thou,  fad  Country,  weep  this  Mifery.  [^Exeunt, 

(68)  Hovj  do  you  do.  Sir  ?]     The  latter  do  which  fpcils  the  Mea- 
fure,    I  have  dropt  upon  the  Authority  of  Folio  1647. 

(69)  Hei4rt  had  you]  So  Oftavo  Edition  of  1647,  thus, 

what  Heart  jo«  had. 

'Tis  no  matter  which  way  we  read,  either  will  do. 

Enter 
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Enter  Sefle,  Boatfwairiy  Majiery  Gunner^  CitizenSy  and 
Soldiers. 

Seje.  Keep  the  Ports  ftrongly  mann'd,and  let  none  enter 
But  fuch  as  are  known  Patriots. 

jIU.  Liberty,  Liberty! 

Sejfe.  'Tis  a  I'ubftantial  Thing,  and  not  a  Word, 
You  Men  o^  Naples,  which  if  once  taken  from  us. 
All  other  Bleflings  leave  us  ;  'tis  a  Jewel 
Worth  purchafing,  at  the  dear  rate  of  Life, 
And  fo  to  be  defended.     O  remember 
What  you  have  fufFer'd,  fince  you  parted  with  it  j 
And  if  again  you  wifh  not  to  be  Slaves, 
And  Properties  to  Ferrands  Pride  and  Luft, 
Take  noble  Courage,  and  make  perfedb  what 
Is  happily  begun. 

1  Cit.  Our  great  P refer ver. 

You  have  infranchis'd  us,  from  wretched  Bondage. 

2  Cit.  And  might  be  known,  to  whom  we  owe  our  Free- 
We  to  the  Death  would  follow  him.  [dom, 

3  Cit.   Make  him  King, 
The  Tyrant  once  remov'd. 

SeJfe.  That's  not  my  end. 
'Twas  not  Ambition  that  brought  me  hither. 
With  thefe  my  faithful  Friends,  nor  hope  of  Spoil : 
For  when  we  did  poflefs  the  Tyrant's  Treafure, 
By  Force  extorted  from  you,  and  employed. 
To  load  you  with  moft  miferable  Thraldom, 
We  did  not  make  it  ours,  but  with  it  purchas'd 
The  help  of  thefe,  to  get  you  Liberty, 
That  for  the  fame  Price  kept  you  in  Subje<5tion. 
Nor  are  we  Switzers,  worthy  Country  Men, 
But  Neapclitans  :  Now  eye  me  well ; 
And  tho'  the  reverend  Emblems  oi  mine  Age, 
My  fiiver  Locks  are  (home,  (70)  my  Beard  cut  off. 

Partaking 

(70) my   Beard  cut  off. 

Partaking  yet  ff  an  adulterate  Colour  •,'\  This  is  a  glaring 
Contradidioa  indeed,  for  ifhis  Beard  was  cue  off,  the  Colour  of  it 
cou'd  not  pollibly  be  adulterate  ;  If  we  do  but  remember  what  we 
are  told  of  thii  Duke's  having  his  Beard  run  into  a  Peak  of 
^tMcnty,  we  may  read  the  Paflage  thus  with  Mr.  Seiuard, 

—  my 
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Partaking  yet  of  an  adulterate  Colour  •, 

Tho'  fourteen  Ycers  you  have  not  feen  this  Face, 

You  may  remember  it,  and  call  to  Mind 

There  was  a  Duke  ofSeJ/e,  a  much  wrongM  Prince, 

Wrong*d  by  this  Tyrant  Ferrand. 

1  Cit.  Now  I  know  him. 

2  Cit.  *Tis  he,  long  live  the  Duke  of  Seje. 
Seffe.  I  thank  you. 

The  Injuries  I  receiv*d,  I  muft  confefs. 

Made  me  forget  the  Love  I  owed  this  Country, 

For  which  I  hope,  I've  given  Satisfaction, 

In  being  the  firft  that  ftir'd,  to  give  it  Freedom  ; 

And  with  your  Loves  and  furtherance,  will  call  back 

Long  banifht  Peace,  and  Plenty,  to  this  People. 

2  Cit.  Lead  where  you  pleafc,  we'll  follow. 

I  Cit.  Dare  all  Dangers. 

Enter  Pandulpho,  the  Bodies  of  Virolet  and  Juliana^ 
upon  a  Hearfe. 

Sejfe.  What  folemn  Funeral's  this  ? 

Pan.  There  reft  a  while. 
And  if't  be  poflible  there  can  be  added 
Wings  to  your  fwift  defireof  juft  Revenge, 
Hear  (if  my  Tears  will  give  way  to  my  Words) 
In  brief  a  moft  fad  Story. 

SeJJe.  Speak,  what  are  they  ? 


my  Beard  cut  /harp. 


Or  as  I  think  nearer  the  traces  of  the  Letters  thus, 

-  ■      '  ■  iny  Beard  cut  half. 
*Tis  well  known  that  dying  of  Beards  was  a  frequent    Cuflom  in 
our  Poets  Time,  and  upon  this  Praftice  I  will  undertake  to  corred. 
a  corrupted  Paffage   in    Shake/pear'^  Meafure  for   Meafure,   Aft  4. 
Scene  7. 

Duke.  Oh  Death" s  a  great  dlfguifer,  and  you  may  add  to  (t'4 
Shave  the  Head  and  tie  the  Beard,  and  fay  it  was,  i^e.  to  make 
it  appear  that  tie  is  a  Corruption  here,  and  that  dye  is  the  original 
Word,  we  need  only  quote  another  place  from  Scene  9.  oi"  this 
fame  Act.     The  Pro'uoJ}  fays, 

There  dfd  this   Morning — 

One  Ragozine 

A  Man  of  Claudio'j  Tears  ;  his  Beard  ard  Head 

jult  of  his  Colour. 
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I  know  thee  well,  Pandulpbo» 

Pan.  My  beft  Lord  ? 
As  far  as  Sorrow  will  give  Leave,  mod  welcome  } 
This  Virolet  was,  and  but  a  Son  of  mine, 
1  might  fay,  the  moft  hopeful  of  our  Gentry  ; 
And  though  unfortunate,  never  ignoble: 
But  I'll  fpeak  him  no  further.     Look  on  this. 
This  Face,  that  in  a  Savage  would  move  Pity, 
The  Wonder  of  her  Sex,  and  having  faid 
*Tis  Juliana^  Eloquence  will  want  Words 
To  fet  out  her  defervings ;  this  bleft  Lady, 
That  did  endure  the  Rack  to  fave  her  Husband, 
That  Husband,  who,  in  being  forc*d  to  leave  her, 
Endur*d  a  thoufand  Tortures  i  by  what  Practice, 
I  know  not,  (but  'twas  fure  a  cunning  one) 
Are  made,  the  laft  I  hope,  but  fad  Examples 
Of  Ferran^s  Tyranny.     Convey  the  Bodies  hence. 

Sejfe.  Exprefs  your  Sorrow 
In  your  Revenge,  not  Tears,  my  worthy  Soldier ; 
That  fertile  Earth,  that  teem*d  fo  many  Children 
To  feed  his  Cruelty,  in  her  wounded  Womb 
Can  hardly  now  receive  *em. 

Boatf.  We  are  cold,  [vercd 

Cold  Walls  (han't  keep  him  from  us.  Gun.  Were  he  co- 
With  Mountains,  and  room  only  for  a  Bullet 
To  be  fent  level  at  him,  I  would  fpeed  him.  [con's 

Majt.  Let's  fcale  this  pretty  Tower  j  at  Sea  wc*re  Fal- 
And  fly  unto  the  Main-Top  in  a  Moment. 
What  then  can  flop  us  here  ? 

1  Qt.  We'll  tear  him  Piece-meal. 

2  Gt.  Qt  cat  a  Paflage  to  him. 
Seffe.  Let  Difcretion 

Direct  your  Anger  j   that's  a  Vi(5lory, 

Which  is  got  with  lead  Lofs,  let  us  make  ours  fuch  j 

And  therefore  Friends,  while  we  hold  parley  here, 

Raife  your  Scalado  on  the  other  fide, 

But  enter'd  wreak  your  Sufferings, 

[Exeunt  Sailors  and  Soldiers. 
1  Cii.  In  our  Wrongs 
There  was  no  Mean  ■ 

2  at, 
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2  Qf.  Nor  in  our  full  Revenge 
Will  we  know  any. 

Seffe.  Be  appcasM,  good  Man,  [To  Pandulpho. 

No  Sorrow  can  redeem  them  from  Death's  Prifon  j 
What  his  inevitable  Hand  hath  feiz'd  on. 
The  World  cannot  recover.     All  the  Comfort 
That  I  can  give  to  you,  is  to  fee  Vengeance 
Pour'd  dreadfully  upon  the  Author's  Head, 
Of  which  their  Adies  may  be  fenfible. 
That  have  fain  by  him.  .  [Sound  a  Parley. 

Enter  Ferrand,  Martia,  Afcanio,  afjd  Ronvere  ai>ove. 

Pan.  They  appear. 

Per.  'Tis  not  that  we  efteem  rebellious  Traitors 
Worthy  an  Anfvvcr  to  their  proudctl  Summons, 
That  v.'e  vouchfife  our  Prefence,  or  t*  exchange 
One  Syllable  with  'em  ;  but  to  let  fuch  know. 
Though  circled  round  with  Treafon,  all  points  bent 
As  to  their  Center  at  my  Heart,  'tis  free, 
Free  from  fear,  Villains,  and  in  this  weak  Tower 
Ferra?td  commands  as  abfolute,  as  when 
He  trod  upon  your  Necks,  and  as  much  fcorns  you. 
And  when  the  Sun  of  Majefty  (hall  break  through 
The  Clouds  of  your  Rebellion,    every  Beam, 
Inftead  of  comfortable  Heat,  Ihall  fend 
Confuming  Plagues  among  you,  and  you  call 
That  Government  which  you  term'd  Tyrannous, 
Hereafter,  gentle. 

Sejfe.  flutter  not  thy  fclf 
With  thefe  deluding  hopes,   thou  cruel  Bead, 
Thou  art  i'th'  toil,  and  the  glad  Hiintlman  prouder. 
By  whom  thou'rt  taken,  of  his  Prey,  than  if 
(Like  thee)  he  Ihould  command,  and  fpoil  his  Foreft. 

per.  What  art  thou  ? 

Seffe.  To  thy  horror,    Duke  of  SeJ/e, 

Per.  The  Devil. 

Sejje.  Referv'd  for  thy  Damnation. 

per.  Why  fhakcs  my  Love  ? 

Mart.  O  I  am  loll  for  ever ; 
Mountains  divide  me  from  him,  fome  kind  Hand 

Vol.  Vil.  N  Prevent 
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Prevent  our  fearful  meeting:  Or  lead  me 

To  the  deep  Rock,  whofe  rugged  Brows  are  bent 

Upon  the  fwelling  Main  ;  there  let  me  hide  me : 

And  as  our  Bodies  then  fhall  be  divided, 

May  our  Souls  never  meet. 

Fer.  Whence  grows  this,  Sweeteft  ? 

Mari.  There  are  a  thoufand  Furies  in  his  Looks ; 
And  in  his  deadly  filence  more  loud  Horror, 
Than  when  in  Hell  the  tortur*d  and  tormentors 
Contend  whofe  Ihrieks  are  greater.     Wretched  me! 
It  is  my  Father. 

SeJJe.  Yes,  and  I  will  own  her.  Sir, 
Till  my  Revenge.     It  is  my  Daughter,  Ferrand; 
My  Daughter  thou  haft  whor'd. 

Fer.  I  triumph  in*t : 
To  know  fhe*s  thine,  affords  me  more  true  Pleafure, 
Than  the  Adt  gave  me,  when  e'en  at  the  height, 
I  crack'd  her  Virgin  Zone.     Her  fliame  dwell  on  thee. 
And  all  thy  Family  ;  may  they  ne'er  know 
A  female  Iflue,  but  a  Whore;  Jfcanio^ 
Ronvere,  look  cheerful ;  be  thou  a  Man  too. 
And  learn  of  me  to  die.     That  we  might  fall, 
And  in  our  Ruins  fwallow  up  this  Kingdom, 
Nay  the  whole  World,  and  make  a  fecond  Chaos. 
And  if  from  thence  a  new  Beginning  rife. 
Be  it  Recorded  this  did  end  with  us ; 
And  from  our  Duft  hath  Embryon. 

Ron.  I  liv'd  with  you. 
And  will  die  with  you  ;  your  Example  makes  me 
Equally  bold. 

^fca.  And  I  refolv'd  to  bear 
Whate'er  my  Fate  appoints  me. 

Seffe.  They  are  ours. 
Now  to  the  Spoil. 

Boat/.  Pity  the  Lady,  to  all  elfe  be  deaf,        [Exetmt. 

Within,  Kill,  kill,  kill. 

lAlaru'/Uy  Flour ijh  Trumpets,  Retreat. 


Enter 
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Enter  Sefle  with  Ferrand'j  Head^  the  Citizens^  Majier, 
Boat/waitiy  Gunner,  Soldiers  bringing  in  Afcanio  and 
Martia. 

Sejfe.  Cruel  beginnings  meet  with  cruel  ends ; 
And  the  beft  Sacrifice  to  Heav'n  for  Peace, 
Is  Tyrants  Blood,  and  thofe  that  ftuck  fail  to  him, 
Flefh'd  Inftrumcnts  in  his  commands  to  Mifchief, 
With  him  difpatch'd. 

Boatf.  They  are  cut  off.  . 

SeJfe.  *Tis  well. 

M.  Thanks  to  the  Duke  of  Sejje. 

SeJfe.  Pay  that  to  Heav*n, 
And  for  a  general  Joy,  give  general  Thanks  i 
For  Blcffings  ne'er  defcend  from  Heav'n,  but  when 
A  grateful  Sacrifice  afcends  from  Men. 
To  your  Devotion  -,  leave  me,  there's  a  Scene 
Which  I  would  ad  alone  ;  yet  you  may  (lay. 
For  wanting  juft  Spedlators,  'twill  be  nothing. 
The  reft  forbear  me. 

Cit.  Liberty,  liberty,  liberty! 

Mart.  I  would  I  were  as  far  beneath  the  Centre, 
As  now  I  (land  above  it  -,  how  I  tremble ! 
Thrice  happy  they  that  died,  I  dying  live 
To  (land  the  Whirlwind  of  a  Father's  Fury, 
Now  it  moves  toward  me. 

SeJJe.  Thou  I  want  a  Name 
By  which  to  (lile  thee :  All  artic'latc  founds 
That  do  exprefs  the  mifchief  of  vile  Woman, 
That  are,  or  have  been,  or  fliall  be,  are  weak 
I'o  fpeak  thee  to  the  height.   Witch  !    Parricide  ! 
For  thou,  in  taking  leave  of  Modedy, 
Had  kiird  thy  Father,  and  his  Honour  loft ; 
He's  but  a  walking  Shadow  to  torment  thee. 
To  leave,  and  rob  thy  Father  •,  then  fet  free 
His  Foes,   whofe  Slavery  he  did  prefer 
Above  all  Treafure,  was  a  flrong  defeazance 
To  cut  off  e'en  the  fureft  bonds  of  iVIcTcy. 
After  all  this,  having  given  up  thy  felf 
Like  to  afcnliial  Beail,  a  (lave  to  Luft, 

N  2  To 
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To  play  the  Whore,  and  then  (high  Hcav'n,  it  racks  me) 
To  find  out  none  to  quench  thy  Appetite, 
But  the  moft  cruel  King,  whom  next  to  Hell 
Thy  Father  hated,  and  whofe  black  Embraces 
Thouiliouldit  have  fled  from,  as  the  whips  of  Furies ; 
What  canft  thou  look  for  ? 

Ejjter  Pandulpho,  and  the  Bodies  home  on  the  Hearfe, 

Mart.  Death  ;  and  *tis  not  in  you 
To  hurt  me  farther  j  my  old  Relblution, 
Take  now  the  place  of  Fear ;  in  this  I  liv'd, 
In  this  ril  die,  your  Daughter. 

Pan.  Look  but  here  ; 
You  had,  I  know,  a  guilty  Hand  in  this  j 
Repent  it,  Lady. 

Mnrt.  Juliana  dead  ? 
And  Vtrolet? 

Pan.  By  her  unwilling  Hand. 

Mart.  Fates,  you  are  equal.  What  can  now  fall  on  me, 
That  I  will  fhrink  at }  Now  unmov*d  I  dare 
Look  on  your  Anger,  and  not  bend  a  Knee 
To  ask  your  Pardon  -,  let  your  Rage  run  higher 
Than  Billows  rais'd  up  by  a  violent  Tempeft, 
And  be,  as  that  is,  deaf  to  all  intreaties ; 
They*re  dead,  and  I  prepared  5  for  in  their  fall 
All  my  defires  are  fum*d  up. 

Sejfe.  Impudent  too  ? 
Die  in  it.  Wretch. 

Boatf.  Stay,  Sir.  [Boat/wain  kills  her, 

SeJfe.  How  dar'll  thou.  Villain, 
Snatch  from  my  Sword  the  honour  of  my  Juflice  ? 

Boatf.  I  never  did  you  better  Service,  Sir, 
Yet  have  been  ever  faithful.     I  confefs 
That  flie  deferv'd  to  die,  but  by  whofe  Hand  ? 
Not  by  a  Father's.     Double  all  her  Guilt, 
It  could  not  make  you  innocent,  had  you  done  it. 
In  me  *tis  Murder,  in  you  'twere  a  Crime 
Heav'n  could  not  pardon.     Witnefs  that  I  love  you, 
And  in  that  Love  I  did  it. 

SeJJe,   Thou  art  noble, 

I 
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I  thank  thee  for't,  the  thought  of  her  die  with  her. 

j^fca.  My  turn  is  next ;  fince  fhe  could  find  no  Mercy, 
What  am  1  to  expcdl  ? 

Cii.  With  one  Voice,  Sir, 
The  Citizens  falute  you  with  the  Stile 
Of  King  of  Naples. 

Seffe.  I  muft  be  excus'd. 
The  Burden  is  too  heavy  for  my  Shoulder, 
Beftow  it  where  'tis  due.    Stand  forth  AfcaniOy 
It  does  belong  to  you;   live  long  and  wear  it. 
And  warn'd  by  the  Example  of  your  Uncle, 
Learn  that  you  are  to  govern  Men,  not  Beads  i 
And  that  it  is  a  moft  improvident  Head, 
That  drives  to  hurt  the  Limbs  that  do  fupport  it. 
Give  burial  to  the  Dead ;  for  me,  and  mine, 
We  will  again  to  Sea,  and  never  know 
The  Place,  which  in  my  Birth  firft  gave  me  Woe. 

[Flourijh  Trumpets.     Exeunt  omnes. 
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DRAMATIS     PERSONS. 

M    E    N. 

DON  Philippe,  King  of  SjpdJm. 
Otrante,  a  SpaniJJj  County  in  love  with  Florimel. 
Julio,  a  Nobleman^  Uncle  to  Antonio. 
Bcllide?,  Father  to  Ifmenia,  Emmy  to  Julio. 
Lifauro,  Brother  to  Ifmenia,  Bellides*  Son. 
Terzo,  Kinfman  to  Lifauro,  and  Friend  to  Bellides. 
Antonio,  in  love  with  Ifmenia,  an  Ene?ny  to  Bellides. 
Martino,  Friend  to  Antonio,  and  his  fecret  Rival. 
Gerafto,  Friend  to  Otrante. 

Moncado,  I  ^«"'  ^'""''^"- 

Goftanzo,  ^ 

Giraldo,    >  Three  Gentlemen^  Friends  to  Julio. 

Philippo,  3 

Vertigo,  a  French  Taylor. 

Lords  attending  the  King  in  Progrefs. 

Franio,   a  Miller,  fuppofed  Father  to  Florimel, 

Buftopha,  Franio  his  Son^  a  Clown. 

Pedro,  a  Songfter, 

Conftable. 

Officers. 

Servants. 

WOMEN. 

Ifmenia,  Daughter  to  Bellides,  Mijirefs  of  Antonio. 
Aminta,  Coujin  to  Ifmenia,  and  her  private  Competetrix  in 

Antonio' J  Love. 
Florimel,  fuppofed  Daughter  to  Franio,  Daughter  /^  Julio 

Jlolen  from  him  a  Child. 
Gillian,  Franio  the  Miller's  Wife. 
Country  Maids. 

SCENE      S    F    A    L    N, 

THE 
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ACT     I.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  Lifauro,  Terzo,  Ifmenia,  and  Aminta. 

L   I  S  A  U  R    O, 

p  E  T  the  Coach  go  round,  we'll  walk  alono- 
'"^     thefe  Meadows,  [Sifter^! 

And   meet  at   Port  again:   Come  my  fair 
Thefe  cool  Shades  wilJ  delight  ye. 
Anin.  Pray  be  merry. 
The  Birds  fing  as  they  meant  to  entertain  ye, 
Ev'ry  thing  fmiles  abroad  ;  methinks  the  River, 
As  he  Heals  by,  curies  up  his  Head,  to  view  ye: 
Ev*ry  thing  is  in  Love. 
Ifm.  You'd  have  it  fo. 
You  that  are  fair,  are  eafie  of  belief,  Coufin, 

The  theam  Aides  from  your  Tongue 

Amin.  I  fair  ?  I  thank  ye, 
Mine*s  but  a  Shadow  when  your  Sun  Ihines  by  me. 

Ifm.  No  more  of  this ;  you  know  your  worth,  Aminta, 
Where  are  we  now  ?  , 

Amin.  Hard  by  the  Town,  Ifmenia, 
Ter.  Clofe  by  the  Gates. 
Ifm.  *Tis  a  fine  Air. 
Lif  A  delicate  -, 
The  way  fo  fweec  and  even,  that  the  Coach 

Would 
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Would  be  a  tumbling  trouble  to  our  PJeafures  ; 
Methinks  I'm  very  merry. 

Jj'm.  I  am  fad. 

jimin.  You're  ever  fo  when  wc  entreat  ye,  Coufin. 

Jfm.  (i)  I  have  no  reafon:  fuch  a  trembling  here 
Over  my  Heart  methinks  ■ 

jimin.  Sure  you  are  fafting, 
Or  not  flept   well    to  Night ;   fome  Dream,  Ifinenia  ? 

Ifm.  My  Dreams  are  like  my  Thoughts,  honeft  and 
innocent. 
Yours  are  unhappy  ;  who  are  thefe  that  coafl  us  ? 
You  told  me  th*  Walk  was  private. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Martino. 

yVr.  *Tis  mod  commonly.  fnefs, 

Ifm.  Two  proper  Men :  It  feems  they  have  fome  bufi- 
With  me  none  fure ;  1  do  not  like  their  Facesj 
They  are  not  of  our  Company. 

I'er.  No,  Coufin.. 
JJfemrOy  we  are  dog'd. 

Lif.  I  find  it,   Coufin. 

Ant.  What  handfome  Lady  ? 

Mar.  Yes,  fhe*s  very  handfome  ; 
They're  handfome  both. 

j^nt.  Martino,  ftay,  we're  cozen'd. 

Mar.  I  will  go  up ;  a  Woman  is  no  Wild-fire. 

jfnt.  Now  by  my  Life  flie's  fweet :  Stay  good  Martina. 
They're  of  our  Enemies,  the  Houfe  of  Bellides  5 
Our  mortal  Enemies. 

Mar.  Let  'em  be  Devils, 
They  'pear  fo  handfomly,  I  will  go  forward  ; 
Jf  thefe  be  Enemies,  I'll  ne'er  feek  Friends  more. 

yjfit.  Prithee  forbear,  the  Gentlewomen  • 

Mar.  That's  it,  Man, 

(1)  1  ha-vc  no  reafon:  fuch  a  trembling  here"]  The  Gentleman, 
to  whom  my  Readers  are  indebted  for  fome  Remarks  upon  The 
Knight  of  the  Burning  Pejlle,  points  thus, 

/  have   (no  reafon)  fuch  a  trembling  here. 
Which   I  think  clears  and  heightens  the  place,    tho'  I  have  not 
ventur'd  to  diltuib  the  old  pointing,  which  is  certainly  Senfe. 

That 
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That  moves  me  like  a  Gin. 
'Pray  ye  (land  ofF,  Ladies         ■ 

Lif.  They're  both  our  Enemies,  both  hate  us  equally  ; 
By  this  fair  Day  our  mortal  Foes. 

7'er.  I  know  'em, 
And  come  here  to  affront:  how  they  gape  at  us? 
They  fhall  have  gaping  work. 

Ifm.  Why  your  Swords,  Gentlemen  ? 

Ter.  Pray  ye  ftand  you  off,  Coufin, 
And  good  now  leave  your  whiflling,  we're  abus'd  all  j 
Back,  back,  I  fay. 

Lif.  Go  back. 

yint.  We  are  no  Dogs,  Sir, 
To  run  back  on  Command. 

Ter.  We'll  make  ye  run.  Sir, 

y/«/.  Having  a  civil  Charge  of  handfome  Ladies, 
We  are  your  Servants ;  pray  ye  no  Quarrel,  Gendemen, 
There's  way  enough  for  both. 

Lif.  We'll  make  it  wider.  [at  ye. 

j^ni.  If  you  will  fight ;  arm'd  from  this  Saint,  have 

Ifm.  O  me  unhappy  !  are  ye  Gentlemen 
Difcreet,  and  civil,  and  in  open  View  thus 

j^mm.  What  will  Men  think  of  us  5  nay  you  may  kill  us.  • 
Mercy o'me,  through  my  Petticoat;  what  bloody  Gentle- 
men !  [nocent ; 

Ifm.  Make  way  through  me,  y'had  bed,  and  kill  an  In- 
Brother,  why  Coufin  by  this  Light  I'll  die  too. 
This  Gentleman  is  temperate ;  be  you  merciful  : 
Alas,  the  Swords ! 

y^min.  You  had  beft  run  me  through, 
'Twill  be  a  valiant  Thruft. 

Ifm.  I  faint  amongft  y/s. 

Jnf.  Pray  ye  ben't  fearful :  I  have  done,  fweet  Lady, 
My  Sword's  already  aw'd,  and  fhall  obey  ye  : 
I  come  not  here  to  violate  fweet  Beauty, 
I  bow  to  that. 

Ifm.  Brother,  you  fee  this  Gendeman, 
This  noble  Gentleman. 

Lif.    Let  him  avoid  then. 
And  leave  our  Walk. 
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Ant.  The  Lady  may  command.  Sir, 
She  bears  an  Eye  more  dreadful  than  your  Weapon. 

Ij'm.  What  a  fweet  Nature  this  Man  has  ?  dear  Brother, 
Put  up  your  Sword. 

Tcr.  Let  them  put  up,  and  walk  then.  [us: 

Ant.  No  more  loud  Words,  there's  time  enough  betorc 
For  fhame  put  up,  do  Honour  to  thefe. Beauties. 

M^r.  Our  way  is  this,  we  will  not  be  deny'd  it. 

2>r.  And  ours  is  this,  we  will  not  be  crofs'd  in  it. 

jint.  What  e'er  your  way  is.  Lady,  'tis  a  fair  one ; 
And  may  it  never  meet  with  rude  Hands  more. 
Nor  rough  uncivil  Tongues.  {Exeunt, 

Jfm.  I  thank  ye.  Sir, 
Indeed  I  thank  ye  nobly  ;  a  brave  Enemy  ! 
Here's  a  fweet  Temper  now  :  This  is  a  Man,  Brother  j 
This  Gentleman's  anger  is  fo  nobly  feated. 
That  it  becomes  him,  yours  proclaim  ye  Monfters. 
What  if  he  be  our  Houfe-Foe.?  we  may  brag  on't; 
We've  ne'er  a  Friend  in  all  our  Houfe  fo  honourable : 
rd  rather  from  an  Enemy,  my  Brother, 
Learn  worthy  dilUnces  (2)  and  modeft  deference. 
Than  from  a  Race  of  empty  Friends,  loud  nothings : 
I'm  hurt  between  ye. 

Amin.  So  am  I,  I  fear  too.     Dear  Coufin, 
Why  look  ye  pale?  Where  are  ye  hurt  ? 

Jfm.  1  know  not. 
But  here  methinks. 

Lif.  Unlace  her,  gentle  Coufin. 

II m.  My  Heart,  my  Heart,  and  yet  I  blefs  the  hurter. 

Jmin.  Is  it  fo  dangerous  ^ 

Jfm.  Nay,  nay,  I  faint  not. 

Amiii.  Here  is  no  Blood  that  J  find,  fure  'tis  inward. 

Jfm.  Yes,  yes,  'tis  inward  j  'twas  a  lubtle  Weapon, 
Xhe  hurt  not  to  be  cur'd  I  fear. 

Jjf  The  Coach  there. 

(2)  an  J  modeji  difFerence,]     The  Scnfe  of  this  place  requires 

evidently  a  Ledion  different  from  any  the  other  Editions  exhibit :  I 
propos'd  reading  thus, 

^— — —  and  'worthy  deference, 
;.  e.  refpeft,  before  Mr.   Seixiard  communicated  to  me   the   fame 
conjeftaral  Lection,  and  fo  have  not  fcrupled  to  rejcft  the  old  Text. 

Amin. 
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Jmin.  May  be  a  fright. 

Ifm.  Jminta,  'twas  a  fweet  one. 
And  yet  a  cruel. 

j^min.  Now  I  find  the  wound  plain : 
A  wondrous  handfome  Gentleman • 

Ifm.  Oh  no  deeper  : 
Prithee  be  filent,  Wench,  it  may  be  thy  cafe.    [Coufinj 

Awin.  You  mud  be  fearch'd  ;  the  Wound  will  rancle. 
And  of  fo  fweet  a  Nature ■ 

Ifm.  Dear  jiminta^ 
Make  it  not  forer. 

Amin.  And  on  my  Life  admires  ye. 

Ifm.  Call  the  Coach,  Coufin. 

jimm.  The  Coach,  the  Coach. 

Ter.  'Tis  ready,  bring  the  Coach  there. 

Lif.  Well  my  brave  Enemies,  we  Ihall  yet  meet  ye^ 
And  our  old  Hate  fhall  teftifie       ■     ■ 

Ter.  It  fhall,  Coufin.  [Exeunt^ 

SCENE        II. 

Enter  A  n  ton  i  no  and  Marti  no. 

jint.  Their  Swords,  alas,  I  weigh  'em  not,  dear  Friendj 
The  Indifcretion  of  the  Owners  blunts  'em ; 
The  Fury  of  the  Houfe  affrights  not  me. 
It  fpends  it  felf  in  Words:  Oh  me,  Martim^ 
There  was  a  two-edg'd  Eye,  a  Lady  carry*d  5 
A  Weapon  that  no  Valour  can  avoid, 
Nor  Art,  the  Hand  of  Spirit,  put  afide. 
O  Friend,  it  broke  out  on  me  like  a  Bullet 
Wrapt  in  a  Cloud  of  Fire-,  (3)  that  Point,  Martino^ 
Dazled  my  Senfe,  and  was  too  fubtle  for  me  ; 

Shot 

(3)      ■  t^at  Point,  Martino, 

Dazled  my  Senfe^  \  don't  approve  any  of  the  Text  where  it 
is  good  Senfe  before,  otherwife  a  fmall  change  in  the  Letters  wou'd 
perhaps  keep  clofer  to  the  Metaphor  that  is  carry'd  on  thro'  the 
Speech.  I  therefore  only  mention  it  as  a  mecr  Qyery,  whether  the 
Poet  might  not  poffiblv  have  wrote 

Baffled  my  Fence,  ' 
There  is  this  Reafon  to  render  it  probable;   in  both   Folios  Sence  is 
fpelt  in  the  latter  part  with  a  r,  as  Fence  is.     Now  fuppofe  the  / 

to 
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Shot  like  a  Comet  in  my  Face,  and  wounded 
(To  my  Eternal  Ruin,)  my  Heart's  Valour. 

Mar.  Methinks  fhe  was  no  fuch  Piece. 

Ant.  Blafpheme  not,  Sir, 
She  is  fo  far  beyond  weak  Commendation, 
That  Impudence  will  blufh  to  think  ill  of  her. 

Mar.  I  fee  it  not,  and  yet  I  had  both  Eyes  open, 
And  I  could  judge  -,  I  know  there  is  no  Beauty 
*Till  our  Eyes  give  it  'em,  and  make  'em  handfome; 
What's  red  and  white,  unlefs  we  do  allow  *em  ? 
A  green  Face  elfe  ;  and  methinks  fuch  another  — 

Jnt.  Peace  thou  lewd  Heretick ;  thou  Judge  of  Beauties? 
Thou  haft  an  excellent  Senfe  for  a  Sign-Poft,  Friend, 
(4)  Didft  thou  not  fee,  (I'll  fwear  thou  art  ftone  blind  elfe. 
As  blind  as  Ignorance  i)  when  fhe  appear'd  firft, 
Aurora  breaking  in  the  Eaft,  and  through  her  Face, 
(As  if  the  Hours  and  Graces  had  ftrew'd  Rofes,) 
A  Blufli  of  Wonder  flying?  (5)  when  fhe  was  frighted 
At  our  uncivil  Swords,  didft  thou  not  mark 
How  far  beyond  the  Purity  of  Snow 
The  foft  Wind  drives,  whitenefs  of  Innocence, 
Or  any  thing  that  bears  celeftial  Palenefs, 
Sh'  appear'd  o'th'  fudden  ?  Didft  thou  not  fee  her  Tears 
When  fhe  entreated  ?  O  thou  Reprobate ! 
Didft  thou  not  fee  thofe  orient  Tears  flow'd  from  her. 
The  little  Worlds  of  Love  ?  \  fet,   Martino^ 

to  have  been  accidentally  changed,  (and  'tis  the  leaft  change  a  Let- 
ter can  undergo)  the  Editors  wou'd  then  naturally  alter  Baffled  to 
Dazled.  Mr.  Se^arJ. 

(4)  Dojl  thou  not  fee, foon  blind  elfe,']  This  Line  labours  un- 
der two  Corruptions ;  the  firft  is  the  wrong  Tenfe  of  the  Verb  in  the 
front  of  the  Line,  which  the  unknown  Gentleman  alters  with  me 
thus, 

Didjl  thou  not  fee The  other  is, 

Thou  art  foon  blind  elfe,  a  Paffage  which  Mr.  Theobald  and 
Mr.  Seiiard  faw  with  me  ought  to  be  wrote, 

Thou  art  ftone  blind  elfe.  And  accordingly  I  have  ventured  to 
infert  the  Paflage  thus  correded  into  the  prefent  Text. 

(5)  ivhen  he  nvas  frighted]  As  the  Difcourfe  is  folely  about 

a  Lady,  the  reading  in  the  Text,  which  is  from  the  Copy  of  1647, 
and  my  Correfpondent's  Corjedture,  ii  undoubtedly  genuine. 

Of 
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Of Tuch  fandified  Beads,  and  a  holy  Heart  to  love, 
I  could  live  ever  a  religious  Hermit. 

Mar.  I  do  believe  a  little,  and  yet  methinks 
She  was  o*th'  loweft  Stature. 

Ant.  A  rich  Diamond 
Set  neat  and  deep.     Nature's  chief  Art,  Martina, 
Is  to  referve  her  Models  curious. 
Not  cumberfome  and  great ;  and  fuch  an  one 
For  fear  fhe  fhould  exceed  upon  her  Matter, 
Has  flie  fram*d  this  -,  (6)  oh  'tis  a  Spark  of  Beauty, 
And  where  they  'pear  fo  excellent  in  little. 
They  will  but  flame  in  great ;  Extention  fpoils  'em  : 
Martino  learn  this,  th'  narrower  that  our  Eyes 
Keep  way  unto  our  Objed,  dill  the  fweeter 
That  comes  unto's :  Great  Bodies  are  like  Countries, 
Difcovering  ftill.  Toil  and  no  Pleafure  finds  *em. 

Mar.  A  rare  Cofmographer  for  a  fmall  I  (land. 
Now  I  believe  fhe's  handibme. 

Ant.  Believe  heartily. 
Let  thy  Belief,  though  long  a  coming,  fave  thee. 

Mar.  She  was,  certain,  fair. 

Ant.  But  hark  ye,  Friend  Martino, 
Do  not  believe  your  felf  too  far  before  me. 
For  then  you  may  wrong  me,  Sir. 

Mar.  Who  bid  ye  teach  mc  ? 
D'you  fliow  me  Meat,  and  ftitch  my  Lips,  Antonio  ? 
Is  that  fair  Play  ? 

Ant.  Now  if  thou  Ihouldfl  abufe  me  ■ 

And  yet  I  know  thee  for  an  arrant  Wencher, 
A  moft  immod'rate  thing,  thou  canft  not  love  long— - 

Mar.  A  little  fcrves  my  turn,  1  fly  at  all  Games, 
But  I  believe  — « — 

Ant.  How  if  we  never  fee  her  more  ? 
She  is  our  Enemy. 

(6)   Oh  'tis  a  Spark  of  Beauty, 

And  luhen  they  appear  fo  excellent  in  little. 
They  nuill  but  flame  in  great  ;]  If  this  be  genuine,  flame, 
when  apply'd  to  Beauty,  mult  be  a  term  of  Contempt,  whereas  ic 
is,  I  believe,  univerfa'.ly  apply'd  to  it  as  a  term  of  Excellence.  I 
verily  think  the  Original  was,  not  fiame,  and  then  the  Reafon  that 
follows  is  juft,  bicauje   E.Mnttion  fpjih  'em.  Mr.  Seaward. 

Mar. 
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Mar.  Why  are  you  jealous  then  ? 
As  far  as  I  conceive  (he  hates  our  whole  HoufCi 

Jnt.  Yet,  good  Martina 

Mar.  Come,  come,   I've  mercy  on  ye  ; 
You  flull  enjoy  her  in  your  Dream,  Antonio, 
And  I'll  not  hinder  j  though  now  I  perfuade  my  felf — 

Enter  Aminta  with  a  Letter. 

Ant.  Sit  with  Perfuafion  down,  and  you  deal  honeftly  5 
1  will  look  better  on  her. 

Mar.  Stay,  who's  this,  Friend  ? 

Ant.  Is*t  not  the  other  Gentlewoman  ? 

Mar.  Yes  j  a  Letter ^ 

She  brings  no  Challenge  fure  ;  if  flie  do,  Antonio^ 
I  hope  {he*ll  be  a  Second  too  \  I'm  for  her. 

Amin.  A  good  Hour,  Gentlemen. 

Ant.  You're  welcome,  Lady; 
'Tis  like  our  late  rude  Paffage  has  pour'd  on  us 
Some  Reprehenfion. 

Amtn.  No,  1  bring  no  Anger, 
Though  fome  defer v'd  it. 

Ant.  Sure  we  were  all  to  blame,  Lady ; 
But  for  my  part,  in  all  Humility 
And  with  no  little  Shame,  I  ask  your  Pardons ; 
Indeed  I  wear  no  Sword  to  fright  fweet  Beauties. 

Amin.  You  have  it,  and  this  Letter  \  pray  ye  view't,  Sir; 
And  my  Commiflion's  done. 

Mar.  Have  ye  none  for  me,  Lady  ? 

Amin.  Not  at  this  time. 

Mar.  I  am  forry  for't ;  I  can  read  too. 

Amin.  I'm  glad  -,  but  Sir,  to  keep  you  in  your  ExercifCj 
You  may  chance  meet  with  one  ill  written. 

Mar.  Thank  ye, 
So't  be  a  Woman's,  I  can  pick  the  Meaning, 
For  likely  they've  but  one  end. 

Amin.  You  fay  true.  Sir.  [Exit. 

Ant.  Martin\  my  Wifhes  are  come  home  and  loaden, 
Loaden  with  brave  Return ;  moft  happy,  happy; 
I  am  a  blefs'd  Man  \  where's  the  Gentlewoman  } 

Mar.  Gone,  the  Sp'rits  gone,  what  News  .'* 

Ant: 
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j^nt.  'Tis  from  the  Lady ; 
From  her  we  faw  •,  from  that  fame  Miracle, 
I  know  her  Name  now  -,  read  but  thefe  three  Lines ; 
Read  with  Devotion,  Friend,  the  Lines  are  holy. 

Martina  reads, 

/  dare  not  chide  ye  in  my  Letter,   Sir, 

^Twill  he  too  gentle  :  If  you  pleafe  to  look  me 

In  the  Weft-itreet,  and  find  a  fair  Stone  Window 

(6)  Carved  with  white  Cupids;  there  P II  entertain  ye : 
Night  and  Difcretion  guide  ye.     Call  me  Ifmenia. 

Ant.  Give't  me  again :  Come,  come,  fly,  fly,  I*m  all  Fire 

Mar,  There  may  be  Danger* 

Ant.  So  there  is  to  drink. 
When  Men  are  thirfl:y,  to  eat  haftily 
When  we  are  hungry  :  So  there  is  in  Sleep,  Friend, 
Obftruftions  then  may  rife  and  fmother  us ; 

(7)  We  may  die  laughing,  choak'd  e'en  at  Devotions : 
An  Apoplexy,  or  a  fudden  Palfie, 

May  ftrike  us  down. 

Mar.  'T  may  be  a  Train  to  catch  ye. 

Ant.  Then  1  am  caught  *,  and  let  Love  anfwer  for'f, 
'Tis  not  my  Folly,  but  his  Infamy. 
And  if  he  be  ador'd,  and  dare  do  vile  things.-— 

Mar.  Well,  I  will  go. 

Ant.  She  is  a  Lady^  Sir, 
A  Maid,  I  think,   and  where  that  holy  Spell 
Is  flung  about  me,  I  ne'er  fear  a  Villany. 
*Tis  almoft  Night ;  away  Friend. 

Mar.  I  am  ready, 

(6)  Carnjed  iJi'ith  tuhite    Cupid;]  The  Text    is  from  1647,    and 
1679  Editions;  and  fo  reads  too  my  unknown  Friend. 

(7)  We  may  die  laughing,     choak'd  e''en  at  De-votions  : 

An  Apoplexy,  &c.]  Here  the  falle  Pointings  have  depriv'd  us 
of  a  beautiful  compound  Word,  and  anply'd  rZ-oa^/wj-  to  Devotions, 
which  cannot  in  a  ferious  Senfe  have  any  tendency  to  kill  a  Man 
in  that  way.     I  read. 

We  may  die  laughing- choak^d,   e'en  at  Devotions^ 

An  Apoplexy,   or  a  Judden  Palfy 

May  Jlrikt  ui  down,   &c.  Mr.  Se-ward. 

Vol.  va.  O 
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I  think  I  know  the  Houfe  too. 

Jnt.  Then  we*re  happy.  [Exeunf. 

SCENE        III. 

Enter  Ilmenia  mid  Aminta. 

I/m.  Did  you  meet  him  ? 

j4min.  Yes. 

Ifm.  And  did  you  give  my  Letter  ? 

yimin.  To  what  end  went  I  ? 

Ifm.  Are  ye  fure  *twas  he  ? 
Was  it  that  Gentleman  ? 

Jmin.  D'you  think  I  was  blind  ? 
I  went  to  feek  no  Carrier,  nor  no  Midwife. 

I/m.  What  kind  of  M:in  was  he?  Thou  may' ft  be  de- 
ceiv*d,  Friend.  [Eyes  too, 

/imin.  A  Man  with  a  Nofe  on*s  Face:  T think  he  had 
And  Hands,  for  fure  he  took  it. 

Ifm.  What  an  Anfwer  ?  [troubled.? 

/imin.  What  Queftions  are  thefe  to  one  that's  hot  and 
Do  you  think  me  a  Babe?  Am  I  not  able,  Coufin, 
At  my  Years  and  Difcretion,  to  deliver 
A  Letter  handfbmely  ?  Is  that  fuch  a  hard  thing  ? 
Why  every  Wafer-woman  will  undertake  it  : 
A  Sempfter's  Girl,   or  a  Tailor's  Wife  won't  mifs  it; 
A  Puritan  Hoftefs,  Coufin,  would'fcorn  thefe  Queftions. 
My  Legs  are  weary. 

Ifm.  ril  make  *em  well  again. 

y^min.  Are  they  at  Supper? 

Ifm.  Yes,  and  I'm  not  well. 
Nor  defire  no  Company:  Look  our,  'tis  darkifh. 

yimin.  I  fee  nothing  yet ;  affure  your  felf,  Ifmeniaj, 
If  he  be  a  Man,  he  will  not  mifs. 

Ifm.  It  may  be  he  is  modeft. 
And  that  may  pull  him  back  from  feeing  me; 
Or  has  made  fome  wild  Conftrudion  of  my  Eafinels : 
I  blufh  to  think  what  I  writ. 

Amin.  What  ftiould  ye  blufti  at  ? 
Blufti  when  you  adl  your  Thoughts,not  when  you  write  'em  ; 

Blufti- 
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Blufli  foft  between  a  Pair  of  Shcets,^rweet  Coufin. 
Though  he  be  a  curious  carried  Gentleman,  I  can't  think 
He*s  To  unnatural  to  leave  a  Woman, 
(A  young,  a  noble,   and  a  beauteous  Woman,) 
Leave  her  in  her  Defires  :  Men  of  this  Age 
Are  rather  prone  to  come  before  they're  Tent  for. 
Hark,  I  hear  fomething :  Up  to  th'  Chamber,  Coufin, 
You  may  fpoil  all  t\k. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Martino. 

Ifra.  Let  me  fee,  they're  Gentlemen ; 
It  may  be  they. 

Amin.  They  are  they  ;  get  ye  up, 

(9)  And  like  a  Land-flar  draw  him. 

Ifm.  I'm  fhame-fac'd.  [£a'//. 

Ant.  This  is  the  Street. 

Mar.  I'm  looking  for  the  Houfe  : 
Clofe,  clofe,  pray  ye  clofe here. 

Ant.  No,  this  is  a  Merchant's; 
I  know  the  Man  well. 

Mar.  And  this  a  Pothecary's :  I've  lain  here  many  times. 
For  a  loofenefs  in  my  Hilts. 

Ant.   Have  ye  not  pad  it  ? 

Mar.  No  fure  : 
There  is  no  Houfe  of  mark  that  we  have  fcaped  yet. 

Ant.  What  place  is  this  ? 

Mar.  Speak  fofter,  'may  be  Spies ; 
If  any,   this,  a  goodly   Window  too, 

(10)  Carv'd  fair  above,  that  I  perceive  ;  'tis  dark. 
But  fhe  has  fuch  a  Luftre. 

(9)  And    like   a     Land-ftar ]     Mr.    Theobald  here  reads 

Loadftar,  and  fo  docs  Mr.  Seiuard ;  the  former  upon  what  Autho- 
rity I  know  not,  but  the  latter  upoa  that  of  Sir  yohn  Dwuies  in  his 
Poem  upon  the  Soul, 

Load-Jlone  to  Hearts,   and  Load-Jiar  to  all  Eyes. 

(10)  Carv'd  far  al'ove,']     I  read  bya  flight  Alteration  fair,  fo 
jull  before,  • 

'- a  fair  /Jane  IVindi-M 

Car'vd  rji^ith  'white  Cupids. 
And  fo  reads  likewife  my  anonymous  Correfpondent. 

O  2  Enter 
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Enter  Ifmenia  /tnd  Aminta  above  with  a  Taper. 

Ant.  Yes  MartitWy  ^  . 

So  radiant  fhe  appears  ■ 

Mar.  Elfe  we  may  mifs,  Sir  ;  [clear  : 

The  Night  grows  vengeance  black,  pray  Heav'n  Ihe  Ihine 
Hark,  hark,  a  Window,  and  a  Candle  too. 

Ant.  Step  clofe,  *tis  fhe  -,  1  fee  the  Cloud  difperfe. 
And  now  the  beauteous  Planet. 

Mar.  Ha,  *tis  indeed, 
Now  by  the  foul  of  Love  a  Divine  Creature. 

Ijm.  Sir,  Sir. 

Ant.   Mod  blefled  Lady. 

Ifm.  *Pray  ye  ftand  out. 

Amin.  You  need  not  fear,  there's  no  Body  now  ftirring. 

Mar.  Beyond  his  commendation  I  am  taken. 
Infinite  ftrangely  taken. 

Amin.  I  love  that  Gentleman, 
Methinks  he  has  a  dainty  nimble  Body: 
I  love  him  heartily. 

Ifm.  'Tis  the  right  Gentleman; 
But  what  to  fay  to  him.  Sir  ■  [Afide. 

Amin.  Speak. 

Ant.  I  wait  ftill. 
And  will  do  till  I  grow  another  Pillar, 
To  prop  this  Houle,  fo  it  pleafe  you. 

Ifm.  Speak  foftly. 
And  'pray  ye  fpeak  truly  too. 

Ant.  1  never  ly'd,  Lady, 

Ifm.  And  do  not  think  me  impudent  to  ask  yc  j 
1  know  ye  are  an  Enemy  ;  fpeak  low. 
But  I  would  make  y'  a  Friend. 

Ant.  I'm  Friend  to  Beauty ; 
There  is  no  Handfomnefs,  1  dare  be  Foe  to. 

Ifm.  Are  ye  married  ^ 

Ant.  No. 

Ifm.  Are  ye  betrothed  .? 

Ant.  No,  neither. 

Ifm.  Indeed,  fair  Sir? 

Ant.  Indeed,  fair  Sweet,  I  am  not. 

Mod 
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Moft  beauteous  Virgin,  I  am  free  as  you  are. 

Jf?n.  That  may  be,  Sir,  then  ye  are  miferable. 
For  I  am  bound. 

Ant.  Happy  the  Bonds  that  hold  ye  -, 
Or  do  you  put  them  on  your  felf  for  Pleafure? 
Sure  they  be  fweeter  far  than  Liberty: 
There  is  no  bleflednefs  but  in  fuch  Bondage. 
Give  me  that  freedom.  Madam,  1  befeech  ye, 
(Siiice  you  have  queftion*d  me  fo  cunningly) 
To  ask  you  whom  you're  bound  to  ;  he  muft  be  certain 
More  than  Human,  that  bounds  in  fuch  a  Beauty  : 
Happy  that  happy  Chain,  fuch  Links  are  Heav'nly. 

Jfm.  Pray  ye  don*t  mock  me.  Sir. 

Ant.  Pray  ye.  Lady,  tell  me. 

Ifm.  Will  ye  believe,  and  will  ye  keep  it  to  ye.^ 
And  not  fcorn  what  I  fpeak  ? 

Ant.  I  dare  not.  Madam, 
As  Oracle  what  you  fay,  I  dare  fwear  to. 

Ifm.  I'll  fet  the  Cantile  by,  for  I  fliall  blufh  now  i 
Fie,  how  it  doubles  in  my  Mouth  ?  It  muft  out, 
'Tis  you  I'm  bound  to. 

Ant.  Speak  that  word  again. 
I  underftand  ye  not. 

Jfm.  *Tis  you  I*m  bound  to. 

Ant.  Here  is  another  Gentleman. 

Ifm.  'Tis  you,  Sir. 

Amin.  He  may  be  lov*d  too. 

Mar.  Not  by  thee,  firft  curfe  me. 

Ifm.  And  if  I  knew  your  Name  ■ 

Ant.  Antonio,  Madam. 

Ifn.  Antonio,  take  this  Kifs,  'cis  you  I'm  bound  to. 

Ant.  And  when  I  fet  ye  free,  may  Heav'n  forfake  me, 
Ifmenia. 

Ifm.  Yes,  now  I  perceive  ye  love  me. 
You've  learn'd  my  Name. 

Ant.  Hear  but  fome  Vows  1*11  make  to  ye: 
Hear  but  the  Proteftations  of  a  true  Love. 

Ifm.  No,  no,  not  now  :  Vows  fliould  be  cheerful  things  j, 
Done  in  ihe  cleareft  Light,  and  nobleft  Teftimony  : 

O  3  No 
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No  Vow,  dear  Sir  -,  tie  not  my  fair  Belief 
To  fuch  ftriifl  Terms  :  thofe  Men  have  broken  Credits, 
Loofe  and  difmembred  Faiths,  my  dear  Antonio, 
That  fplinter  *em  with  Vows:  Am  I  not  too  bold  ? 
Corred:  me  when  you  pleafe. 

J7it.  I'd  rather  hear  ye. 
For  fo  fweet  Mufick  never  ft  ruck  mine  Ears  yet : 
Will  you  believe  now? 

Ij7n.  Yes. 

Ant.  I  am  yours. 

IffU.  Speak  louder. 
If  ye  anfwer  th*  Prieft  fo  low,  youMl  lofe  your  Wedding. 

Mar.  Would  I  might  fpeak,  Pd  hollow. 

Ant.  Take  my  Heart, 
And  if  he  be  not  firm  and  honeft  to  you, 
Heav'n 

Ifin.  Peace,  no  more :  Pll  keep  your  Heart  and  credit  it. 
Keep  you  your  word  ;  when  will  you  come  again,  Friend  ? 
For  this  time  we  have  woo'd  indiff'rently. 
I  would  fain  fee  ye,  when  I  dare  be  bolder. 

Ant.  Why  any  Night;  only,  dear  noble  Miftrefs, 
Pardon  three  Days,  my  Uncle  Julio 
Has  bound  me  to  attend  him  upon  Promife, 
Upon  expe6bation  too ;  we  have  rare  Sports  there. 
Rare  Country  Sports,  I  would  you  could  but  fee  *em. 
Dare  ye  fo  honour  me  ? 

Ifm.  I  dare  not  be  there. 
You  know  I  dare  not,  no,   I  muft  not,  Friend  ; 
Where  I  may  come  with  honourable  Freedom  - 
Alas,  Pm  ill  too,  we  in  Love- 

Ant.  You  flout  me. 

Ifm.  Truft  me,  I  do  not;  I  fpeak  truth,  Pm  fickly, 
And  am  in  Love,  but  you  muft  be  Phyfician. 

Ant.  Pll  make  a  l-^laider  of  my  beft  Affedtion. 

Jfm.  Be  gone,  we've  fupp'd,  I  hear  the  People  ftir, 
Take  my  beft  Wirties ;  give  me  no  caufe,  Antonio^ 
To  curfe  this  happy  Night. 

Ant.  Pll  lofe  my  Life  firft : 
A  thoufand  Kifies, 

Jfm. 
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Ifm.  Take  ten  thoufand  back  again. 

Mar.  I'm  dumb  with  Admiration  j  Ihall  we  go,  Sir  ? 

[^Exeunt, 
Ifm.  Doft  thou  know  his  Uncle  ? 
jimin.  No,  but  I  can  ask,  Coufin. 
Ifm.  I'il  tell  i\\tQ.  more  of  that,  come,  let's  to  Bed  both, 
And  give  me  handfome  Dreams',  Love,  I  befeech  thee. 
Amin.  'Has  giv'n  y'  a  handfome  Subjcd. 
Ijm.  Pluck  to  th*  Windows.  [Exeunt. 


A    C    T     II.       S  C  E  N  E     L 

Enter  Buftopha. 

Bud.  ^T^  HE  thundering  Seas^  whofe  wafry  Fire  wajhes 
■*■     the  (11)  Whiting-Mops. 

fthe  gentle  Whale  isjhofe  Feet fo  fell  flies  o\r  the  Mountains  tops^ 
Era.  [within.']  Boy. 

Buft.  Ihe  thundering ' 

Fra.  Why,  Boy,  Buflopha. 

Bufl.  Here  I  am  i  The  gentle  Whale  — — 

Enter  Franio. 

Fra.  Oh,  are  you  here,  Sir?  where's  your  Sifter? 
Buft.  The  gentle  Whale  flies  o'er  the  Mountains  tops^-^ 
Fra.  Where's  your  Sifter,  Man  ? 
Buft.  Wcfhes  the  Whiting-Mops  - — —    , 
Fra.  Thou  lyMl,  fhe  has  {\^)  none  to  wafti.  Mops? 
The  Boy  is  half  way  out  of  his  Wits,  fure  : 

( 1 1 )   ■  Whiting' Mops. ]     A   fort  of  Fifh  fo  called;  our  Au- 

thors have  the  fame  Term  in  the  Martial  Maid.   A61  z.  Scene  2. 

• •  they  ivill  tread  you  their  Meafures  like 

Whiting -Mops,    Sec. 
So  in  the  Guardian  of  Philip  MaJJenger,  Camillo  fays. 
If  it  nvere  a  Fi/h-da}\ 

I  ha've  a  Stomach  and  nvoud  content  my  f elf 
With  this  pretty  Whiting  Mop.     Meaning  Mirtilla. 

(iz)  none  to  'wajh  Mops  r]     My  namelefs  Friend  wou'd  have 

Mops  left  out  in  the  Text,  but  1  think  without  reafon :  By  the  pre- 
fent  pointing  Mops  heightens  the  Sneer,  and  makes  the  repetition  in 
this  place  neccllary. 

O  4  Sirrah, 
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Sirrali,  who  am  I  ? 

Baft.  The  thundering  Seas  — 


Fra.  Mad,  ftark  mad.  9 

Bufi.  Will  you  not  give  a  Man  leave  to  Con  ? 

Fra.  Yes,  and  'fefs  too,  ere   I  have  done  with  you. 
Sirrah.     Am  I  your  Father  ? 

Buji.  The  Queftion  is  too  hard  for  a  Child,  ask  mc 
any  thing  that  I  iiave  learn'd,  and  I'll  anl'wer  you. 

Fra.  Is  that  a  hard  Queftion  ?  Sirrah,  am  not  I  your 
Father  ^. 

BuJl.  If  I  had  my  Mother's  wit  I  could  tell  you. 

Fra.  Are  you  a  Thief? 

BuJl.  So  far  forth  as  the  Son  of  a  Miller. 

Fra.  Will  you  be  hang'd  ? 

BuJi.  Let  it  go  by  Elderfliip.    The  gentle  Whale  — . 

Fra.  Sirrah,  lay  by  your  foolifh  Study  there. 
And  beat  your  Brains  about  your  own  Affairs :  or  — — 

Buft.  1  thank  you  \  you'd  have  me  go  under  the  Sails, 
and  beat  my  Brains  about  your  Mill  ?  a  natural  Father 
you  are.- 

Fra.  I  charge  you  go  not  to  the  Sports  to  Day  i 
Laft  Night  I  gave  you  leave,  now  I  recant. 

Buft.  Is  the  Wind  turn'd  fince  laft  Night  ? 

Fra,  Marry  is  it.  Sir,  go  no  farther  than  my  Mill ; 
There's  my  Command  upon  you. 

Btift.  I  may  go  round  about  then  as  your  Mill  does : 
I  will  fee  your  Mill  gelded,  and  his  Stones  fry'd  in 
Steaks,  ere  I  deceive  the  Country  fo ;  have  I  not  my 
part  to  ftiudy  ?  How  Ihall  the  Sports  go  forward,  if  I  be 
not  there  ? 

Fra.  They'll  want  their  Fool  indeed,  if  thou  be'ft  not 
there. 

Buft.  Confider  that,  and  go  your  felf. 

Fra.  I  have  fears.  Sirrah,    that  I  cannot  utter : 
You  go  not,  nor  your  Sifter  ;  there's  my  Charge. 

Buft.  The  price  of  your  golden  Thumb  can't  hold  me, 

\_Hounds  in  full  Cry.']  (13J  Fra.  Ay,  this  was  fport  that 
1  have  tightly  lov'd, 

(13)  Fra.  /,  this  ivasfportt  &c.]  Without  the  Stage  Direftion 
which  Mr.  Se'ward znd  I  have  affix'd  here,  this  abrupt  Speech  wou'd 
not  be  under  Hood  oy  any  -Reader. 

-  1 
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I  could  have  kept  Company  with  the  Hounds— ^ 
Buji.  You  are  fit  for  no  other  Company  yet. 
J-ra.   Run  with  the  Hare,  and   been  in  the  Whore's 

tail  i'faith  : 
BuJi.  That  was  before  I  was  born,  I  did  ever  miftruft 
I  was  a  Baftard,  becaule  Lapis  is  in  the  finguJar  number 
with  me. 

Enter  Otrante  and  Gerafto. 

Otr.  Leave  thou  that  Game,  Gerajlo,  and  chafe  here  ; 
Do  thou  but  follow  it  with  my  defires, 
ThouMt  not  return  home  empty. 

Ger.  I'm  prepar'd, 
My  Lord,  with  all  Advantages ;  and  fee 
Yonder's  the  Subje6t  I  muft  work  upon. 

Otr.  Her  Brother  'tis :  Methinks  it  (hould  be  eafie; 
(14)  That  grofs  Compound  cannot  but  diftufe 
The  Soul,  in  fuch  a  Latitude  of  eafe, 
As  to  make  dull  her  Faculties,  and  Jazie  : 
What  Wit  above  the  lead,  can  be  in  him. 
That  Reafon  ties  together .'' 

Ger.  I  have  prov'd  it.  Sir, 
And  know  the  depth  of  it :   I  have  the  way 
To  make  him  follow  me  a  Hackney- pace. 
With  all  that  Flefh  about  him  ;  yes,  and  dragg 
His  Sifter  after  him  :  This  baits  the  old  one, 

{Cry  of  Hounds, 
Rid  you  but  him,  and  leave  me  to  the  other.  \_Exit. 

Otr.  'Tis  well :  Oh  Franio,  the  good  Day  to  you  j 
You  were  not  wont,  to  hear  this  Mufick,  ftandingj 
The  Beagle  and  the  Bugle  ye  have  lov'd, 
In  the  firil  rank  of  Huntfmen. 

( 1 5)  BuJi.  The  Dogs  cry  out  for  him  now. 

(14)  That  grofs  Compound'\     The  Senfe   and  Meafure  both  fccm 
here  to  be  incomplete  :  The  deficiency  1  wou'd  remedy  thus, 
For  this  grofs.    &c.  Mr.  Seixard  (o. 

Sure  this  grofs.  The  Reader  may  take  his  Choice  of  either, 
(ic)  Bull.  The  Dogs  cry  out  of  him  no'w.'\  1  read  ^ir  ;  Without 
this  trifling  Change,  I  fee  no  Humour  in  Bufiopha'%  Anfwer.  The 
lery  Dogs  cry  out  againfi  him,  docs  not  fuit  the  reft  of  his  Diol.e- 
rics  ;  but  the  Dogs  cry  out  for  him  at  Carrion  proptr  for  'em,  is  quite 
in  his  Stilc.  Mr.  Seixard. 

Fra. 
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Fra.  Sirrah,  leave  your  barking,  Til  bite  you  die. 

Bujl.  Cur?  Cur? 

Fra.  Slave,  do' It  call  me  Dog? 

Otr.  Oh  fie,  Sir,  he  fpeaks  Latin  to  you,  he  would 
know  why  you'll  bite  him.  [Lord. 

BuJl.  Rcfponde^  cur?  You  fee  his  Underftanding,  my 

Fra.   I  fhall  have  a  time  to  curry  you  for  this : 
But,  my  Lord,  to  anfwer  you,  the  Days  have  been 
I  muft  have  footed  it  before  this  Horn-pipe, 
Though  I  had  hazarded  my  Mill  a  fire, 
And  let  the  Stones  grind  empty  :  But  thofe  Dancings 
Are  done  with  me  ;  I  have  good  will  to't  ftill, 
And  that's  the  bed  1  can  do. 

Olr.  Come,  come,  you  fhall  be  hors'd,. 
Your  Company  deferves  him  5  though  you  kill  him. 
Run  him  blind,  I  care  nor. 

Buji.  He'll  do't  o'th'  purpofe,  my  Lord,  to  bring  him 
up  to  the  Mill. 

Fra.  Do  not  tempt  me  too  far,  my  Lord. 

Otr.  There  is  a  foot  i*th'  Stirrop  j  Pll  not  leave  you 
Now  :  You  fhall  fee  the  Game  fall  once  again. 

Fra.  Well,  my  Lord,  I'll  make  ready  my  Legs  for 
you,  and  try  'em  once  a  Horfeback.  (16)  Sirrah,  my 
Charge,  keep  it.  \^Exit. 

Bujl.  Yes,  when  you  pare  down  yourdifh  for  Confci- 
ence  fake,  when  your  Thumb's  coin'd  into  bona  ^  k- 
galis^   when  you  are  a  true  Man,  Miller. 

Otr.  .What's  the  matter,  Bujiopha  P 

BuJi.  My  Lord,  if  you  have  e'er  a  drunken  Jade  that 
has  the  Staggers,  that  will  fall  twice  the  height  of  our 
Mill  with  hjm,  fet  him  o'th*  back  on  him  *,  a  galled 
Jennet  that  will  winch  him  out  o'the  Saddle,  and  break 
one  on's  Necks,  or  a  fliank  of  him  •,  (there  was  a  Fool 
going  that  way,  but  the  Afs  had  better  luck ;)  or  one 
of  your  brave  Barbaries^  that  would  pafs  the  Straits,  and 

(16)  • Sirrah,   my  Charge,   keep  it.']     My  unknown  Friend 

fills  up  the  Ellipfis  here  thui.  Sirrah,  remember  ?ny  Charge  and  keep 
it,  thu'  I  believe  it  not  ncceflary.  The. old  Miller  is  in  an  hurry 
to  get  ready  for  the  Cliace,  and  he  may  eafily  bs  fuppos'd  to  be 
concife  upon  that  account. 

run 
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run  into  his  own  Country  with  him  •,  the  firft  Moor  he 
met,  would  cut  his  Throat  for  Complexions  fake  ;  there's 
as  deadly  feud  between  a  Moor  and  a  Miller,  as  be- 
tween Black  and  White. 

Otr.  Fie,   fie,  this  is  unnatural,   Bujiepha, 
Unlefs  on  fome  flrong  caufe. 

Biift.  Be  Judge,  my  Lord,  I  am  ftudied  in  my  Part; 
the  Julian  Feaft  is  to  Day,  the  Coi*ntry  expeft  me,  I 
fpeak  all  the  dumb  fliews  •,  my  Sifter's  chof  n  for  a 
Nymph.  Ihe  gentle  Whale  whoje  feet  fo  fell.  Cry 
mercy,  that  was  Tome  of  my  part ;  but  his  Charge  is,  to 
keep  the  Mill,  and  difappoint  the  Revels. 

Otr.  Indeed,  there  it  fpeaks  fhrewdly  for  thee,  the 
Country  expelling. 

Bufi.  Ay,  and  for  mine  own  Grace  too. 

Otr.  Yes,  and  being  ftudied  too,  and  the  main  Speaker 
too. 

Bufi.  The  main  .?  Why  all  my  Speech  lies  in  the  Main, 
and  the  dry  Ground  together: 

'The  thundWing  Seas  whofe-—  [demn*d  cKe. 

Otr.  Nay,  then  we  muft  go,  thou'lt  be  much  con- 
But  then  o'th'  other  fide,  Obedience. 

Bufi.  Obedience  ,?  But  fpeak  your  Confcience  now, 
my  Lord,  am  not  I  paft  asking  Blciring  at  thcfe  Years? 
Speak  as  you're  a  Lord,  if  you  had  a  Miiler  to  your  Fa- 
ther. 

Otr.  I  muft  yield  to  you,  Btiliopha\  your  Reafons  are 
fo  (Irong,  I  cannot  contradict:  This  I  think,  if  you  go, 
your  Sitter  ought  to  go  along  with  you. 

Bufi.  There  I  ftumble  now  :   She  is  not  at  Age. 

Otr.  Why,  fhe*s  fifteen,  and  upwards. 

Bufi.  Thereabouts. 

Otr.  That's  Woman's  ripe  Age  ;  as  full  as  thou  art  at 
one  and  twenty  :  She's  manable,  is  Hie  not  ? 

Bujl.  I  think  not ;  poor  Heart,  fhc  was  never  try'd, 
in  my  Confcience.  *Tis  a  coy  thing;  flie  will  not.kifs 
you  a  Clown,   not  if  he  would  kifs  her  — 

Otr.  Whar,  Man?    ' 

Bufi.  Not  if  he  would  kifs  her,  I  fay. 

Otr. 
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Otr.  Oh,   'twas  cleanlier  than  I  expefled  ;  well.  Sir, 
I'll  leave  you  to  your  own;  (17)  but  my  Opinion  is, 
you  may  take  her  along :  This  is  half  way  : 
The  reft,  Gerqfto^  and  1  hunt  my  Prey.  [Exit. 

Bujt.  Away  with  the  old  Miller,  my  Lord,  and  the  Mill 
flrikes  fail  prefently. 

Enter  Pedro,  with  Gerafto  blind,  fi^^g^^g* 

SONG. 

Ger.  Come  follow  ;«<?,  you  Country  Lajfes, 
And  you  Jhall  fee  fuch  Sport  as  pafjes  : 
Ton  fhall  dance ^  and  I  will  Jing  ; 
Pedro,  he  Jhall  rub  the  String ; 
Each  fljall  have  a  loofe-bodied  Gown 
Of  green  ^  and  laugh  'till  you  lye  down. 

Co'tne  follow  me,  come  follow,  &c. 

Enter  Florimel. 

Buft.  O  fweet  Diego,  the  fweeteft  Diego  ;  flay.  Sifter 
Florimel. 

Flo.  What's  that.  Brother? 

Bufi.  Didft  not  hear  Diego?  Hear  him,  and  thou'lt  be 
ravifli'd. 

Flo.  I  have  heard  him  fing,  yet  am  unravifh'd.  Bro- 
ther. 

Bufl.  You  had  the  better  Luck,  Sifter.  I  was  ravifli*d 
by  my  own  Confent;  come  away,  for  the  Sports. 

Flo.  I  liave  the  Fear  of  a  Father  on  me.  Brother. 

Bufi.  Out  i  the  Thief  is  as  fafe  as  in  his  Mill;  he's 
hunting  with  our  great  Landlord,  the  Don  Otrante. 
Strike  up,  Diego. 

Flo.  But  lay  he  return  before  us,  where's  our  Excufe? 

Bufl.  Strike  up,  Diego.    Haft  no  Strings  to  thy  Apron  ? 

Flo.  Well,  the  Fault  lye  upon  your  Head,  Brother. 

Bufl.  My  Faults  never  mount  fo  high,  Girl ;  they  rife 
but  to  my  Middle  at  moft.     Strike  up,  Diego. 

{17)  But  my  Opinion  is,]  So  the  Folioj'  The  OdtavOj  But  Opi- 
nion is. 

Ger, 
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Ger.  Follow  me  by  the  Ear,  I'll  lead  thee  on,  Bujiopha^ 
and  pretty  Florimd  thy  Sifter ;  oh  that  I  could  fee  her. 

Bujl.  Oh  Diego^  there's  two  Pities  upon  thee  •,  great 
Pity  thou  art  blind  j  and  as  great  a  Pity,  thou  canft 
not  fee. 

SONG. 

Ger.  Tou  Jhall  have  Crcwm  of  Rofes,  Dai/Ies, 
Buds,  where  the  ( 1 8)  Hony-maker  grazes  ; 
Tou  Jhall  tajie  the  golden  Thighs, 
Such  as  in  IVax-Chambers  lyes. 
JVhat  Fruits  pleafe  you,  tafte,  freely  pull, 
"Till  you  have  all  your  Bellies  full. 

Come  folloijo  me,  &c. 

Buft.  Oh,  Diego.,  the  Don  was  not  fo  fweet  when  he 
perfum'd  the  Steeple.  [^Exeunt, 

SCENE        II. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Martino. 

Mar,  Why,  how  now.  Friend,  thou  art  not  loft  again  ? 

Ant.  Not  loft  ?  Why,  all  the  World's  a  Wildernels ; 
Some  Places  peopled  more  by  braver  Beafts 
Than  others  are  ;  but  Faces,  Faces,  Man, 
May  a  Man  be  caught  with  Faces .'' 

Mar.  Without  Wonder, 
*Tis  Odds  againft  him :  May  not  a  good  Face 
Lead  a  Man  about  by  the  Nofe  ?  alas. 
The  Nofe  is  but  a  part  againft  the  whole. 

Ant.  But  is  it  poftible  that  two  Faces 
Should  be  fo  twinn'd  in  Form,  Complexion, 
Figure,  Afpedl  ?  that  neither  Wen,  nor  Mole, 
The  Table  of  the  Brow,  the  Eyes  Luftre, 
The  Lips  cherry  -,  neither  the  Blufli  nor  Smile 

• 

(i8)  Honymaker  gazes  ;]     The  Nonfenfe  of  this  PafTagc 

Mr.  Theobald^  as  well  as  mylelf,  faw  might  eafil/  be  remedied  by 
the  Infertion  of  a  fingle  Letter,  thu?, 
^  Hony-maker  graxes. 

^  Should 
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Should  give  the  one  Diftinclion  from  the  other  ? 
Does  Nature  work  in  Molds  ? 

Alar.   Ay,  altogether. 
We*re  all  one  Mold,  one  Duft. 

Ani.  Thy  Reafon's  mouldy. 
1  from  the  Form  fpeak,  thou  the  Matter.  Why? 
Was  it  not  ever  one  of  Nature's  Glories, 
Nay,  her  great  Piece  of  wonder,  that  amongfl: 
So  many  Million  Millions  of  her  Works 
She  left  the  Eye  Diftindtion,  to  cull  out 
Th'  one  from  th*  other  •,  yet  all  one  Name,  the  Face? 

Mar.  You  muft  compare  *em  by  feme  other  part  of 
the  Body,  if  the  Face  cannot  do*t. 

y^nt.  Did  ft  ask  her  Name  ? 

Mar.  Yes,  and  who  gave  it  her ; 
And  what  they  promis'd  more,  befidcs  a  Spoon, 
And  what  Apoftlcs  Piiflure  j  She  is  chriften'd  too, 
In  Token  whereof  flie's  called  Ifabella^ 
The  Daughter  of  a  Country  plow-Swain  by  : 
If  this  be  not  true,  flie  lyes. 

y/«/.  She  cannot : 
It  would  be  feen  a  Blifter  on  her  Lip, 
Should  Falftiood  touch  it,  it  is  fo  tender: 
Had  her  Name  held,  't  had  been  Ifmenia^ 
And  not  another  of  her  Name. 

Mar.  Shall  I  fpeak?  [like? 

Ant.  Yes,  if  thou  wilt  fpeak  truth  :  Is  flie  not  wondrous 

Mar.  As  two  Garments  of  the  fame  Falhion, 
Cut  from  the  fame  Piece;  yet  if  any  excel, 
(19)  This  has  the  firft  ;  and  in  my  Judgment  'cis  fo. 

(^19)  7his  has  the  fir fl  ;  ]  This  is  a  kind  of  Litinifm  which  is  no 
where  eli'e  made  ule  of,  as  i  leraember,  thro'  the  reft  of  our  Au- 
thors Plays ;  but  we'  have  one  of  the  fame  Family  introduced  into 
our  Language  by  two  line  Writers,  Contemporaries  with  our  Au- 
thors, Mr.  Fairfax  and  Mr.  Spencer.  The  one  in  Tajfoy  Book  2. 
St.   24. 

^  The  Wretch  of  new  enraged  at  the  fame. 

The  other  in  Fairy  ^leen.  Book  6.  C.  11.  St.  43. 
■The  luhilesfair  Paftorell  • 
Was  almojl  dead,  ?}iifdoHbting  lejl  of  new 
Some  Uprore  nvere  like  tbaty  iKhich  lately  flie  did  vieiv. 

Ant, 
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jint.  'Tis  my  Opinion. 

Mar.  Were  it  the  Face 
Whereon  mine  Eyes  (houH  dwell,  I  would  pleafe  both 
With  this,  as  foon  as  one  with  the  other. 

Ant.   (20)  And  yet  the  other  is  the  Cafe  of  this. 
Had  1  not  look'd  upon  Ifmenia., 
I  ne'er  had  (laid  beyond  good  Morrow's  time 
In  view  of  this. 

Mar.   Would  I  could  leave  him  here,  {^Afide. 

*Twere  a  free  Paflage  to  Ifmenia  : 
I  muft  now  blow,  as  to  put  out  the  Fire, 
Yet  kindle'c  more.     You  not  confidcr.  Sir, 
The  great  Dilparity  is  in  their  Bloods, 
Eflates  and  Fortunes  :  There  is  the  rich  Beauty, 
Which  this  poor  Homelineis  is  not  cndow*d  with  ; 
There's  difference  enough. 

A}7t.  The  leaft  of  all. 
Equality  is  no  Rule  in  Love's  Grammar  : 
That  folc  Unhappinefs  is  left  to  Princes 
To  marry  Blood  :  We  are  free  Difpofers, 
And  have  the  Pow'r  to  equalize  their  Bloods 
Up  to  our  own  ;  we  cannot  keep  it  back, 
'Tis  a  due  Debt  from  us. 

Mar.  Ay,  Sir,  had  you 
No  Father  nor  Uncle,  nor  fuch  hinderers. 
You  might  do  with  your  felf  at  your  Plealure; 
But  as  it  is  ■ 

j4nt.  As  it  is-,  it  is  nothing: 
(21)  Their  Pow'rs  will  come  too  late,  to  give  me  back 
The  Yefterday  I  loft.  Mar, 

(20)  And  yet  the  other  is  the  Cafe  of  this,'\  If  this  has  any  Senfe 
at  all,  it  is  a  repetition  of  what  had  been  fo  often  faid.  That  Ifme- 
n'ta  was  the  very  Pifture  and  Image  of  Ifahella.  B'.it  who,  to  cx- 
prefs  this  wou'd  fay,  that  one  ivas  the  Cafe  of  the  other  ?  I  be- 
lieve the  lofs  of  a  Letter  has  depriv'd  us  of  a  more  proper  Senti- 
ment, as  well  as  Expreflion.  Antonio  is  afraid  of  being  guilty  of 
Inconrtanc\',  in  being  fo  enamour'd  with  IfabcUa,  and  fays  there- 
fore that  ifrnenia  hcrlelf  was  the  Caufe  of  it,  for 

Had  I  not  loolCd.   &c.  Mr.  Se~Mard. 

(12)    Their  Poiv\s  ivi/I  came  too  hte,  to  gi've  tne  hack 

The  Tcjlerday  I /i/}.'\     l^ho*  tliis  is  a  true  Sentiment,  I  can- 
not fee  its  Connexion  with  the  Con'.cxt.     My  Fatlier  and   Uncle 

cannoc 
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Mar.  Indeed,  to  fay  footh, 
Your  Oppofuion  from  the  other  part 
Is  ot  more  Force  ;  there  you  run  the  hazard 
Of  every  Hour  a  Life,  had  you  Supply  ; 
You  meet  your  deareil  Enemy  in  Love 
Vv'ith  all  his  Hue  about  him  :  *rwill  be  more  hard 
For  your  Ijmenia  to  come  home  to  you, 
Than  you  to  go  to  Country  Jfabel. 

Enter  Julio. 

Ant.  Tufh,  'tis  not  Fear  removes  me. 

Mar,  No  more  ;  your  Uncle. 

Jul.  Oh,  the  good  Hour  upon  you,  Gentlemen  : 
Welcome  my  Nephew  ;  fpeak  it  to  your  Friend,  Sir, 
It  may  be  happier  receiv'd  from  you, 
In  his  Acceptance. 

Ant.  I  made  bold,  good  Uncle, 
To  do't  before  ;  and  I  think  he  believes  it. 

Mar,  'Twas  never  doubted.  Sir, 

Jul.  Here  are  Sports,  Dons, 
That  you  mult  look  on  with  a  loving  Eye, 
And  without  Cenfure,  unlefs  it  be  giving 
My  Country  Neighbours  Loves  their  yearly  Offerings, 
Ttiat  muft  not  be  refus'd  ;  though't  be  more  Pain 
To  the  Speftator,  than  the  painful  A(5tor; 
It  will  abide  no  more  Teft  than  the  Tinfel 
We  clad  our  Masks  in  for  an  Hour's  wearing. 
Or  the  Liv'ry  Lace  fometimes  on  the  Cloaks  of 
A  great  Don*s  Followers :  I  fpeak  no  further 
Than  our  own  Country,  Sir. 

Mar.  For  my  part.  Sir, 
The  more  abfurd,  't  fliall  be  the  better  welcome. 

Jul.  You'll  find  the  Gueft  you  look  for :  I  heard,  Coufin, 
You  were  at  Toledo  th'  other  Day. 

Ant.  Not  late.  Sir. 

Jul.  Oh  fie !  Muft  I  be  plainer  ?  You  changed  the  Point 

cannot  hinder  me  from  being  in  Love,  bccaufe  they  can't  recal  the 
Hours  that  I  have  loll.     I  believe  we  fliou'd  read, 

^vhat  Tejlcrday  I  Joji. 

Meaning,  his  Heart  and  jlffe^lions.  Mr.  Seivard. 

With 
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With  T'erzo  and  Lifauro,  two  o'th'  Stock 
Ol  our  Antagonifts,   the  BelHdes. 

Ant.  A  meer  Proffer,  Sir  ;  the  Prevention  was  quick 
wirli  us :  We  had  done  fomewhat  elfe  j  this  Gentleman 
was  engaged  in*c. 

Jul.  I  am  riie  Enemy  to  his  Foe  for't :  That  wild-fire 
will  ctiive  more  than  fair  Water  to  quench  it  I  fufpedl : 
Whence  it  will  come,  I  know  not. 

Enter  two  or  three  GentJcmn:. 

Ant.  I  was  about  a  gentle  Reconcilement, 
But  I  do  fear  I  {hall  go  back  again. 

Jul.  Come,  come  ;  the  Sports  are  coming  on  us ; 
nay,  I  have  more  Guefts  to  grace  it :  Welcome  Don 
Gojlanxo,  Giraldo,  Pbilippo  ;  Seat,  feat  all.  \_Mnftck. 

Enter  a  Cupid. 

Cupid.  Love  is  little^  and  therefore  I  prefent  him\ 
Love  is  a  Fire,  {21)  therefore  you  may  lament  him. 

Mar.  Alas,  poor  Love,  who  are  they  that  can  quench 
him  ,'' 

Jul.  He*s  not  without  thofe  Members,  fear  him  not. 

Cup.  Love  fhoois^  therefore  1  hear  his  Bozv  about. 
And  Love  is  blind,  therefore  my  Eyes  are  out.         [before. 

Mar.  I  never  heard  Love  give  Reafon  for  what  he  did 

Enter  Buftopha,  for  Paris. 

Cup.  Let  fuch  as  can  fee  fee,  fuch  as  cannot :  Behold 
Our  (JtideJJes  all  three Jtrive  for  the  Ball  of  Gold: 
And  here  fair  Paris  comes,  the  hopeful  I'outh  of  Troy, 
^ieen  Hecuba'j  darling  Son,  King  PriamV  only  Joy. 

(22) Therefore  you  may  lament  hitr..'\     The  Rhyme  by  this 

reading  is  preferv'd  'tis  true,  but  I  am  afraid  the  Scnfe  is  loft; 
for  where  is  the  Congruity  between  Loi<e*s  being  a  f.re,  and  our  la- 
vienting  of  him  ?  Belides,  the  next  Line  ccntradidls  this,  which 
runs  {0, 

Alas,  poor  Lo've,  ivho  are  they  that  can  quench  him  ? 
T  imagine  therefore  that  we  (hou'd  read  as  the  Line  quoted  gives  us 
Licence, 

Therefore  you  may  quench  him. 

Vol.  VII.  P  Mar. 
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Mar.  Is  this  Farii  ?  I  fhould  have  taken  him  for  He5lor 

rather. 
Bujl.  Paris  at  this  time  :  Pray  you  hold  your  prating. 
Ant.  Paris  can  be  angry. 
Jul.  Oh  at  this  time 
You  mud  pardon  him  ;  he  comes  as  a  Judge. 
Mar.  —  Mercy  on  all  that  look  upon  him,  fay  I. 
Buft.   'The  thundering  Seas  i^hofe  "ji^al^ry  Fire  wajhes  the 
Whiting- Mops.  [tains  Tops, 

The  gentle  fVhale^  whofe  Teet  fo  fell.,  flies  o'er  the  Moun- 
No  Roars  fo fierce,  no  Throats  fo  deep,  no  Howls  can  bring 

fuch  Fears, 
As  Paris  can,  if  Garden  from,  he  call  his  Bogs  and  Bears. 
Mar.  Ay,  thofe  they  were  that  I  fear'd  all  this  while, 
Buft.  Tes  Jack-an'Apes  • 

Mar.  I  thank  you,  good  Paris.  [o*th*  way  then : 

Bufi.  You  may  hold  your  Peace,  and  (land  further  out 

The  Lines  will  fall  where  they  light,  \_Mirth, 

Tes  Jack-an-Apes,  he  halh  to  Sports,  and  Faces  make  like 

Whiljl  bellowing  Bulls,  the  horned  Beafts,  do   tofs  from 

Ground  to  Earth  : 

(23)  Blind  Bear  there  is,  as  Cupid  blind 

Ant.  That  Bear  fhou'd  be  whipp*d  for  lofing  of  his  Eyes. 
Buft.  Be- whipped  Men  may  fee,  [be. 

But  we  prefent  no  fuch  Content .^  but  Nymphs  fuch  as  they 
Ant.  Thefe  are  long  Lines. 
Mar.  Can  you  blame  him, leading  Bulls  and  Bears  in  'em. 

Enter  Shepherd finging,  with  Ifmenia,  Aminta,  Florimel. 
(as  Juno,  Pallas,  Venus)  and  three  Nymphs  attenffng. 

Buft.  Go  Cupid  blind,  condu5i  the  dumb,  for  Ladies  muji 
not  fpcak  here. 
Let  Shepherds  ftng  with  dancing  Feet,  and  Cords  of  Mufick 
break  here. 

(23)  Blind  Bear  there  is,  &c.]  Mr.  Scivtzrd  is  of  Opinion  that  a 
Line  licre  is  got  out  of  its  place,  .ind  that  Jntonio  drolls  upon  whip- 
ping ihe  Bear  before  the  whipping  was  ("poke  of,  and  propofes  read- 

ine;  tlius. 

Bull.  Blind  Bear  there  is,  as  Cupid  blind  be-ijuhipped  Man  may  fee. 
Ant.  That  Bearjhoiid  be  "jokipfdfor  lofing  of  his  Eyes. 
Bull.    But  <we  prefent,   &;c.    . 

SONG. 
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SONG. 

Now  Ladies  fights  with  Heels  fo  lights 

By  Lot  your  Luck  muft  fall. 

Where  Paris  pleafe,  to  do  you  Eafe, 

And  give  the  golden  Ball.  [Dance, 

Mar.  If  you  plaid  Paris  now,  Antonio,  where  would 
you  beftow  it  ? 

Ant.  I  prithee,  Friend,  take  the  full  Freedom  of 
Thought,  but  no  Words. 

Mar.  I  proteft  there's  a  third,  which  by  her  Habit 
fhould  perfonate  Venus,  and  by  Confequence  of  the 
Story,  receive  the  Honour's  Prize :  And  were  I  Paris^ 
there  it  fhould  be.     Do  you  note  her  ? 

Ant.  No  ',  mine  Eye*s  lb  fix'd,  I  cannot  move  it. 

Cup.  The  Dance  is  ended-,  now  to  Judgment,  Paris. 

Buft.  Here  Juno,  here  —  butjiay,  I  do  efpy 
A  pretty  Gleek  coming  from  Pallas*  Eye  : 
Here  Pallas,  here  — yet  ftay  again  ;  methinks 
I  fee  the  Eye  of  lovely  Venus  winks : 
Oh  clofe  them  both  ;  fhut  in  thofe  golden  Ey*n, 
And  I  will  kifs  thofe  fweet  blind  Cheeks  of  thine, 
Juno  is  angry  ;  yes  and  Pallas/r^Jic^ij ; 
Would  )L2iX\%  now  were  gone  from  Xdi-x^s  Downs. 
They  both  are  fair,  but  Venus  has  the  Mole^ 
Thefaireji  Hair^  andfweetefi  dimple  Hole : 
To  her,  or  her,  or  her,  or  neither  ; 
Can  one  Man  pleafe  three  Ladies  altogether  ? 
No ',  take  it  Venus,  tojs  it  at  thy  Pleafure, 
'Thou  art  the  Lover* s  Friend  beyond  his  Meafure. 

Jul.  Paris  has  done  what  Man  can  do,  pleas'd  one. 
Who  can  do  more  .'' 

Mar.  Stay,  here's  another  Perfon. 

Enter  Gerafto,  as  Mars. 

Ger.  Come  lovely  Venus,  leanje  this  lower  Orb, 
And  mount  with  Mars,  up  td  his  glorious  Sphere, 
Bujl.  How  now,  \vhat*s  he  ? 
Flo.  I'm  ignorant  what  to  do,  Sir. 

P  2  Ger. 
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Ger.  7Jyyftlver  l^oke  of  Doves  are  in  the  7'eam, 
A>id  thou  Jhalt  fly  thorough  Apollo's  Beam: 
III  fee  thee  feated  in  thy  golden  Throne^ 
And  hold  with  ]s/l2.r^  a  fweet  Conjun^lion.        '•  [Exit. 

Biijl.  Ha!  What  Fellow's  this?  h*as  carry'd  away 
my  Silkr  Venus :  He  never  rehears'd  his  Part  with  me 
before. 

Jul.  What  follows  now,  Prince  Paris  ? 

Flo.  [JVithin.']  Help,  help,  help. 

Bufl.  Hue  and  Cry,  I  think,  Sir,  this  is  F<?»«j's  Voice, 
mine  own  Sifter  Florimel's. 

Mar.  What,  is  there  fome  Tragick-A6l  behind  ? 

Bufi.  No,  no,  altogether  Comical ;  Mars  and  Fenus 
are  in  the  old  Conjundlion,  it  feems. 

Mar.  'Tis  very  improper  then,  for  Venus 
Never  cries  out  when  flie  conjoins  with  Mars. 

Bufl.  That's  true  indeed  ;  they  are  out  of  their  Parts 
fure,  it  may  be  'tis  the  Book-holder's  Fault,  I'll  go  fee — 

l^Exit. 

Jul.  How  like  you  our  Country  Revels,  Gentlemen? 

All  Gent.  Oli,  they  commend  themfelves.  Sir. 

Ant.  Methinks  now  Juno  and  Minerva  fhould  take 
Revenge  on  Paris.,  it  cannot  end  without  it. 

Mar.   I  did  exped, 
Inftead  of  Mars,  th'  Storm-Goaler  /Eolusi 
And  Juno  profPring  her  Deiopeia 
As  fatisfaftion  to  the  bluftring  God, 
To  fend  his  Toflers  forth. 

Jul.  It  may  fo  follow. 
Let's  not  prejudicate  the  Hiftory. 

Enter  Buftopha. 

Bufl.  Oh,  oh,  oh,  oh. 

Jul.  So  here's  a  Paffion  towards, 

Bufl.  Help,  help,  if  you  be  Gentlemen ;  my  Sifler, 
my  Venus,  fhe's  ftollen  away. 

Jul.  The  Story  changes  from  our  Expedlation. 

Bufl.  Help,  my  Father  the  Miller  will  hang  me  elfe, 
God  Mars  is  a  bawdy  Villain  ;  he  faid  flie  fliould  ride  upon 
Doves ;  She's  hors'd ,  fhe's  hors'd,  whether  fhe  will  or  no. 

Mar,  Sure  I  think  h^'s  ferious,    ,  Buft, 
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Buji,  She's  hors*d  upon  a  double  Gelding,  and  a  Stone- 
horfe  in  the  Breech  of  her ;  the  poor  Wench  cries  help, 
and  I  cry  help,  and  none  of  you  will  help. 

Jul.  Speak,  is  it  the  Show,  or  doll  thou  bawl  ? 

Buji.  A  pox  on  the  Ball:  My  Sifter  bawls,  and  I 
bawl,  either  bridle  Horle  and  follow,  or  give  me  a  Hal- 
ter to  hang  my  felf :  I  cannot  run  fo  fad  as  a  Hog. 

Jul.  Follow  me,  I'll  fill  the  Country  with  purfuif,  but 
I  will  find  the  Thief  j  my  Houfe  thus  abus'd  ?        {Exit. 

BuJi.  'Tis  my  Floule  that's  abus'd,  the  Sifter  of  my 
Flefh  and  Blood  5  oh  !  oh !  \_Exit. 

1  Wench.  'Tis  time  we  all  Iliift  for  our  felves,  if  this  be 
ferious. 

2  TFcncb.  Howe*er  I'll  be  gone. 

3  Wench.  And  I.  {Exeunt, 
jlnt.  You  need  not  fright  your  Beauties,  pretty  Souls, 

With  the  leaft  pale  Complexion  of  a  Fear.  [difcreer. 

Mar.  Juno  has  better  Courage,  and  Minerva*^  more 

Ifm.  Alas,  my  Courage  was  fo  counterfeit. 
It  might  have  been  ftruck  from  me  with  a  Feather. 
Juno  ne'er  (24^  had  fo  weak  a  Prefenter. 

Amin.  Sure  1  was  ne'er  the  wifer  for  Minerva^ 
That  I  find  yet  about  me. 

Ifm.  My  Dwelling,  Sir  ?    [Antonio  whifpers  Ifmeni*. 
'Tis  a  poor  Yeoman's  Roof,  fcarce  a  League  ofi^, 
That  never  fham'd  me  yet. 

Ant.  Your  gentle  Pardon  : 
I  vow  my  erring  Eyes  had  almoft  caft  you  ^      .j 

For  one  of  the  moft  mortal  Enemies 
That  our  Family  has. 

Ifm.  I'm  forry,  Sir, 
I  am  fo  like  your  Foe  :  'Twerc  fit  I  hafted  "71 

From  your  offended  Sight. 

Ant.  Oh,  miftake  not. 
It  was  my  Error,  and  I  do  confefs  it : 
You*ll  not  believe  you're  Welcome ;  nor  can  I  fpeak  it, 

(24)  had  fo  iveak  a  Pre/enter.']  As  the  Meafure  here   haltf, 

the  Reader  may  perhaps  like  to  fet   this  crippled  Verfe  found,  and 
read  with  my  anonymous  Correfpondcnt  and  myfelf  thus, 
had  nicr  fo  iveak  a  Reprefenter, 

P  3  But 
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But  there's  my  Friend  can  tell  you,  pray  hear  him. 

Mar.  Shall  I  tell  her,  Sir?  I'm  glad  of  the  Employ- 

yini.  A  Kinfwoman  to  that  Beauty.  [ment. 

^min,  A  Kin  to  her,  Sir, 
But  nothing  to  her  Beauty. 

Ant.  Do  not  wrong  it,  it  is  not  far  behind  her. 

y^min.  Her  hinder  Parts  are  not  far  off,  indeed.  Sir. 

Mar.  Let  me  but  kifs  you  with  his  Ardour  now. 
You  fliall  feel  how  he  loves  you. 

Ifm.  Oh  forbear : 
'Tis  not  the  Fafhion  with  us ;  but  would  you 
Perfuade  me  that  he  loves  me  ? 

Mar.  1*11  warrant  you  he  dies  in't,  and  that  were  Wit- 
nefs  enough  on*t. 

Jfm.  Love  me.  Sir  ?  Can  you  tell  me  for  what  Reafon  ? 

Mar.  Fie,  will  you  ask  me  ?  that  which  youVe  about 

Ifm.  I  know  nothing.  Sir.  Lyo** 

Mar.  Let  him  find  it  then  -, 
He  conftantly  believes  you  have  the  thing 
That  he  mull  love  you  for ;  much  is  apparent, 
A  fweet  and  lovely  Beauty. 

Ifm.  So  Sir  ;  pray  you 
Show  me  one  thing :  Did  he  ne*er  love  before  ? 
(I  know  you  are  his  Bofome  Counfellor.) 
Nay  then  I  fee  your  Anfwer  is  not  ready  ; 
ril  not  believe  you,  if  you  fludy  farther. 

Mar.  Shall  I  fpeak  truth  to  you  ? 

Ifm.  Or  fpeak  no  more. 

Mar.  There  was  a  Smile  thrown  at  him,  from  a  Lady, 
"Whofe  Deferts  might  buy  him  treble,  and  lately 
He  receiv'd  it,  and  I  know  where  he  loft  it  — 
In  this  Face  of  yours :  I  know  his  Heart's  within  you. 

Jfm.  May  I  know  her  Name  ^ 

Mar.  In  your  Ear  you  may, 
"With  vow  of  Silence. 

Amin.  He'll  not  give  over.  Sir. 
If  he  fpeak  for  you,  he'll  fure  fpe*d  for  you. 

Ant.  But  that  is  not  the  Anfwer  to  my  Qjeftion. 

Amin.  You  are  the  firft  upon  my  Virgin-Confciencc 
That  ever  fpoke  Love  to  her :  Oh,  my  Heart ! 
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Ant.  How  do  you  ? 

Amin.  Nothing,  Sir ;  but  would  I  had  a  better  Face. 
How  well  your  Pulfe  beats. 

Ant.  Healthfully,  does  it  not? 

Amin.  It  thumps  prettily,  methinks. 

Ifm.  Alack,  I  hear  it 
With  much  Pity  :  How  great  is  your  Fault  too. 
In  wrong  to  the  good  Lady  ? 

Mar.  You  forget 
The  difficult  PafTage  he  has  to  her, 
A  Hell  of  Feud's  between  the  Families. 

Ifm.  And  that,  has  often  Love,  wrought  by  Advantage 
To  peaceful  Reconcilement. 

Mar.  There  impofiible. 

Ifm.  This  way  'tis  worfer  ;  *t  may  Seed  again 
In  her  unto  another  Generation  : 
For  where,  poor  Lady,  is  her  Satisfaction  ? 

Mar.  It  comes  in  me;  to  be  truth,  I  love  her, 
(I'll  go  no  farther  for  Comparifon,) 
As  dear  as  he  loves  you. 

Ifm.  How  if  fhe  love  not .? 

Mar.  Tufl],  be  that  my  Pains :  You  know  not  what  Art 
I  have  thofe  ways. 

Ifm.  Bertirow  you,  you  have  praftis'd  upon  me  *, 
Well,  fpeed  me  here,  and  you  with  your  Ifmenia. 

Mar.  Go,  the  Condition's  drawn,  and  ready  dated. 
There  wants  but  your  Hand  to't. 

Amin.   Truly  you  have  taken  great  Pains,  Sir. 

Mar.  A  friendly  part,  no  more,  fvveet  Beauty. 

Amin.  They're  happy.  Sir,  have  fuch  Friends  as  you  are, 
But  do  you  know  you  have  done  well  in  this  ? 
How'll  his  Allies  receive  it .?  She  though  I  fay't. 
Is  of  no  better  Blood  than  I  am. 

Mar.  There  I  leave  it,  I  am  at  fartheft  that  way. 

Ifm.  You  fhall  extend  your  Vows  no  larger  now. 
My  Heart  calls  you  mine  own,  and  that's  enough. 
Reafon,  I  know,  would  have  all  yet  conceal'd. 
I  (hall  not  leave  you  unfaluted  long 
Either  by  Pen  or  Perfon. 

Ant.  ifou  may  difcourfe 

^  4  With 
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With  me,  when  you  think  y'are  alone,  I  Ihall 
Be  prefent  with  you, 

Ifm    Come,  Coufin,  will  you  walk? 

Amhi.  Alas,  I  was  ready  long  fince :  In  Confcicnce, 
You  would  with  better  will  yet  ftay  behind. 

Jfm.  Oh  Love,  I  never  thought  thou'dft  been  fo  blind. 

Mar.  You'll  anfwer  this.  Sir.  [^Exeunt. 

An!.  If  e*er  't  be  fpoke  on : 
I  purpofe  not  to  propound  the  Queftion. 

Enter  Julio. 

Jul.  'Tis  true,  the  poor  Knave  faid  ;  fome  Ravifher, 
Some  of  Lull's  Blood- Hounds  have  feiz*d  upon  her  : 
The  Girl  is  hurry'd,  as  the  Devil  were  with  'em. 
And  help'd  their  Speed. 

Mar.  It  may  be  not  fo  ill.  Sir. 
A  well-prepared  Lover  may  do  as  much 
In  hot  Blood  as  this,  and  perform't  honeftly. 

Jul.  What  ?  (leal  away  a  Virgin  'gainft  her  Will  ? 

Mar.  It  may  be  any  Man's  Cafe ;  defpife  nothing  : 
And  that's  a  Thief  of  a  good  Quality, 
Moft  commonly  he  brings  his  Theft  home  again. 
Though  with  a  little  Shame. 

Jul.  There's  a  Charge  by't 
Fall'n  upon  me:  Paris  (the  Miller's  Son) 
Her  Brother,  dares  not  venture  home  again, 
'Till  better  Tidings  follow  of  his  Sifter. 

Ant.  Y'are  the  more  beholding  to  the  Mifchance,  Sir: 
Had  I  gone  a  Boot-haling,  I  Ihould  as  foon 
Have  iloll'n  him  as  his  Sifter  :   Marry  then, 
To  render  him  back  in  the  fame  Plight  he  is 
May  be  coftly  *,  his  Flefti  is  not  maintain'd  with  little. 

Jul.  I  think  the  poor  Knave  will  pine  away. 
He  cries  all-to-be-pitied  yonder. 

Mar.  Pray  you,  Sir,  let's  go  fee  him  :  I  fhould  laugh 
To  fee  him  cry,  fure. 

Jul  Well,  you're  merry,"  Sir. 
Antonio,  keep  this  Charge  i  (I  have  Fears 
Move  me  to  lay  it  on  yon : )  Pray  forbear 
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i"he  ways  of  your  Enemies,  the  Bellides. 
i  have  Reafon  for  my  Injundion,  Sir.  [^Exit, 

Enter  Aminta  as  a  Page,  with  a  Letter. 

Ant.  To  me.  Sir  ?  From  whom  ? 

Amin.   A  Friend,   I  dare  vow,  Sir. 
Though  on  the  Enemies  part :  The  Lady  Ifmenia. 

Mar.  Take  heed,  blufli  not  too  deep  ;  let  mcadvile  you 
In  your  Anfwer,  't  mufl:  be  done  heedfully. 

Ant.  I  Ihould  not  lee  a  Mafcuhne,  in  peace. 
Out  of  that  Houfe. 

Amin.  Alas,  l*m  a  Child,  Sir, 
Your  Hates  cannot  lafl:  'till  I  wear  a  Sword. 

Ant.  Await  me  for  your  Anfwer. 

Mar.  He  mufl  fee  her, 
To  manifert  his  Shame  ;  *tis  my  Advantage  ; 
While  our  Blood's  under  us,  we  keep  above, 
But  then  we  fall,  when  we  do  fall  in  Love.        [Exeunt. 


ACT     Jll.     SCENE     I. 

Enter  Julio  aud  Franio. 

Fra.  1V/r  Y  Lord,  my  Lord, your  Houfe  hath  injur'd  mf, 
■^-'-^  (25)  Rob'd  me  of  all  the  Joys  I  had  on  Earth. 

Jul.  Where  wert  thou  brought  up.  Fellow  ? 

fran.  In  a  Mill. 
You  may  perceive  it  by  my  loud  Exclaims, 
Which  mufl:  rife  higher  yet. 

Jul.  Obfl:rep*rous  Carle, 
If  thy  Throat's  Tempefl:  could  o'er-turn  my  Houfe , 
What  Satisfa6tion  were  it  for  thy  Child  ? 
Turn  thee  the  right  way  to  thy  Journey's  end. 
Wilt  have  her  where  fhc*s  not  .'* 

(25)  Roh'dme,  &c.]  Thus  reads  the  Copy  of  1647,  which  con-- 
firms  my  Correfpondeni's  Conjefture.  The  other  Books,  againft 
both  Senfe  and  Meafure, 

Robd  of  all  Jo^s,    &c. 

Fra. 
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Ft  a.  Here  was  fhe  loft. 
And  here  muft  I  begin  my  footing  after.; 
From  whence,  until  I  meet  a  Pow'r  to  punifli, 
1  will  not  reft  :  You  are  not  quick  to  Grief. 
Your  hearing's  a  dead  Senfe  i  were  yours  the  Lofs, 
(26)  Had  you  a  Daughter  ftol*n,  perhaps  be-whor'd, 
(For  to  what  other  end  fhould  come  the  Thief?) 
You'd  play  the  Miller  then,  be  loud  and  high. 
But  being  not  a  Sorrow  of  your  own. 
You  have  no  help  nor  pity  for  another. 

Jul.  Oh,  thou  haft  op'd  a  Sluce  was  long  (hut  up. 
And  let  a  Flood  of  Grief  in ;  a  buried  Grief 
Thy  Voice  hath  wiik'd  again,  a  Grief  as  old 
As  likely  'tis  thy  Child  is  -,  Friend,  I  tell  thee, 
1  did  once  lofe  a  Daughter. 

Fra.  Did  you,  Sir  ? 
Befeech  you  then,  how  did  you  bear  her  Lofs  ? 

Jul.   With  thy  Grief  trebled. 

Fra.  But  was  flie  ftol'n   from  you  ? 

Jul.  Yes,  by  devouring  Thieves,  from  whom  cannot 
Ever  return  a  Satisfa<5lion  : 
The  wild  Beafts  had  her  in  her  fwathing  Cloaths. 

Fra.  Oh  much  good  do  'em  with  her. 

Jul.  (27)  Away  tough  Churl. 

Fra.  Why,  fhe  was  better,  eaten,  than  my  Child, 
Better  by  Beafts,  than  beaftly  Men  devoured ; 
They  took  away  a  Life,  no  Honour  from  her; 
Thofe  Beafts  might  make  a  Saint  of  her  ;  but  thefe 
Will  make  my  Child  a  Devil.     But  was  Ihe,  Sir, 
Your  only  Daughter? 

Enter  Gilian. 

Jul,  I  ne'er  had  other.  Friend. 

(26)  The  Text  is  from  the  oldeft  Copy.    The  others, 

Had  you  a  Daughter  perhaps  be-'v.hor' d.  Mr.  Theobald. 

(27)  Avuay  tough  Churle.]  Mr.  Seward  propofes  reading  rough 
Churle,  as  much  properer  to  the  Occafion.  I  can't,  with  Submif- 
fion,  think  a  Change  here  neccffary,  as  we  have  this  Expreilion  a 
little  lower. 

— —  The  Miller  has  a  jiaut  Heart, 
Tough  as  his  Toal-pin, 

Gil. 
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Gil.  Where  are  you,  Man  ?  Your  Bufinefs  lyes  not  here. 
Your  Daughter's  in  the  Pound,  I  have  found  where; 
*Twill  coft  you  dear,  her  Freedom. 

Fra.  I'll  break  it  down,  and  free  her  without  pay  : 
Horfe- Locks  nor  Chains  (hall  hold  her  from  me. 

Jul.  V\\  take  this  Relief. 
I  now  have  time  to  fpeak  alone  with  Grief.  [Exit, 

Fra.  [Gil.  ivhifpers  him.']  How .''  My  Landlord  ?  He 
is  Lord  of  my  Lands, 
But  not  my  Cattle :  I'll  have  her  again,  Gil. 

Gil.  You  are  not  mad  upon  the  fudden  now. 

Fra.  No,  Gil.  I  have  been  mad  thefe  five  Hours  : 
ril  fell  my  Mill,  and  buy  a  roaring. 
I'll  batter  down  his  Houfe,  and  make  a  Stews  on*t. 

Gil.  Will  you  gather  up  your  Wits  a  little. 
And  hear  me  ?  The  King  is  near  by,   in  Progrefs, 
Here  I  have  got  our  Supplication  drawn. 
And  there's  the  way  to  help  us. 

Fra.  Give  it  me,  Gil. 
I  will  not  fear  to  give  it  to  the  King : 
To  his  own  Hands,  God  blefs  him,  will  I  give  it. 
And  he  (hall  fet  the  Law  upon  their  Shoulders, 
And  hang  *em  all  that  had  a  Hand  in  it. 

Gil.  Where  is  your  Son  ? 

Fra.  He  fhall  be  hang'd  in  Flitches:  The  Dogs  fhall 
cat  him  in  Lent^  there's  Cats  Meat  and  Dog's  Meat 
enough  about  him. 

Gil.  Sure  the  poor  Girl  is  the  Count's  Whore  by  this 
time. 

Fra.  If  flie  be  the  Count's  Whore,  the  Whore's  Count 
fhall  pay  for't.    He  fhall  pay  for  a  new  Maiden-Head. 

Gil.  You  are  fo  vicious :  This  I'm  refolv'd. 
If  flie  be  a  Whore  once,  I'll  renounce  her. 
You  know,  if  every  Man  had  his  Right,  fhe^s 
None  of  our  Child,  but  a  meer  Foundling. 
(And  I  can  guefs  the  Owner  for  a  need  too) 
We  have  but  fofter'd  her. 

Fra.   Gilf  no  more  of  that, 
I'll  cut  your  Tongue  out,  if  you  tell  thofc  Tales. 

Hirk, 
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Hark,  hark,  thefe  Toaters  tell  us  the  King's  coming : 
Get  you  gone  j  I'll  fee  if  I  can  find  him.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Lifauro,  Terzo,  Pedro,  and  Moncado. 

Lif.  Does  the  King  remove  to  Day  ? 

Ter.  So  fay  the  Harbingers, 
And  keeps  his  way  on  to  Valentiay 
There  ends  the  Progrefs. 

Ped.  He  hunts  this  Morning,  Gentlemen, 
And  dines  i*th*  Fields :    The  Court  is  all  in  Readinefs. 

Lif.  Pedro,   did  you   fend  for  this  Tailor  ?   or  you 
Moncado  ? 
This  light  French  Demi-Lance  that  follows  us  ? 

Ped.  No,  I  afTure  ye  on  my  Word,  Pm  guiltlefs, 
I  owe  him  too  much  to  be  inward  with  him. 

Men.  I  am  not  quit  Pm  fure  :  There  is  a  Reck'ning 
(Of  fome  four  fcarlec  Cloaks,  and  two  lac'd  Suits.) 
Hangs  on  the  File  ftill,  like  a  fearful  Comet, 
Makes  me  keep  off. 

Lif.  Pm  in  too.  Gentlemen, 
I  thank  his  Faith,  for  a  Matter  of  three  hundred. 

Ter.  And  I  for  two  :  What  a  Deel  makes  he  this  Way  ^ 
I  do  not  love  to  fee  my  Sins  before  me. 

Ped.  'Tis  the  Vacation,  and  thefe  things  break  out 
To  fee  the  Court,  and  glory  in  their  Debtors. 

^er.  (28)  What  do  you  call  him  ?  for  I  never  love 
To  remember  their  Names  I  owe  Mony  to, 
'Tis  not  gentile  •,  1  fhun  'em  like  the  Plague  ever. 

Lif.  His  Name's  Vertigo ;  hold  your  Heads,and  wonder, 
A  Frenchman,  and  a  Founder  of  new  Fafliions; 
The  Revolutions  of  all  Shapes  and  Habits 
Run  madding  through  his  Brains. 

Enter  Vertigo. 


*o^ 


Men.  He's  very  brave. 

(28)  What  did  you  call  him  for  ?  1  never  love"]  This  Paf- 
fage  is  a  diredl  Contradiction  to  wiiat  was  faid  above :  The'  the 
Fault  is  only  in  the  Punctuation,  which  is  amended,  I  hope,  in  the 
prefent  Edition. 

Lif. 
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Li/.  The  Shreds  of  what  he  fteals  from  us,  believe  it, 
Make  him  a  mighty  Man  :  He  comes,   have  at  ye. 

Fer.  Save  ye  together,  my  fweet  Gentlemen, 
I  have  been  looking «— — 

T'er.  Not  for  Mony,  Sir? 
You  know  the  hard  time. 

Fer.  Pardon  me,  fweet  Signior,  [Gentlemen, 

Good  Faith  the  leafl:  Thought  in  my  Heart ;  your  Love, 
Your  Love's  enough  for  me :  Mony,  hang  Mony  : 
Let  me  preferve  your  Love. 

Lif.  Yes  marry  fliall  ye, 
And  we  our  Credit ;  you  would  fee  the  Court  ? 

Mon.  He  fhall  fee  ev'ry  Place. 

Fer.  Shall  I  i'faith.   Gentlemen  ? 

Ped.  The  Cellar,  and  the  Butt'ry,  and  the  Kitchen, 
The  Paftry,   and  the  Pantry. 

Ter.  Ay,  and  tafte  too 
Of  ev'ry  Office,  and  be  free  of  all  too ; 
That  he  may  fay,  when  he  comes  home  in  Glory 

Fer.  And  I  will  fay,  i'faith,  and  fay  it  openly. 
And  fay  it  home  too  :  Shall  I  fee  the  King  alfo  i* 

Uf.  Shalt  fee  him  every  Day:  (29)  Shalt  fee  the  Ladies 
In  their  French  Cloaths,  flialt  ride  a  hunting  with  them, 
Shalt  have  a  Miftrefs  too.  We  mu  ft  fool  handlomly  \_Jfide. 
To  keep  him  in  Belief  we  honour  him, 
He  may  call  on  us  elfe. 

Ped.    A  Pox  upon  him. 
Let  him  call  at  home  in's  own  Houfe  for  fait  Butter. 

Fer.  And  when  the  King  puts  on  a  new  Suit — 

I'er.  Thou  fhalt  fee  it  firft. 
And  difleft  his  Doublet,  that  thou  may'ft  be  perfeft. 

Fer.  The  Wardrobe  I  wou'd  fain  view.  Gentlemen, 
Fain  come  to  fee  the  Wardrobe. 

Lif.  Thou  flialt  fee  it, 
And  fee  the  Secret  of  it,    dive  into  it  : 
Sleep  in  the  Wardrobe,  and  have  Revelations 

(29)  Shalt  fee  the  Ladies 

Shalt    ride  a   hunting   ivitb  him]     As   him  has  no- 
thing to  refer  to  but  Ladies,  I  wou'd  alter  the  number,  and  read, 
■  a  hunting  ivith  them. 

Of 
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Of  FaflVions   five  Years  hence. 

Ver.  Ye  honour  me. 
Ye  infinitely  honour  me. 

I'er.  Any  thing  i'th*  Court,  Sir, 
Or  within  the  Compafs  of  a  Courtier  — — 

Ver.  My  Wife  Ihall  give  ye  Thanks. 

y<fr.  You  (hall  fee  any  thing. 
The  privat'ft  place,  the  Stool,  and  where  'tis  emptied. 

Ver.  Ye  make  me  blufh,  ye  pour  your  Bounties,  Gen- 
]n  fuch  abundance.  Qlemen, 

Lif.  1  will  fhew  thee  prefently 
The  order  that  the  King  keeps  when  he  comes 
To  open  View,   that  thou  may'fl:  tell  thy  Neighbours 
Over  a  Shoulder  of  Mutton,  thou*ft  feen  fomething. 
Nay  thou  (halt,  prefent  the  King  for  this  time 

Ver.  Nay,  I  pray,  Sir.  [belong  to't; 

Lif.   That  thou  may'fl:  know  what  State  there  does 
Stand  there  I  fay,   and  put  on  a  fad  Countenance, 
Mingled  with  height :  Be  cover'd,  and  referv'd  ; 
Move  like  the  Sun,  by  foft  Degrees,  and  glorious. 
Into  your  Order,  Gentlemen,  uncover'd. 
The  King  appears  •,   we'll  fport  with  you  a  while.  Sir, 
Tm  fure  you're  merry  with  us  all  th*  Year  long.  Tailor, 
Move  fofter  ftill,  keep  in  that  fencing  Leg,  Monfieury 
Turn  to  no  fide. 

Enter  Franio  out  of  Breath,  j 

Ter.  What's  this  that  appears  to  him  .? 

Lif.  Has  a  Petition,  and  he  looks  moft:  lamentably, 
Miftake  him,  and  we're  made. 

Fra.  This  is  the  King  fure. 
The  glorious  King,  I  know  him  by  his  gay  Clothes. 

Lif  Now  bear  your  lelf,  that  you  may  fay  hereafter  — 

Fra.  I  have  recover'd  Breath,  I'll  fpeak  to  him  prefently. 
May  it  pleafe  your  gracious  Majefl:y  to  confider 
A  poor  Man's  Cafe  ? 

f^er.  What's  your  Will,  Sir  ? 

Lif  You  muft  accept,  and  read  it. 

7'er.  The  Tailor  will  run  mad  upon  my  Life  for*t. 

Ped.  How  he  mumps  and  bridles;    He'll  ne'er  cut 
Clothes  again.  Ver. 
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Ver.  And  what's  your  Grief? 

Mon.  He  fpeaks  I'th*  Nofe  like  his  Goofe.  [Sir, 

Fra.  I  pray  you  read  there ;  I*m  abus'd  and  frumpt. 
By  a  great  Man  that  may  do  ill  by  Authority  ; 
Poor  honed  Men  are  hang*d  for  doing  Jefs,  Sir : 
My  Child  is  ftoll'n,  the  Count  Otrante  ftole  her  5 
(29)  A  pretty  Child  fhe  is,  although  I  fay  it, 
A  handlomc  Mother,  he  means  to  make  a  Whore  of  her, 
A  filken  Whore,  his  Knaves  have  filch'd  her  from  me  i 
He  keeps  lewd  Knaves,  that  do  him  beaftly  Offices  : 
I  kneel  for  Juftice.     Shall  I  have  it,  Sir  ? 

Enter  King  Philippo,  and  Lords. 

Phil.  What  Pageant's  this  ? 

Lif.  The  King  : 
Tailor,  (land  off,  here  ends  your  Apparition: 
Miller,  turn  round,  and  there  addrcfs  your  Paper 
There,  there's  the  King  indeed. 

Fra.  May't  pleafe  your  Majefty. 

Phil.  Why  didft  thou  kneel  to  that  Fellow  ? 

Fra.  In  good  Faith,  Sir, 
I  thought  h'ad  been  a  King,  he  was  fo  gallant, 
There's  none  here  wears  fuch  Gold. 

Phil.  So  fooliflily .? 
You've  golden  Bufinefs  fure;  becaufe  Fm  homely 
Clad,  in  no  glitt'ring  Suit,  I  am  not  look'd  on. 
Yc  Fools  that  wear  gay  Cloaths,  love  to  be  gap'd  at. 
What  are  you  better  when  your  End  calls  on  you? 
Will  Gold  preferve  ye  from  the  Grave  ^  Or  Jewels .? 
Get  golden  Minds,  and  fling  away  your  Trappings : 
Unto  your  Bodies  minifter  warm  Raiments, 
Wholefome  and  good  ;  glitter  within,  and  fpare  not. 
Let  my  Court  have  rich  Souls,  their  Suits  I  weigh  not ; 
And  what  are  you  that  took  fuch  State  upon  ye  ?' 

(29)    A  pretty    Child  Jhe    is, 

j4  handfome  Mother,']  Mr.  Theobald  propofes  changing  Mo- 
ther for  Mouther,  a  word  us'd  novv  in  Suffolk  for  a  Girl.  But  there 
is  no  occafion  at  all  for  this  Change.  .  Sir.  Henry  Spelman  in  his 
Gloffary  tells  us  Mother  is  a  Corruption  of  the  Danijh  word  Moer^ 
which  lignifies  a  Girl.      Vide  in  Voce  Mocr. 

Are 


240  ^^^  Maid  in  the  Mill, 

Are  ye  a  Prince  ? 

Lif.  The  Prince  of  Tailors,  Sir  : 
We  owe  Tome  Mony  to  him,  and't  like  your  Majefty. 

Phil.  If  it  like  him,  would  yeow*d  more ;  be  modeller. 
And  you  lefs  faucy,  Sir  ;  and  leave  this  Place: 
Your  Preffing-Iron  will  make  no  perfe6l  Courtier. 
Go  flitch  at  home,  and  cozen  your  poor  Neighbours ; 
Show  fuch  another  Pride,  I'll  have  ye  whipt  for't  •, 
And  get  worfe  Clothes,  thefe  but  proclaim  your  Fellony. 
And  what's  your  Paper  ? 

Fra.  I  befeech  you  read  it.  [Villany, 

Phil.  What's  here,  the  Count  Otrante  task'd  for  a  bafe 
For  ftealing  of  a  Maid? 

Lord.  The  Count  Otrante?  Is  not  the  Fellow  mad.  Sir? 

Fra.  No,  no,   my  Lord, 
I'm  in  my  Wits,  I  am  a  labouring  Man, 
And  we  have  feldom  Leifure  to  run  mad  ; 
We've  other  Bufinefs  to  employ  our  Heads  in. 
WeVe  little  Wit  to  lofe  too :  If  we  complain, 
(30  j  And  if  a  heavy  Lord  lye  on  our  Shoulders, 
Worfe  than  a  Sack  of  Meal,  and  opprefs  our  Poverties, 
(31)  We  are  mad  ftraight,  and  whip'd,  and  ty'd  in  Fetters, 
Able  to  make  a  Horfe  mad,  as  you  ufe  us ; 
You're  mad  for  nought,  and  no  Man  dare  proclaim  it, 
In  you  a  Wildnefs  is  a  noble  Trick, 
And  cherifh'd  in  ye,  and  all  Men  mud  love  it  ?. 
Oppreffions  of  all  forts,  fit  like  new  Cloaths, 
Neatly  and  handfomely  upon  your  Lordfhips ; 
And  if  we  kick  but  when  your  Honours  fpur  us. 
We're  Knaves  and  Jades,  and  ready  for  the  Juflice  ; 
I'm  a  true  Miller. 

Phil.  Then  thou  art  a  Wonder. 

2  Lord.  I  know  the  Man  reputed  for  a  good  Man, 

(30)  Jnd  if  a  heavy  Load,  &c.]  I  was  doubtful  about  the  reading 
of  this  place,  and  fufpefted  that  Z,o;-^  might  bid  fair  to  be  the  Text, 
and  found  my  Cor.jedlure  confirm'd  by  the  Folio  of  1647. 

(31)  We  arc  mad  Jlraight,  and  ivhop'd,']  This  flight  Corruption 
here  my  Friend  alters  and  amends  thus  with  me, 

//'if  are  mad  jlraigi:ty  and  ^whip'd. 

An 


The  Maid  in  the  Mill,  241 

An  honeft  and  fubflantial  Fellow. 

Phil.  He  fpealcs  Senfe, 
And  to  the  Point :  Greatnefs  begets  much  RuJenefs. 
How  dare  you,  Sirrah,  'gainll  lb  main  a  Perfon, 
A  Man  of  lb  much  noble  Note  and  Honour, 
Put  up  this  bale  Complaint?   Mu(t  ev'ry  Peafant 
Upon  a  faucy  Will  affront  great  Lords? 
All  Fellows,  Miller? ■ 

Fra.   I  have  my  Reward,  Sir. 
I  was  told  one  Greatnefs,  would  protect  another, 
As  Beams  fupport  their  Fellows  ;  now  I  find  it ; 
IPt  pleafe  your  Grace  to  have  me  hang*d,  Pm  ready, 
'Tis  but  a  Miller,  and  a  l^hief  difpatch'd  ; 
Though  I  (leal  Bread,  I  fleal  no  Flefh  to  tempt  me. 
I  have  a  Wife,  and't  pleafe  him  to  have  her  too, 
W^ith  all  my  Heart ;  'twill  make  my  Charge  the  lefs,  Sir^ 
She'll  hold  him  play  awhile  :  I  have  a  Boy  too. 
He's  able  {^i)  to  inflrucl  his  Honour's  Hogs, 
Or  rub  his  Horfes  Heels;  when't  pleafe  his  LordHup 
He  may  have  him  his  Slave  too,  or  his  Bawd  ; 
The  Boy  is  well  bred,  can  exhort  his  Sifter: 
For  me,  the  Prifon,  or  the  Pillory, 
To  lofe  my  Goods,  and  have  mine  Ears  cropt  off; 
Whipt  like  a  Top,  and  have  a  Paper  ftuck  before  mCj 
For  abominable  Honefty  to  his  own  Daughter, 
I  can  endure,  Sir ;  the  Miller  has  a  Itouc  Heart,    ' 
Tough  as  his  Toal-pin, 

Phil.  I  fufped:  this  ihrewdly. 
Is  it  his  Daughter  that  the  People  call 
The  Miller's  fair  Maid  ? 

2  Lord.  It  fhould  feem  fo.  Sir. 

Phil.  Be  fure  you  be  i'th'  right.  Sirrah. 

Fra.  If  I  be  i'th*  wrong.  Sir, 
Be  fure  you  hang  me.   Twill  ask  no  Courtefie: 
Your  Grace  may  have  a  Daughter,  think  of  that,  Sir. 
She  may  be  fair,  and  fhe  may  be  abus'd  too  ; 
(A  King  is  not  exempted  from  thefe  Cafes,) 

(32)  to  \njlru5l  his  Honour  i  Hogs,]  Here  the  Gentle- 
man fo  often  meniion'd,  lays  we  ougiit  to  re^id  Dogs.  The  Reader  is 
left   to  his  Choice. 

Vol.  Vil.  CL  Stol*n 
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Stol*n  from  your  loving  Care       • 

Phil.  I  do  much  pity  him. 

Fra.  But  Heav'n  forbid  fhe  Hiould  be  in  that  Venture 
That  mine's  in  at  this  Hour :  I'll  afllire  your  Grace 
Th'  Lord  wants  a  Water- Mill, and  means  to  grind  with  her: 
Would  rd  his  Stones  to  let,  I'd  fit  him  for  ir.        [ther, 

Phil.  Follow  me.  Miller,  and  let  me  talk  with  ye  far- 
And  keep  this  private  all,  upon  your  Loyalties: 
To  Morrow  Morning,  though  I'm  now  beyond  him. 
And  th'  lefs  lookt  for,  I'll  break  my  Fad  with  the  good 

Count. 
No  more,  away,  all  to  our  Sports,  be  filent.       [Exemi. 

Ver.  What  Grace  (hall  I  have  now  ? 

Lif.  Chufe  thine  own  Grace, 
And  go  to  Dinner  when  thou  wilt,  Vertigo^ 
We'muft  needs  follow  th'  King. 

Ter.  You  heard  the  Sentence. 

Mon.  If  you  ftay  here, 
I'll  fend  thee  a  flioulder  of  Venifon; 
Go  home,  go  home,  or  if  thou  wiltdifguife, 
ril  help  thee  to  a  place  to  feed  the  Dogs.         [Monkey, 

Ped   Or   thou  flialt  be  fpccial  Tailor  to  the  King's 
'Tis  a  fine  place ;  we  cannot  ftay. 

Ver.  No  Mony, 
Nor  no  Grace,  Gentlemen  ? 

Ter.  'Tis  too  early  Tailor, 
The  King  hasn't  broke  his  Fad  yet. 

Ver.  I  Ihall  look  for  ye 
The  next  Term,  Gentlemen. 

Ped.  Thou  fhalt  not  mifs  us : 
Prethee  provide  fome  Cloaths,  and  doft  thou  hear  Vertigo 
Commend  me  to  thy  Wife  ;  I  want  fome  Shirts  too. 

fer.  I've  Chambers  for  ye  all. 

Lif.  They  are  too  mufty, 
When  they  are  clear  we'll  come. 

Ver.  I  muft  be  patient 
And  provident,  I  (hall  ne'er  get  home  elfe,        [Exeunt^ 


SCENE 
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SCENE         II. 

Enter  Otrante  aitd  Florimel. 

Otr.  Prithee  be  wiler  Wench,  thou  canfl:  not  fcape  me. 
Let  me  with  Love  and  Gentlenefs  enjoy  that 
That  may  be  ftill  preferv'd  with  Love,  and  Iong*d  for  : 
If  violence  lay  rough  hold,  I  fhall  hate  thee. 
And  after  I've  enjoy'd  thy  Maiden-head, 
Thou  wilt  appear  fo  dale  and  ugly  to  me 
I  fhall  defpife  thee,  call  thee  off — 

Flo,  I  pray  ye  Sir, 
Begin  it  now,  and  open  your  Doors  to  me, 
I  do  confcfs  I'm  ugly  ;  let  mc  go.  Sir: 
A  Gipfey-girl :  Why  would  your  Lordfhip  touch  me  ? 
Fie,  'tis  not  noble  :  I  am  homely  bred, 
Courfe,  and  unfit  for  you  ;  why  do  you  flatter  me  ? 
There  be  young  Ladies  many,  that  will  love  ye. 
That  will  dote  on  ye :   (34)  You're  a  handfome  Gentle- 
man : 
What  will  they  fay  when  once  they  know  your  Quality  ? 
A  Lord,  a  Miller  ?  Take  your  Toal-Difh  with  ye, 
(35)  You  that  can  deal  with  Gudgeons,  and  courfe  Flower, 
'Tis  pity  you  fhould  tafte  what  Manchet  means; 
Is  this  fit.  Sir,  for  your  Repute  and  Honour  ? 

Otr.  I'll  love  thee  ftill. 

Flo.  You  cannot,  there's  no  Sympathy 
Between  our  Births,  or  Breeding,  Arts,  Conditions ; 
And  where  thefe  are  at  Difference,  there's  no  liking  : 

(34.) Toure  an  hajiJforne]  I  liai'c  chofe  to  read  thus  with  the 

Edition  of  the  oldeft  Date,  rather  than  with  the  reft,  thus, 
Tou  a  handfome,   ScC. 
(35)  Tou  that  f^«  deal 'u;//^  Gudgeons.]  This  Reading  has  the  Au- 
thority of  all  the  Copies,  and  as  fuch  I  have  not  dared  to  difplace  or 
difpoliefs  it :  Yet  ftill  1  fufpe£l  a  latent  Corruption,  and  that  the  Au- 
thor's own  Manufcript  run  originally  thus, 

Tou  that  can  deal  iviih  Gurgeons, 
which  is  explained  by  the  Words  that  immediately  follow, 

- — ■ and  courfe  Flo-tver. 

Mr.  Se'ward  reads  the  Line,   as  fuppofing  it  corrupted,  thus, 

7'ou  that  can  deal^nvith  Cutlins,  ^r. 
Cutlins  being  a  Word  us'd  in  the  Weft  for  Greets  or  Oats  cleared  of  the 
Huflis. 

Vol.  VII.  CL2  \  This 
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This  Hour  it  may  be  I  feem  handfome  to  you. 

And  you  are  taken  with  Variety 

More  than  with  Beauty, 

To-morrow  when  you  have  enjoyed  me. 

Your  Heat  and  Luft  aflwag'd,  and  come  t'  examine 

Out  of  a  cold  and  penitent  Condition  [with. 

What  you  have  done,  whom  you  have  fhar'd  your  Love 

Made  Partner  of  your  Bed,  how  it  will  vex  ye. 

How  you  will  curfe  die  Devil  that  betray'd  ye, 

And  what  fhall  come  of  me  then? 

Otr.  Wilt  thou  hear  me? 

Flo.  As  hally  as  you  were  then  to  enjoy  mc. 
As  precious  as  this  Beauty  fliew'd  unto  ye. 
You'll  kick  me  out  of  Doors,  you'll  whore,  and  ban  mc ; 
And  if  I  prove  with  Child  with  your  fair  IITue, 
Give  me  a  Penfion  of  five  Pound  a  Year 
To  breed  your  Heir  withal,  and  fo  good  fpced  me. 

Otr.  I'll  keep  thee  like  a  Woman. 

Flo.  V\\  keep  my  felf.  Sir, 
Keep  my  fclf  honeft,  Sir,  there's  the  brave  keeping  ; 
If  you  will  marry  me 

Otr.  Alas,  poor  Florimel. 

Flo.  I  do  confefs  I  am  too  courfe  and  bafe.  Sir,' 
To  be  your  Wife,  and  ic  is  fit  you  fcorn  me ; 
Yet  fuch  as  I,  have  crown' d  the  Lives  of  great  ones : 
To  be  your  Whore  I'm  fure  I  am  too  worthy, 
(For  by  my  troth,  Sir,  I  am  truly  honeft) 
And  that's  an  Honour  equal  to  your  Greatnefs. 

Otr.  I'll  give  thee  what  thou  wilt. 

Flo.  Tempt  me  no  more  then : 
Give  me  that  Peace,  and  then  you  give  me  abundance. 
J  know  you  do  but  try  me,  ye  are  noble. 
All  thefe,  are  but  to  try  my  Modefty, 
If  you  ihould  find  me  eafie,  and  once  coming, 
I  fee  your  Eyes  already  how  they'd  fright  me  ; 
I  fee  your  honeft  Heart  how  it  would  fwell. 
And  burft  itfelf  into  a  Grief  againft  me ; 
Your  Tongue  in  noble  Anger,  now,  e'en  now,  Sir, 
Ready  to  rip  my  loofe  Thoughts  to  the  Bottom, 
And  lay  my  Shame  unto  my  felf,  wide  open : 

You 
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You  are  a  noble  Lord,  you  pity  poor  MiiWs; 
The  People  are  midaken  in  your  Courfes: 
You,  like  a  Father,  try  *eni   to  the  uttcrmoft. 
As  they  do  Gold,  you  purge  the  Drols  from  them, 
And  make  them  fhine. 

Otr.  This  Cunning  cannot  help  ye  : 
(36)  I  love  ye  to  enjoy  ye  :   I   have  ftol*n  ye 
T*  enjoy  ye  now,  not  to  be  fool*d  with  Circumftancc. 

Yield  willingly,  or  elle 

Flo.  What? 
0/r.  I  will  force  ye. 
I  will  not  be  delayed  j  a  poor  bafe  Wench 
That  I,  in  curtefie,  make  oifer  to, 
Argue  with  me  ? 

Flo.   Do  not,   you'll  lofe  your  Labour, 
Do  nor,  my  Lord,  it  will  become   ye  poorly  : 
Your  Courtefie  m:iy  do  much  on  my  Nature, 
For  I  am  kind  as  you  are,  and  as  tender  : 
If  you  compel,  I  have  my  Strengths  to  fiye  to. 
My  honeft  Thoughts,  and  thofe  are  Guards  about  me  : 
I  can  cry  too,  and  Noife  enough  I  dare  make. 
And  1  have  Curfes,  that  will  call  down  Thunder; 
For  all  I  am  a  poor  Wench,   Heav'n  will  hear  me: 
My  Body  you  may  force,  but  my  Will  never; 
And  be  fure  I  do  not  live  if  you  do  force  me, 
Or  have  no  Tongue  to  tell  your  beaflly  Story, 

For  if  I  have,  and  if  there  be  a  Juflice • 

Otr.  Pray  ye  go  in  here :  I'il  calm  my  felf  for  this  time. 
And  be  your  Friend  again. 

Flo.  I  am  commanded.  [^ExiL 

Otr.  You  cannot  fcape  me  yet,  I  mufl  enjoy  ye  i 
1*11  lye  with  thy  Wit,  though  I  mifs  thy  Honefty  -, 
Is  this  a  Wench  for  a  Boor's  hungry  Bofom  ? 
A  morfel  for  a  Peafant's  bafe  Embraces  ? 
And  muft  I  ftarve,  and  the  Meat  in  my  Mouth  ? 
I'll  none  of  that. 

(36)  I  live  ye  to  etijov  ye:  ]Ti.i?  reding  which  mnkes  the  Sen 'e 
jnorc  explicit,  and  the  Line  run  tc  ter,  is  irom  the  Edition  oi  1647  : 
i'he  others,  . 

/  la-vt  ye  to  enjny .-  /  ha've  kz. 
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•  Eftier  Gerafto. 

Ger.  How  now,  my  Lord,  (^y)  how  Iped  ye? 
Have  yc  done  the  Deed  ? 

Oir.  No,  pox  upon*t,  fhe's  honeft. 

Ger.  Honeft,  what's  that?  You  took  her  bare  denial. 
Was  there  e'er  a  Wench  brought  up  in  a  Mill,  and  honeft? 
That  were  a  wonder  worth  a  Chronicle. 
Is  your  Belief  (6  large  ?  What  did  fhe  fay  to  ye  ? 

Oir.  She  faid  her  Honefty  was  all  her  Dowry, 
And  preach'd  unto  me,  how  unfit,  and  homely. 
Nay  how  difhonourable  'c  would  feem  in  me 
To  ad  my  Will,  popt  me  i*th*  Mouth  with  Modefty  — 

Ger.  What  an  impudent  Quean  was  that  ?  That's  their 
trick  ever. 

0/r.  And  then  difcourfed  to  me  very  learnedly. 
What  Fame  and  loud  Opinion  would  tell  of  me: 
A  Wife  flic  touch'd  at  — 

Ger.  Out  upon  her  Varlet. 
Was  flie  fo  bold  ?  Thefe  (38)  home-fpun  things  are  Devils, 
They'll  tell  y'  a  thoufand  Lies,  if  you'll  believe 'em. 
And  ftand  upon  their  Honours  like  great  Ladies; 
They'll  fpeak  unhappily  too,  Good  words  to  cozen  ye. 
And  outwardly  feem  Saints;  they'll  cry  down-right  alfo. 
But  'tis  for  Anger  that  you  do  not  crufh  'em. 
Did  Ihe  not  talk  of  being  with  Child  ? 

0:r.  She  touch'd  at  it.  [Hiip; 

Ger.  The  trick  ofan  arrant  Whore  to  milk  your  Lord- 
And  then  a  Penfion  iiam'd  ? 

0/r.  No,  no,  fhe  fcorn'd  it : 
I  offer'd  any  thing,  but  fhe  refus'd  all, 
Refus'd  it  with  a  confident  Hate. 

Ger.  You  thought  fo, 

{37)  ■  Honv  (ped  ye  P  ]     I  have  inferted  this  reading  from 

the  firll  Folio  Copy ;  and  as  the  Senfe  is  chang'd  here  upon  the  Au- 
thority of  that  Edition,  I  hive  upon  my  own  alter'd  ta^e  her  bare 
denial  into  tooi,  three  Lines  below :  The  other  Copies  read, 
Aly  Lor  J,  ho^  fpeed  ye  ! 
(38)  '  home-fpun  things  are  Evils,']  Devils,  which  I  have 

inferted  into  the  Text,  feem'd  to  me  manifeltly  the  reading  the  Con- 
ttxt  refjuired,  and  the  Copy  of  1647,  confirm'd  me  in  it. 

You 
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You  fliould  have  ta*en  her  then,  tiirn'd  her,  and  tew'd  her 
I'th'  ftrengch  of  all  her  Refolution,  flacter'd  her. 
And  fhak*d  her  ftubborn  Will  -,  fhe  would  have  rhank'd  ye. 
She  would  have  lov*d   ye   infinitely  :  They   mufl:    feem 

modeft. 
It  is  their  Parts  ;  if  you  had  plaid  your  part.  Sir, 
And  handl'd  her  as  Men  do  *  unmanM  Hawks, 
Call  her,  and  malde  her  up  in  good  clean  Linnen, 
And  there  have  coyed  her,you  had  caught  her  heart- ft  rings. 
Thefe  tough  Virginities  ^they  blow  like  white  Thorns, 
In  Storms  and  Tempefts. 

Oir.  She's  beyond  all  this. 
As  cold,  and  harden'd,  as  the  Virgin  Cryftal. 

Ger.  Oh  force  her,  force  her,Sir,  fhe  longs  to  be  ravifh'J, 
Some  have  no  Fleafure  but  in  Violence  j 
To  be  torn  in  pieces  is  their  Paradife: 
*Tis  ordinary  in  our  Country,   Sir,  to  ravifli  all  ; 
They  will  not  give  a  penny  for  their  Sport 
Unlefi  they  be  put  to't,  and  terribly  i 
And  then  they  fwear  they'll  hang  the  Man  comes  near 'em, 
And  fwear  it  on  his  Lips  too. 

Otr.  No,   no  forcing, 
I  have  another  Courfe,  and  I  will  follow  it. 
I  command  you,  and  d*  you  command  your  Fellows, 
That  when  you  fee  her  next,  ye  difgrace  and  fcorn  her  ; 
I'll  feem  to  put  her  out  o'th'  Doors  o*th'  fudden, 
And  leave  her  to  Conjedture,  then  fcize  on  her. 
Away,  be  ready  ftraight. 

Ger.    We  fhall  not  fail,  Sir.        '  lExit, 

Otr.  Florimel. 

Enter  Florimel. 

Flo.  My  Lord. 

Otr.  I'm  fure  you've  now  confider'd. 
And  like  a  wife  Wench  weigh'd  a  Friend's  difpleafure. 
Repented  your  proud  Thoughts,  and  caft  your  Scorn  off, 

Flo.  My  Lord,  I  am  not  proud,  I  was  ne'er  beautiful. 
Nor  fcorn  I  any  thing  that's  jull:  and  honeft. 

Otr.  Come,  to  be  Ihorr,  can  ye  love  yet  ?  You  told  me 
Kindnefs  would  far  compel  yc:  I'm  kind  to  ye, 

'^  Metafhon  from  falconry.  Mr.  Theobald. 

0^4  And 


248  The  Maid  in  the  Mill 

A  nd  mean  t'  exceed  that  way. 

rio,  I  told  ye  too,  Sir, 
As  far  r.s  it  agreed  with  Modefty, 
With  Honour,  and  with  Honclly  Pd  yield  to  ye  ; 
Good  my  Lord,  take  Tome  other  Theme ;  tbr  Love, 
Alas,  1  never  knew  yet  what  it  meant. 
And  on  the  fuddcn.  Sir,  to  run  through  Volumes 
Of  his  mod  myftick  Art,  'tis  moH:  impofllble  ; 
Nay,  to  begin  with  Luft,  which  is  an  Hcrefie, 
A  fcul  one  too  ;  to  learn  that  in  my  Childhood : 

0  good  my  Lord. 

bir.  You  will  not  out  of  this  Song, 
Your  Modefty,  and  Honefty,  is  that  all .? 

1  Will  not  force  ye. 

Flo.  Y*are  too  noble.  Sir. 

f39)  Otr.  Nor  play  the  childifli  Fool,  and  marry  yc: 
I'm  not  yet  mad. 

Flo.  If  ye  did.  Men  wou'd  imagine. 

Gtr.  Nor  will  I  woo  ye  at  that  infinite  price 
It  may  be  you  expeft. 

Flo.  I  expe(5t.your  Pardon, 
And  a  Difcharge,   my  Lord,  that's  all  I  look  for. 

0/r,  No,  nor  fall  fick  for  Love. 

Flo.  'Tis  a  healthful  Year,  Sir. 

Otr.  Look  ye,  I'll  turn  ye  out  o' doors,  and  fcorn  yc. 

Flo.  Thank  ye,  my  Lord. 

Otr.  A  proud  flight  Peat  I  found  yc, 
A  Fool,  it  may  be  too  - 

Flo.  An  honeft  Woman, 
Good  my  Lord  think  me. 

Olr.  And  a  bafe  I  leave  ye. 
So  fare  ye  well.  [Exii  Otrantc, 

(40)  Flo.  Bleffing  attend  your  Lordfliip. 

This 

(39)  Otr.  Nor  play,  &c.]  Thefe  two  Speeches  I  have  recover'd  from 
the  fiift  Folio;  and  1  am  from  hence  farther  confirm'd  in  my  Opi- 
rion,  touching  the  Oftavo  Edition  of  1711,  that  it  was  only  a  bare 
Tiaiifcript  of  the  Folio  of  1679. 

{40}  Ho.  Bhjftng  attend.  See  ]  This  whole  Speech  has  been  dropt 
upon  us  ever  fince  the  Year  1647.  ^  thought  neceflary  to  reftore  it 
to  its  ancient  undoubted  Inheritance,  as  tne  latter  part  prepares  us 

for 
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This  is  hot  Love  that  vanifheth  like  Vapoun  •, 

His  Ague's  off,  his  burning  Fits  are  well  quench'd, 

I  thank  Heav'n  for't.  His  IVIen  —  they  will  not  iorceme. 

E?iter  Gerafto  and  Servants. 

Ger.  What  doft  thou  (lay  for?  doft  thou  not  know 
Thou  bafe  unprovident  Whore  ?  [tiie  way, 

Flo.  Good  words,  pray  ye  Gentlemen. 

1  Ser.  Hasmy  Lordfmoak*dyeover,  good- wife  Miller? 
Is  your  Mill  broken,  that  you  (land  fo  ufclefs  ? 

2  Ser.  An  impudciU  Qjean,  upon  my  life  flic's  un- 

wholefome, 
Some  bafe  dilcarded  thing  my  Lord  has  found  her. 
He'd  not  have  turn'd  her  off  o'th*  fudden  elfe. 

Ger.  Now  againft  every  Sack,  my  honed  Sweet-iieart, 
With  every  (41)  Smig  and  Smug. 

Flo.  I  mull  be  patient. 

Ger.  And  every  greafie  Gueft,  and  fweaty  Rafcal 
For  his  Royal  hire  between  his  Fingers,  Gentlewoman. 

1  Ser.  I  fear  thou'ft  giv'n  my  Lord  the  —  thou  damn'd 

2  Ser.  I've  ^ctn.  her  in  the  Stews.  [thing. 
Ger.  The  Knave  her  Father 

Was  Bawd  C  her  there,  and  kept  a  Tiplinc^-H  ufe  j 
You  mud  e'en  to't  again  :  a  moded  Fundion  ! 

Flo.  If  ye  had  Honedy,  ye  would  not  ufe  me 
Thus  bafely,  wretchedly,  though  your  Lord  bid  ye  j 
But  he  that  knows  • 

Ger.  Away  thou  carted  impudence. 
You  Meat  for  every  Man  :  A  little  Meal 
Flung  in  your  Face,  makes  ye  appear  fo  proud. 

Flo.  This  is  inhuman.  Let  thefe  'l^ears  perfuade  you, 
(If  ye  be  Men,)  to  ufe  a  poor  Girl  better; 
I  wrong  not  you,    I'm  fure,  I  call  you  Gentlemen. 

for  the  rude  Behaviour  of  Gerajlo,  and  thofe  Servanrs  who  are 
Bullies  for  their  Lord,  k;:d  deiignediy  rrcmocers  of  ine  ruin  of  ¥la- 
rlincVi,  Challity.  , 

(41)    Sm'-g  and  5:rug^    The  Copy  cf  1679.   ^"'^  ^^'^  OJtavo 

read  fo,  bu:  the  oidell  foho,  om  and^Vw*-^.-  p!.'rhap5  the  Reader 
might  not  think  the  various  rcadii.j  worm  a  ^Note. 

Enter 
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Enter  Otrante 

Otr.  What  bufinefs  is  here  ?  away,  aren't  you  gone  yet  ? 

Flo.  My  Lord,  this  is  not  well,  (altho*  you  hace  me. 
For  what  1  know  not ;)  to  let  your  People  wrong  me. 
Wrong  me  malicioufly,  and  call  me— 

Oh:  Peace, 
And  mark  ye  what  we  fay,  advifedly, 
Mark,  as  you  love  that,  that  you  call  your  Credit. 
Yield  now,  or  you're  undone ;  your  good  Name's  perifh'd. 
(42)  Not  all  the  World  can  buy  your  Reputation, 
'Tis  funk  for  ever  clfei    thefe  Peoples  Tongues  will 

poifon  ye. 
Though  you  be  white  as  Innocence,  they'll  taint  ye  j 
They  will  fpeak  terrible  and  hideous  things, 
And  People  in  this  Age  are  prone  to  credit. 
They'll  let  fall  nothing  that  may  brand  a  Woman ; 
Confider  this,  and  then  be  wife  and  tremble. 
Yield  yet,  and  yet  I'll  fave  ye, 

Flo.  How  ? 

Otr.  I'll  fhow  ye  ; 
Their  Mouths  1*11  feal  up,  they  fliall  fpeak  no  more 
But  v/hat  is  hon'rable  and  honeit  of  ye. 
And  Saintlike  they  fhall  worfhip  ye :  They're  mine. 
And  what  I  charge  them,  Florhnel 

Flo.  I'm  ruin'd  ; 
Pleav'n  will  regard  me  yet,  they're  barbarous  Wretches : 
Let  me  not  fall,  my  Lord. 

Otr.  You  fhall  not,  Flirimel : 
Mark  how  I'll  work  your  Peace,  and  how  I  honour  ye. 
Who  waits  there  ?  come  all  in, 

{42)  Not  all  the  World  can  buy  your  Reputation, 

'Tis  Junk  for  ever  elfe  ;  ]  It  fetms  as  if  the  Poets  had  a 
mind  to  keep  up  a  Contrail  here,  and  if  that  really  was  their  De- 
fign,  then  the  Execution  of  it  is  chargcaLle  only  upon  the  Editors, 
for  mey  mull  have  indifputably  expreis'd  themfelves  fo, 

can   buoy  your  Reputation  ; 

^Tis  funk  for  enjer. 
Tlius  the  Antitbefis  is  neatly  preferv'd,  and  the  Confufion  of  the 
Mttaphors  manifellly  clear'd  up. 

Enter 
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Enter  Gerafto  and  Servants, 

Ger.  Your  pleafure,  Sir. 

Otr.  Who  dare  fay  this  fweet  Beauty  is  not  heav'iily  ? 
This  Virgin,  the  moft  pure,   the  moft  untainted. 
The  holieft  thing  ? 

Ger.  We  know  it,  my  dear  Lord, 
We  are  her  Slaves ;  and  that  proud  Impudence 
That  dares  difparage  her,  this  Sword,  my  Lord  -— - 

1  Ser.  They  are   Rafcals  bafe,  the  Sons  of  common 

Women, 
That  wrong  this  Virtue,  or  dare  own  a  thought 
But  fair  and  honourable  of  her  ;  when  we  flight  Iier, 
Hang  us,  or  cut's  in  Pieces ;  Jet's  tug  i'th'  GalHes. 

2  Ser.  Brand  us  for  Villains. 

Flo,  Why  fure  I  dream  ',  thefe  are  all  Saints. 

Ofr.  Go,  and  Jive  all  her  Slaves. 

Ger.  We're  proud  to  do  it.  [Exeunt^ 

Otr.  What  think  ye  now  ?  Am  not  I  able,  Tlorimel^ 
Yet  to  preferve  ye  ? 

Flo.  I'm  bound  to  your  Lordrtiip, 
Ye  are  all  Honour,  and  good  my  Lord  but  grant  mc. 
Until  to  Morrow,  leave  to  weigh  my  Fortunes, 
ril  give  you  a  free  anfwer,  perhaps  a  plcafing. 
Indeed  I'll  do  the  beft  J  can  to  fatisfie  ye. 

Otr,  Take  your  good  time;  this  Kifs,  till  then  farewel. 
Sweet.  {Exeunt. 


A   C    T     IV.       S  C  E  N  E     I. 

Enter  Antonio,  Martino,  and  Buftopha. 

Mar.  T>Y  all  means  difcharge  your  Follower. 

-E)  Ant.  If  we  can  get  him  off;  Sirrah,  ^ujiopba^ 
Thou  mufl:  needs  run  back. 

Buji.  But  I  mufl:  not,  unicfs    you  fend  a  Bier,  or  a 
JLii^ter  at.  my  Back,  I  do  not  ufe  to  run  from  my  Friends, 
yint.  Well,  go,  will  ferve  the  turn ;   I  have  forgot-^ 

Bujf, 
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B'ujl.  What,  Sir  ? 

yjnt.  See  if  I  oin  tliink  on't  now. 

Buft.   I   know  what  'tis  now. 

Ant.  A  Fiftolet  oi  that. 

i^/^.  Done ;  you  luive  forgot  a  Device  to  fend  mc 
away,  you're  going  a  fmocking  perhaps. 

Mar.  His  own,  due,  due  i  laiih  ^^^/w/'^. 
The  Piftolet  is  his  own. 

Ant.   I  confefs  it. 
There  'tis  •,  now  if  you  could  afford  out  of  \t 
A  reafonable  Excufe  to  mine  Uncle . 

Bujl.  Yes,  1  can;  but  an  Excufe  will  not  ferve  your 
turn  :  it  mufi:  be  a  Lye ;  a  full  Lye,  'twill  do  no  good 
clfe  ;  if  you'll  go  to  the  price  of  that?  *^ 

Ant.  Is  a  Lye  dearer  than  an  Excufe  .? 

Buji.  0!i,   treble  j  this  is  the  price  of  an  Excufe  j  but 
a  Lye  is  two  mor>:;.  Jook,  how  many  Foils  go  to  a  fair 
Fall,  fo   many  Excufes  to  a  full    Lye,  and  M^  cannot 
krve  your  turn,  let  any  Tailor  i'th'  Town  make  it. 
Mar.   Why  'tis  reafonable,  give  him  his  Price  : 
Let  it  be  large  enough  now. 
B'jft.  I'll  warrant  you,  to  cover  him  all  over. 
Ant.  I  would  have  proof  of  one  now. 

BuJi.  What  ?('43)  itale  my  Invention  beforehand?  you 
finll  Pardon  me  for  that ;  well,  I'll  commend  you  to 
your  Uncle,  and  tell  him  you'll  be  at  home  at  Supper 
with  him. 

Ant.  By  no  means,  I  cannot  come  to  Night,  Man. 

BuJi.  1  know  that  too,  you  do  not  know  a  Lye  when 
you  fee  it. 

Mar.  Remember  it  mufl  (Iretch  for  all  Night. 

BuJi.  I  fliall  want  fluff,  1  doubt  'twill  come  to  the 
other  Pijlolet. 

(43)  — Scale  ffiy  iN'ventiot.}  Scale  is  a  word,   that  has  by 

ipiUaKe  l«en  put  into  a  wjong  place,  once  in  Shakefpear\  Coriolanus, 
and  twice  in  our  Authors,  viz.  in  Ronduca,  and  this  Plav  ;  and  as 
what  has  been  (ub^ii  uifd  for  it  there  will  do  full  as  weirhere  I 
puke  lio  Scruple  to  correil  tUe  place  thus,  '      ' 

What,  liale  7ny  hi'vention. 
I  muft  add  larther,  that  my  anonymous  Friend  propos'd  the  fame 
Alteration. 

Ant. 
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Ant.  Well,  lay  our,  you  fhali  be  no  lofer.  Sir. 

Biifi.  It  muft  be  faced,  you  know,  there  will  be  a  yard 
of  Diflimulation  at  leafl:,  City-meafure,  and  cut  upon  an 
Untruth  or  two :  (44)  lined  with  Fables,  that  muft 
needs  be,  cold  Weather's  coming  -,  if  it  had  a  Galloon 
of  Hypocrifie,  'twould  do  well ;  and  hooked  together 
with  a  Couple  of  Conceits,  C45)  that's  neceflity*,  well, 
I'll  bring  in  my  Bill :  I'll  warrant  you  as  fair  a  Lye  by 
that  time  I  have  done  with  it,  as  any  Gentleman  i'th* 
Town  can  fwear  to,  if  he  would  betray  his  Lord  and 
Marter.  [£x//. 

Ant.  So,  fo,  this  necefiliry  trouble's  over. 

Mdr.  I  would  you  had  bought  an  Excufe  of  him 
Before  he  went  j  you'il  want  one  for  Ifmenia. 

Ant.  Tufli,  there  needs  none,  there's  no  Sufpicion  yet. 
And  I'll  be  arm'd  before  the  next  Encounter, 
In  a  fad  tye  with  my  fair  IfabeV . 

Enter  Buftopha. 

Mar,  Yes,  youMl  find  your  Errand  is  before  you  now. 

Bujl.  Oh  Gentlemen,  look  to  your  felves,  ye  are 
Men  of  another  World  elfe  -,  your  Enemies  are  upon 
you  ;  the  old  Houfe  of  the  £d'///V/fj  will  fall  upon  )Our 
Heads :  Signior  Lifaiiro^ 

Ant.  Lifaiiro? 

Bufi.  And  Bon  what  call  you  him  ?  he's  a  Gentle- 
man :  Yet  he  has  but  a  Yeoman's  Name.  Don  Terzo^ 
^crzo^  Tcrzo,,  and  a  dozen  at  their  Heels. 

Ant.  Lifauro,  lerzo^  nor  a  dozen  more 
Shall  fright  me  from  my  Ground,  nor  fliun  my  Path, 

(44)   lined  ivith  Fables if  it  had  a  Gallon    of  Hypocrife,^ 

Mr.  '[hcobald  d\^A^c%  the  reading  oi  Fables  here,  and  propoies  to  cor- 
rcd  Sables,  as  being  the  better  lining,  I  fiippofe  for  cold  Wcathdr. 
Bat  this  wr.3  only  corrcdling  an  imaginary  Corruption  in  thi?,  at 
the  fame  time  that  he  flip'd  over  a  real  one  in  the  next  Line,  and 
that  is  mcaiuring  Hypocrify  by  the  Gallon.  I  re;id  Galoon  before  t 
faw  the  oldell  Edition  which  has  Galloon,  and  fo  have  acccfrdin^ly 
reform'd  the   Text. 

(^5)  that's  Hece£it^  :]     The  reading  o^  necejfary  as  fagrjcfted 

by  the  anonymous  Gentleman,  is,  I  think  pret:y,  and  bids  ;ai.  lor 
being  right. 

Let 
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Let  'em  come  on  in  all  their  ableft  fury. 

Mar.  'Tis  worthily  refolved  j  I'll  ftand  by  you,  Sii*j 
This  way,  I  am  thy  true  Friend. 

Buji.  1*11  be  gone,  Sir,  that  one  may  live  to  tell 
what's  become  of  you.  Put  up,  put  upj  will  you  never 
learn  to  know  a  Lye  from  an  MJop\  Fable  ?  There's  a 
Tafte  for 'you  now.  [£w/. 

Enter  Ifmenia  and  Aminta. 

Mar.  Look,  Sir,  what  time  of  Day  is  it  ? 

Ant,  I  know  not. 
My  E-yes  go  falfe,  I  dare  not  trufl:  'em  now  ; 
I  prethee  tell  me,  Martm\  if  thou  can*ft. 
Is  that  Ifmenia  or  Ifabella  ? 

Mar.  This  is  the  Lady,  forget  not  Ifabella. 

jint.  If  this  Face  may  be  borrowed  and  lent  out. 
If  t  can  fhift  Shoulders,  and  take  other  Tyres, 
So,  'tis  mine  where-e'er  I  find  it  ■ 

Ifm.  Be  fudden.  [feVAminta*^ 

I  cannot  hold  out  long. 

Mar.   Believe't,  fhe  frowns. 

Ant.  Let  it  come,  fhe  cannot  frown  me  off  on't  j 
How  prettily  it  wooes  me  to  come  nearer  ? 
(46)  How  do  you.  Lady,  fince  yefterday's  Pains  ? 
Were  you  not  weary  ?  of  my  faith  ■■ 

Ifm.  I  think  you  were. 

jlnt.  What,  Lady  ? 

Ifm.  Weary  of  your  Faith  ;  it  is  a  burthen 
That  Men  faint  under,  though  they  bear  little  of  it* 

Mar.  So,  this  is  to  the  purpoie. 

Ant.  You  came  home 
In  a  fair  hour,  I  hope. 

Jfm.  From  whence.  Sir  ? 

Etiter  Aminta, 

jimin.  Sir,  there's  a  Gentlewoman  without  defires  to 
fpeak  with  you. 

(46)  How  do  you  do.  Lady,"}  The  fecond  do,  which  is  the  reading 
of  theOftavo,  and  Copy  of  1679,  1  have  rejefted  upon  the  Au- 
thority of  the  old  folio. 

Afti. 
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yf«/.  They  were  pretty  homely  Toys  5  but  your  Pre- 
Made  them  illuftrious.  [fence 

Jfm.  My  Coufin  fpeaks  to  you. 

J^min.  A  Gentlewoman,  Sir,  Ifahdh 
She  names  her  felf. 

Mar.  So,  fo,  it  hits  finely  now.  [pleale. 

Ant.  Name  your  felf  how  you  pleafe ;  fpeak  what  you 
I'll  hear  you  chearfully. 

Ifm.   You  are  not  well, 
Requeft  her  in,  fhe  may  have  more  acquaintance 
With  his  Paflions,  and  better  cure  for  *em. 

Amin.  She's  nice  in  that,  iVIadam  5  poor  Soul,  it  feems 
She's  fearful  of  your  Difpleafure. 

Ifm.    I'll  quit  her 
From  that  prefently,  and  bring  her  in  my  felf.      {Exit. 

Mar,  How  carelefly  do  you  behave  your  felf. 
When  you  fliould  call  all  your  beft  Faculties 
To  counfel  in  you  ?  how  will  you  anfwer 
The  breach  you  made  with  fair  Ifmenia? 
Have  you  forgot  th*  retrograde  Vow  you  took 
With  her,  that  now  is  comie  in  evidence  ? 
You'll  die  upon  your  fliame,  you  need  no  more 
Enemies  of  the  Houfe,  but  th'  Lady  now: 
You  fhall  have  your  difpatch. 

Enter  Ifmenia  like  Juno. 

Ant.  Give  me  that  Face, 
And  I  am  fatisfied,  upon  whofe  Shoulders 
So  e*er  it  grows ;  Juno^  deliver  us 
Out  of  this  amazement  j  Befcech  you  Goddels 
Tell's  of  our  Friends,  how  does  Ifmenia  ? 
And  how  docs  Ifahella  ?  both  in  good  Health 
I  hope,  as  you  your  felf  are. 

Ifm.  Pm  at  far  theft  \_Afide. 

In  my  counterfeit  \  my  Antonio., 
I've  matter  againft  you  may  need  a  Pardon, 
As  I  muft  crave  of  you. 

Ant.  Obferve  you,  Sir, 
What  Evidence  is  come  'gainft  me  ?  What  think  you 
The  //y^r^hcaded  Jury  will  fay  to't  .^ 

Mar, 
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^lar.  *Tis  I  am  fool'd, 
My  Hopes  are  pour*d  into  the  bottomlefs  tubs. 
*Tis  labour  for  the 'Houfe  of  ^^///Vd-j  ; 
I  mufc  not  feem  fo  yet;  but  in  footh.  Lady, 
Did  you  imagine  your  changeable  Face 
Hid  you  from  me  ?  By  this  Hand  I  knew  you. 

Ant.  I  went  by  th*  Face :  and  by  thefe  Eyes  I  might 
Have  been  deceiv'd.    Ifm.  You  might  indeed,  Antonio^ 
For  this  Gentleman  did  vow  to  Ifahellay 
That  lie  it  was  that  lov'd  Ifmeniay 
And  not  Anto^no. 

Mar.  (47)  Good,  and  was  not  that 
A  manifelt  Confeflion  that  I  knew  you  ? 
I  elfe  had  been  unjufl:  unto  my  Friend: 
'Twas  well  remem bred,  there  I  found  you  out, 
And  fpeak  your  Confcience  now. 

Ant.  But  did  he  fo  proteft  .? 

Ifm.  Yes,  I  vow  to  you,  had  Antonio  wedded  Ifabella, 
Jfmcnia  had  not  been  loft,  there  had  been  her  Lover. 

Ant.  Why  much  good  do  you  Friend  j  take  her  to  you ; 
I  crave  but  one,  here  have  I  my  Wifh  full, 
1  am  glad  we  Ihall  be  fo  near  Neighbours. 

Mar.  Take  both,  Sir,  J  mo  to  boot,  three  Parts  in  one  5 
C48)  St.  Hilarie  blefs  you  !  now  Opportunity 
Beware  to  meet   with  Falfhood,  if  thou  canft 
Shun  ir,  my  Friends  Faith's  turning  from  him. 

Ifra.   Might  I  not  juftly  accufe  Antonio 
For  a  Love- wanderer  ?  You  know  no  other 
But  me,  for  another,  and  confefs  Troth  now  ? 

Ant.  Here  was  my  Guide,  where-e*er  I  find  this  Face 
I  am  a  Lover,  marry,  I  muft  not  mifs 
This  Freckle  then,  I  have  the  number  of  'em. 
Nor  this  Dimple,  nor  a  Silk  from  this  Brow, 
I  carry  th*  full  Idea  ever  with  me: 

(47)  Gocdvjas  not  ihat"]  S«  the  Oftavo  and  the  later  Folio  :  The 
Text  is  rellored  from  1647  Copy. 

(48)  St.  HiLrie  bli/sy3u.'\    Here  I  think  Martino\  Speech  (hou'd. 
end,  and  Antonio  fpeak  the  Remainder, 

My  Friend's  FaitBs  turning  from  himy 
Plainly  appears  to  be  Jntonio't,  upbraidings  to  Martina. 

Mr.  Seixard. 

If 
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If  Nature  can  fo  pun^lualJy  parallel, 
1  may  be  cozened. 

Ifm.  Well,  all  this  is  even : 
Bat  now,  to  perfedl  all,  our  Love  mud  now 
Come  to  our  En*mies  Hands,  where  neither  Part 
Will  ever  give  Confent  to  it. 

Jnt.  Molt  certain  : 
For  which  Reafon  it  mud  not  be  put  to  'em 
Ha*n*t  we  Prevention  in  our  own  Hands  ? 
Shall  I  walk  by  the  Tree,  defire  the  Fruit, 
(49)  Yet  be  fo  nice  to  pull  *till  I  ask  Leave 
O'th'  churlilh  Gardiner,  that  will  deny  me  ? 

I/m.  O  Antonio ! 

Ant,  'Tis  manners  to  fall  to 
When  Grace  is  faid. 

Jfm.  That  holy  AcT:'s  to  come. 

Mar.  You  may  ope  an  Oyfter  or  two  before  Grace, 

Ant.  Are  there  not  double  Vows,   as  valuable 
And  as  well  fpoke as  any  Friar  utters? 
Heaven  has  heard  all. 

Ifm.  Yes;  but  (lays  the  Bleffing, 
'Till  all  dues  be  done  ;  Heav'n's  not  ferv'd  by  halfs, 
We  fhall  have  ne'er  a  Father's  BlefTing  here, 
Let  us  not  iofe  the  better  from  above. 

Ant.  You  take  up  Weapons  of  unequal  Force, 
It  fhows  you  cowardly ;  hark  in  your  Ear. 

Amin.  Have  I  loft  all  Employment.^  Would  this  Proffer 
Had  been  to  me,  though  I  had  paid  it  with 
A  reafonable  Penance.     Mar.  Have  I  paft 
All  thy  Fore-Lock,  Time  ?  PlI  ftretch  a  long  Arm 
But  I'll  catch  hold  again ;  (do  but  look  back 
Over  thy  Shoulder,)  and  have  a  pull  at  thee. 

Ifm.  I  hear  you.  Sir,  nor  can  I  hear  too  much 
While  you  fpeak  well :  You  know  th'  accuftom'd  Place 

(49)  Tet  be  fo  nice  to  full  till,  &c.]     Here  feems   to  be  an  El- 
lipfis  to  my  anonymous  Friend,  which  he  fills  up  thus. 

Yet  be  fo  nice  to  pull  not. 
But  to  make  up  the  Line  full,  as  to  the  Senfc  methinks  we  fliou'J 
read  fo. 

Yet  be  fo  nice  as  not   to  pull. 

Vo  L.  VII.  R  Of 
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Of  our  NigHt-parley  ;  if  you  can  afcend. 

The  Window  (hall  receive  you  ;  you  may  find  there 

A  corrupted  Church- man  to  bid  you  welcome. 

yfnl.  I'd  meet  no  other  Man. 

Ifm.  Aminta^  you  hear  this. 

Amin.  With  Joy,  Madam,  becaufe  it  pleafes  you. 
It  may  be  mine  own  Cafe  another  time : 
Now  you  go  the  right  way,   ask  the  Banes  out. 
Put  it  paft  Father,  or  Friends,  to  forbid  it. 
And  then  you're  fure.     Sir,  your  Hymen  Taper 
ril  light  up  for  you  ;  the  Window  fliall  (how  you 
The  way  to  Sejios. 

Ant.  I  will  venture  drowning. 

Mar.  The  Simile  holds  not;  *tis  hanging  rather. 
You  muft  afcend  your  Caftle  by  a  Ladder  i 
To  the  Foot  I'll  bring  you. 

Ant.  Leave  me  to  climb  it. 

Mar.  If  I  do  turn  you  off? 

Ant.  'Till  Night  farewel :  Then  better.     Ifm.  Beft 
'T  Ihould  be ; 
But  pecvifli  Hatred  keeps  back  that  Degree.       [^Exeunt. 

Mar.  I  never  look'd  fo  fmooth  as  now  I  purpofe  : 
And  then  beware :  Knave  is  at  worft  of  Knave 
When  he  fmiles  beft,  and  the  moft  feems  to  favc.     [Exit. 

SCENE        II. 

Enter  Julio. 

Jul.  My  Mind's  unquiet ;  while  Antonio 
My  Nephew's  abroad,  my  Heart's  not  at  home. 
Only  my  Fears  ftay  with  me ;  bad  Compnay! 
But  I  cannot  (hift  'em  off.     This  Hatred 
Betwixt  the  Houfe  of  Belli Jes  and  us  ? 
Is  not  fair  War  ;  'tis  civil,   but  uncivil. 
We  are  near  Neighbours,  were,  of  Love  as  near, 
'Till  a  crofs  Mifconftrudlion  ('twas  no  more 
In  confcience)  put  us  fo  far  afunder  : 
I  would  'twere  reconciled  j  it  has  lafted 
Too  many  Sun-fets,  if  Grace  might  moderate: 

Man 
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Man  fliould  not  lofe  fb  many  Days  of  Peace^ 
To  fatisfie  the  Anger  of  one  Minute. 
I  could  repent  it  heartily.     I  fent 
The  Knave  to  attend  my  Antonio  too, 
Yet  he  returns  no  Comfort  to  me  neither. 

Enter  Buftopha. 

Buji.  No,  I  muft  not ■ 

Jul.  Ha,  he's  come. 

BuJi.   1  muft  not,  'twill  break  his  Heart  to  hear  it  — 

Jul.  How  ?  there's  bad  Tidings :  I  muft  obfcure  and  hear 
He*ll  not  tell  me  for  breaking  of  my  Heart,  [it ; 

It  is  half  fplit  already. 

Btiji.  I  have  fpy'd  him  :  Now  to  knock  down  a  Don 
with  a  Lie,  a  filly  harmlefs  Lie  ;  'twill  be  valiantly  done, 
and  nobly  perhaps. 

Jul.  I  cannot  hear  him  now. 

BuJi.  O  the  bloody  Days  that  we  live  in  •,  the  envi- 
ous,   malicious,  deadly  Days  that  we  draw  Breath  in ! 

Jul.  Now  I  hear  too  loud. 

BuJl.  [c^o)  The  Children  that  never  Ihall  be  born  may 
rue  it  J  for  Men  that  are  (lain  now,  might  have  'Iv'd  to 
have  got  Children,  that  might  have  curs'd  their  Fa- 
thers. 

Jul.  Oh,  my  Pofterity  is  ruin'd. 

BuJl.  Oh  fweet  Antonio  ! 

Jul.  O  dear  Antonio  ! 

BuJl.  Yet  it  was  nobly  done  of  both  Parts :  When 
he  and  Lifauro  met — - 

Jul.  Oh,  Death  has  parted  'em  ! 

Bitfi.  Welcome  my  mortal  Foe,  fays  one ;  Welcome 
my  deadly  Enemy,  fays  th'  other  ;  ofi  go  their  Doublets, 
they  in  their  Shirts,  and  their  Swords  ftark  naked  -,  here 
lyes  Antonio,  here  lyes  Lifauro  j  he  comes  upon  him  with 

(50)  The  Children  that  tvcr  Jhall  be  hern]  A%  Bujlopha  Is  pour- 
ing out  his  Nonfenfe  to  the  no  fmall  Laughter  of  his  Auditors,  I 
cou'd  not  help  thinking  that  in  this  place  he  was  defign'd  to  be  all  of 
a  Piece,  and  therefore  read  in  my  Margin, 

that  wtvcrjhall  be,   &c. 

And  found  my  Conjeilure  turn'd  to  a  Certainty  by  the  Folio  of  1647. 
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an  Emhroccado,  that  he  puts  by  with  a  pun5in  reverfa; 
Lifauro  recoils  me  two  Pace^,  and  fome  fix  inches  back, 
takes  his  Career,  and  then  oh . 

Jul  Oh. 

Bfijl.  Runs  Antonio  quite  through  ■ 

Jul.  Oh  Villain  ! 

Bi:Ji.  Quice  through  between  the  Arm  and  the  Body 
fo  ;  yet  he  had  no  Hurt  at  that  Bout. 

Jul.  Goodnefs  be  prais'd. 

Bttft.  But  then,  at  ntxt  Encounter,  he  fetches  me  up 
Lifauro  ;  Lifauro  makes  out  a  Long  at  him,  which  he 
thinking  to  be  a  Pajfado,  Anlomo\  Foot  flipping,  down, 
oh  down ■■ 

Jul.  O  now  thou  art  loft  ! 

Bufl.  Oh,  but  the  quality  of  the  thing;  both  Gentle- 
men, both  Spanifh  Chriftians,  yet  one  Man  to  flied  — — 

Jill.  Say  his  Enemies  Blood. 

Bujl.  His  Hair,  may  come  by  divers  Cafualties,  though 
he  never  go  into  the  Field  with  his  Foe  ;  but  a  Man  to 
lo^e  nine  Ounces  and  two  Drams  of  Blood  at  one  Wound, 
thirteen  and  a  Scruple  at  another,  and  to  live  'till  he  die 
in  cold  Blood  —  yet  the  Suegeon,  that  cur*d  him,  (aid 
if  Pia  mater  had  not  been  perifli'd,  he  had  been  ^  lives 
Man  'dll  this  Day. 

Jul.  There  he  concludes  he  is  gone. 

Fra.  But  all   this  is  nothing:  Now   I   come  to   the 


Point  . 

Jul.  Ay,  the  Point,  that's  deadly  ;  the  ancient  Blow 
Over  the  Buckler,  ne'er  went  half  fo  deep. 

Bufl.  Yet  Pity  bids  me  keep  in  my  Charity  ;  for  me 
to  pull  an  old  Man*s  Ears  from  his  Head  with  telling 
of  a  Tale:  Oh  foul  Tale!  No,  be  filent  Tale  —  Far- 
thermore,  there  is  the  Charge  of  Burial  ;  every  one  will 
cry  Blacks,  Blacks,  that  had  but  the  leaft  Finger  dipt  in 
his  Blood,  though  ten  Degrees  remov'd  when  'twas 
done.  Moreover,  the  Surgeon  (that  made  an  end  of 
him)  will  be  paid:  Sugar-Plums  and  Sweet-Breads; 
yet  I  fay,  the  Man  may  recover  again,  and  die  in 
his  Bed. 

Jul,  What  motly  S:ufF  is  this?  Sirrah,  fpeak  truth. 

What 
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What  hath  befarn  my  dear  Antonio  ? 

Reitrain  your  Pity  in  concealing  it  : 

Tell  me  the  Danger  full ;  take  off  your  Care 

Of  my  receiving  it ;  kill  me  that  way, 

I'll  forgive  my  Death  ;  what  thou  keep'd  back  from  Truth 

Thou  (halt  fpeak  in  Pain  ;  do  not  look  to  find 

A  Limb  in  his  right  Place,  a  Bone  unbroke. 

Nor  fo  much  Flelh  unbroil'd  of  all  that  Mountain, 

As  a  Worm  might  fup  on  ;  difpatch,  or  be  difpatch*J. 

Buji.  Alas,  Sir,  I  know  nothing,  but  i\\Mjniomo  is  a 
Man  of  God's  making  to  this  Hour,  'tis  not  two  fince  I 
left  him  fo. 

Jill.  Where  didfl:  thou  leave  him  ?  [from  you. 

BuJl.  In  the  fame  Cloaths  he  had  on   when  he  went 

Jul.  Does  he  live  ? 

Biiji.   I  faw  him  drink. 

Jul.  Is  he  not  wounded  ? 

BuJl.  He  may  have  a  Cut  i'ch*  Leg  by  this  time  •,  for 
Don  Martina  and  he  were  at  whole  Haflies. 

Jul.  Met  he  not  with  Lifauro? 

BuJl.  I  do  not  know  her. 

Jul.  Her  ?  Lifauro  is  a  Man,  as  he  is. 

BuJi.  I  faw  ne'er  a  Man  like  him, 

Jul.  Didft  thou  not  difcourfe  a  Fight  (51)  betwixt 
Antonio  and  Lifauro  ? 

BuJl.  Ay,  to  my  felf ;  I  hope  a  Man  may  give  himfelf 
the  Lie  if  it  pleafe  him. 

Jul.  Didft  thou  lye  then  ? 

BuJi.  As  fure  as  you  live  now. 

Jul.  I  live  the  happier  by  it:  When  will  he  return  i* 
BuJl.  That  he  fent  me  to  tell  you,  within  thcfc  ten 

Days  at  fartheft. 
Jul.  Ten  Days }  he's  not  wont  to  be  abfent  two. 
BuJl.  Nor  i  think  he  will  not,  he  faid  he  would  be  at 
home  to  Morrow,  but  I  love  to  fpeak  within  my  Corn- 
pa  fs. 

(51)  Bctivixt  Antonio  aW  Lifander  ?  ]  Mr.  7beoh.ild  and  my 
Correfpondent  read  with  me  Lifauro  ;  'tis  odd  to  milbke  fo  foon, 
where  but  a  Line  or  fo  above,  Lifauro'^  Name  is  wrote  at  length. 
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Jul.  You  fiiall  fpeak  within  mine,  Sir,  now."  Within 
there. 

Enter  Servants. 

Take  this  Fellow  into  Cuftody,  keep  him  fafe,  I  charge 
you. 

Bufi.  Safe  ?  Do  you  hear  ?  take  notice  what  Plight 
you  find  me  in,  if  there  want  but  a  Collop  or  a  Steak 
o'me  look  to't. 

JuL  If  my  Nephew  return  not  in  Health  to  Morrow, 
thou  goeft  to  the  Rack. 

Btiji.  Let  me  go  to  th'  Manger  firft  ;  I  had  rather  eat 
Oats  than  Hay.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Bellides  with  a  Letter. 

Bel.  By  your  Leave,  Sir.    Jul,  For  ought  I  know 
yet,  you 
Are  welcome.  Sir.     Bel.  Read  that,  and  tell  me  fo  j 
Or  if  thy  Speftacles  be  not  eafie, 
Keep  thy  Nofe  unfadled,  and  ope  thine  Ears ; 
I  can  fpeak  thee  the  Contents,  I  made  'em  i 
'Tis  a  Challenge,  a  fair  one,  Til  maintain't  : 
I  fcorn  to  hire  my  Second  to  deliver't, 
I  bring'c  my  (ttW:  Dofl:  know  me,  Julio  ? 

Jul  Bellides  ? 

Bel.  Yes,  is  not  thy  Hair  on  end  now  .? 

Jill.  Somewhat  amaz'd  at  tliy  rafh  Hardinels ; 
How  durft  thou  come  fo  near  thine  Enemy  ? 
■     Bel.  Durft  ? 
I  dare  come  nearer;  thou  art  a  Fool,  Julio. 

Jul.  Take  it  home  to  thee,  with  a  Knave  to  boot. 

Bel.  Knave  to  thy  Teeth  again  ;  and  all  that's  quit  i 
Give  me  not  a  Fool  more  than  I  give  thee. 
Or  if  thou  doft,  look  to  hearon*t  again. 

Jul.  What  an  Encounter's  this  ^ 

Bel.  A  noble  one  : 
My  Hand  is  to  my  Words,  thou  haft  it  there. 
There  I  do  challenge  thee,  if  thou  dar'ft  be 
Good  Friends  with  me ;  or  I'll  proclaim  thee  coward. 

Jul, 
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Jul.  Be  Friends  with  thee  ? 

Bel.  I'll  fhew  thee  reafons  for't : 
A  pair  of  old  Coxcombs  (now  we  go  together) 
Such  as  Ihould  ftand  examples  of  Dilcretion, 
The  Rules  of  Grammar  to  unwilling  Youth 
To  take  out  LeflTons  by  :  we  that  fliould  check 
And  quench  the  raging  fire  in  others  Bloods, 
We  flrike  the  Battel  to  Deftrudion  ? 
Read  *em  the  black  Art  ?  and  make  'em  believe 
It  is  Divinity  ?  Heathens,  are  we  not  ? 
Speak  thy  Confcience,  how  haft  thou  Hept  this  Month, 
Since  this  Fiend  haunted  us  ? 

Jul.  Sure  fome  good  Angel 
Was  with  us  both  laft  Night:  fpeak  thou  Truth  now, 
Was  it  not  laft  Night's  motion  ? 

Bel.  'Doft  not  think 
I  would  not  lay  hold  of  it  at  firft  proffer  ? 
Should  I  ne'er  fleep  again  ? 

Jul.  Take  not  all  from  me ; 
ril  tell  the  Dodtrine  of  my  Vifion. 
Say  that  LifaurOy  beft  of  all  thy  Blood, 
Or  any  one,  the  leaft  allyed  to  thee, 
Shoald  be  the  prey  unto  Antonia'%  Sword, 
Or  any  of  the  Houfe  of  Bellides  ? 

Bel.  Mine  was  the  juft  inverfion  i  on,  on,  on.       [row, 

Jul.  How  would  thine  Eyes  have  emptied  thee  in  Sor^ 
And  left  the  Conduit  of  Nature  dry  ? 
Thy  hands  have  turn'd  rebellious  to  the  Balls, 
And  broke  the  Glafics  ?  with  thine  own  curfes 
Have  torn  thy  Soul,  left  thee  a  Statue 
To  propagate  thy  next  Pofterity  ? 

Bel.  ifes,  and  thou  caufer;  fo  it  faid  to  me,     [Friends, 
They  fight  but  your  mifchiefs ;  th'  young  Men  were 
As  is  the  Life  and  Blood  coagulate. 
And  curded  in  one  Body  j  but  this  is  yours, 
(52)  An  'Heritance  that  you  have  gather'd  for  'em, 

A 

(52)  An  Inheritance  'which,  &C.]  Mr.  Theobald  has  put  a  pom- 
pous L.  T.  in  his  Margin  to  'Heritance  for  Inheritance,  as  thinking 
perhaps  the  Meafure  mended  (for  that  only  can  be  fo)  by  it ;  but 
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A  Legacy  of  Blood  to  kill  each  other 
Throughout  your  Generations.  Was't  not  fo  ? 

Jtd.  Word  for  word. 

Bel.  Nay,  I  can  go  farther  yet. 

Jul.  'Tis  far  enough  •,  let  m  atone  it  here; 
And  in  a  reconciled  Circle  fold 
Our  Fricndfliip  new  again. 

Bel   The  Sign's  in  Gemini, 
An  aufpicious  Houfe,  *thas  join'd  both  ours  again. 

Jul.  You  can't  proclaim  me  Coward  now,  Don  Bellides* 

Bel.  No  5  thou'rt  a  valiant  Fellow,  fo  ami: 
I'll  fight  with  thee  at  this  Hug,  to  the  laft  Leg 
1  have  to  (land  on,  or  Breath  or  Life  left. 

Jul  This  is  the  Salt  unto  Humanity, 
And  keeps  it  fweet. 

Bel.  Love!  oh  Life  (links  without  it. 
I  can  tell  you  News. 

Jul.  Good  has  long  been  wanting. 

Bel.  I  do  fufpeft,  and  I  have  fome  Proof  on'c, 
(So  far  as  a  Love-Epiftle  comes  to) 
That  Antonio  (your  Nephew)  and  my  Daughter 
JJmenia  are  very  good  Friends  before  us. 

Jul.  That  were  a  double  Wall  about  our  Houles, 
Which  I  could  wifh  were  builded.    Bel.  V<^  it  from 
Anfor.io\  Intimr.te,  Don  Martino  : 
A-nd  yet,-  methought,  it  was  no  friendly  Part 
To  fnow  it  rne. 

Jul.  Perhaps  'twas  his  Confent : 
Lovers  have  Policies  as  well  as  Statefmen  : 
They  look  not  always  at  the  Mark  they  aim  at, 

Bel.  We'll  take  up  Cudgels,  and  have  one  bout  with  'cm. 
They  fhall  know  nothing  of  this  Union, 
And  'till  they  find  themfelves  molt  defperate. 
Succour  Ihall  never  fee  'm. 

Jul.  PjI  take  your  part,  Sir. 

Bel.  It  grows  Jate  j  there's  a  happy  Day  pafi:  us. 

Jul.  The  Example  I  hope  to  all  behind  it.        [Exeunt. 

the  Reader  knows  this  is  a  Change  wlach  is  quite  unneceffary,  'tis 
bat  flurrlng  the  two  fii'ft  Sjlla bles  in  the  Pronunciaion,  and  the  Ea- 
finefs  is   over. 

S  CEN  E 
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SCENE      III. 

Enter  Aminta  above ^  wiih  a  Taper. 

Jmin.  (53)  Stand  fair,  light  of  Love,  which  Epithet 
and  Place 
Adds  to  thee  Honour,  to  me  'twould  be  Shame, 
We  mud  be  weight  in  Love,  no  Grain  too  light; 
Thou  art  the  Land-mark,  but  if  Love  be  blind, 
(As  many  that  can  fee  have  fo  reported) 
What  benefit  canft  thou  be  to  his  Darknefs? 
(54)  Love's  a  Jewel  (fome  fay)  inelf  imable. 
But  hung  at  the  Ear,  deprives  our  own  fight. 
And  fo  it  (bines  to  others,   not  our  felves. 
I  fpeak  my  skill,  I  have  only  heard  on'r. 
But  I  could  wifli  a  nearer  Document ;  - 
Alas,  the  ignorant  defire  to  know  : 

Some  fay,  Love's  but  a  Toy,  and  with  a  but -— 

Now  methinks  I  fhould  love  it  ne'er  the  worfe  ; 

A  Toy  is  harmlefs  fure,  and  may  be  plaid  with. 

It  feldome  goes  without  his  adjundl,   Pretty, 

A  pretty  Toy  we  fay,  'tis  metre  to  joy  too. 

Well,  here  may  be  a  mad  Night  yet,  for  all  this, 

Here's  a  Prieft  ready,  and  a  Lady  ready  ; 

A  Chamber  ready,  and  a  Bed  ready  j 

*Tis  then  but  making  unready,  and  that's  foon  done  r 

My  Lady  is  my  Coufin  -,  I  my  feif  j 

Which  is  neareft  then  ?  My  Defires  are  mine. 

Say  they  be  hers  too,  is't  a  hanging  matter  ? 

Jt  may  be  ventur'd  in  a  worfer  caufe 

(53)  Stand  fair,   light  of  Lo've,']  Mr.  Theobald  fays  in  his  Mar- 
gin,    Light  Lonje.     The  Reader  is  let't  to  his  Choice. 

(54)  Love  is  a  yen.:cl,   {fome  fay)    ineftimabU, 

But  hung  at  the  Ear,  deprives  our  OT.vn  fight, '\  What  the 
Poets  deiign'd  to  fay  feems  to  be  this,  t;/s;.  That  theJe^xvelofLo^ve 
being  hung  at  the  Ear,  is  unfcen  by  theta  that  affix  d  it  there  ;  but 
as  this  IS  not  poffibie  to  be  made  of  the  woids  as  they  Hand,  I  ima- 
gine the  Line  might  originally  run  thus. 

Love  is  a  "J eivel — ~ 

But  bung   at  th''  Ear  is  drpri'v'd  our  Qv:n  fgbt. 

I 
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I  mufl  go  queftion  with  my  Confcience  : 

I  have  the  word  ;  CentineJ,  do  thou  ftand. 

Thou  fhalt  not  need  to  call,  PJl  be  at  hand.  [ExH. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Marti  no. 

Ant.  Are  we  not  dog'd  behind  us,  think*ft  thou,  Friend  r 

Mar.  I  heard  not  one  bark,  Sir. 

A7it.  There  are  that  bite 
And  bark  not,  Man*  methought  I  Tpy'd  two  Fellows 
That  through  two  Streets  together  walk'd  aloof". 
And  wore  their  Eyes  iufpicioufly  upon  us. 

Mar.  Your  Jealoufie,  nothing  elle  j  or  luch  perhaps 
As  are  afraid  as  much  of  us  ;  who  knows 
But  about  the  like  bufinefs  ?  but  for  your  fears  fake, 
V\\  advife  and  intreat  one  courtefie. 

Ant.  What  is  that.  Friend  ? 

Mar.  I  will  not  be  denied,  Sir, 
Change  yoyr  upper  Garments  with  me. 

Ant.  It  needs  not. 

Mar.  I  think  fo  too,  but  I  will  have  it  fo. 
If  you  dare  truft  me  with  the  better.  Sir. 

Ant.  Nay  then. 

Mar.  If  there  fhould  be  danger  towards, 
There  will  be  the  main  mark  I'm  fure. 

Ant.  Here  thou  tak*ft  from  me  ■■■ 

Mar.  Tufh,  the  General 
Mud  be  fafe,  howfoe'er  the  Battel  goes 
See  you  the  Beacon  yonder  ? 

Ant.    Yes,  we're  near  fliore. 

Enter  Hvo  Gentlemen  with  Weapons  draison^  they  fet  upon 
Martino  :  Antonio  purfiies.  them  out  in  refcue  of  Mar- 
tino. 

Mar.  Conme,  land,  land,  you  muft  clamber  by  the  CI  iff. 
Here  are  no  Stairs  to  rife  by. 

Ant.  Ay,  are  you  there.  \^Pigh('>  and  Exeunt. 

Enter  Aminta  above.,  and  Martino  returned  again  afcends. 

Amin.  Antonio  ? 

Mar.  Yes,  Jfmenia.  Amin. 
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j^min.  Thine  own. 

Mar.  Quench  th*  light,  thine  Eyes  are  guides  illuftrious. 

^»i/».   'Tis  neceflary.  [Exeunt, 

(^^)  Enter  Antonio. 

yint.  Your  Legs  have  fav*d  your  lives,  whoe'er  you  are. 
Friend?  Martin*  ?  where  art  thou  ?  not  hurt  I  hope; 
Sure  I  was  fartheft  i*th*  purfuit  of  *em ; 
My  Pleafures  are  forgotten  through  my  Fears. 
The  Light's  extindt,  it  was  difcreetly  done  : 
They  could  not  but  have  notice  of  the  Broil, 
And  fearing  that  might  call  up  Company, 
Have  carefully  prevented,  and  clos'd  up: 
I  do  commend  the  heed  ;  oh,  but  my  Friend, 
I  fear  he's  hurt :  Friend  ?  Friend  ?  it  cannot  be 
So  mortal,  that  I  fhould  lofe  thee  quite,  Friend  ? 
A  groan,  or  any  thing  that  may  difcover  thee  : 
Thou  art  not  funk  fo  far,  but  I  might  hear  thee  : 
I'll  lay  mine  Ear  as  low  as  thou  canft  fall  : 
Friend,  Don  Martina^   I  mufl:  anfwer  for  thee, 
*Twas  in  my  caufe  thou  fell'ft,  if  thou  be'ft:  down — .    y- 
Such  Dangers  (land  betwixt  us  and  our  Joys, 
That  fhould  we  forethink  e'er  we  undertake. 
We'd  fit  at  home,  and  fave  —  What  a  Night's  here? 
Purpos'd  for  fo  much  Joy,  and  now  difpos'd 
To  fo  much  Wretchednefs  ?  I  fhall  not  reft  in't  : 
If  I  had  all  my  Pleafures  there  within, 
I  fhould  not  entertain  'em  with  a  Smile. 
Good-night  to  you  :  Mine  will  be  black  and  fad, 
A  Friend  cannot,  a  Woman  may  be  had.  [Exit, 

(^5)  Enter  Antonio. 

Mar.  Tour  Legs  have  fa'v'd  your,  &c.]  What  a  glaring  Contra- 
^iftion  is  here,  Enter  Antonio,  zml  yet  not  he,  but  Martina,  who  was 
fafe  within,  and  deceiving  his  Friend  as  he  thought,  begins  the  Soli- 
loquy. I  have  tiieiefore  wiihout  nny  Scruple  given  the  true  Speaker 
his  own  Part,  and  turn'd  Martina  out  of  Pofleflion,  tho'  he  has 
kept  it  fince  tlie  Year  1647,  and  I  mull  add  with  Pleafure  that  my 
kind  Corrcfpondent  concurr'd  in  the  fame  Change. 

ACT 
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ACT     V.     SCENE     I. 

EfJter  Ifmenia  and  Aminta. 
J/m.  f)  Thou  falfe 


Jjnin.  Do  your  daring'fl:,  he's  mine  owfi. 
Soul  and  Body  mine,  Church  and  Chamber  mine, 
Totally  mine. 

If?n.  Darefb  thou  face  thy  Falfhood  ? 

/4min.  Shall  1  not  give  a  welcome  to  my  Wifhes 
Come  home  lo  fweetly  ?  Farewcl,  your  Company 
*Till  you  be  calmer,   Wonian [£x/Vj 

Ifm.  Oh  what  a  heap.  .     •' 

Of  JVlifcry  has  one  Night  brought  with  it. 

Enter  Antonio. 

Ait.  Where  is  he.^  do  you  turn  your  fliame  from  me  ? 
You're  a  blind  Adulterefs,  you  know  you  arc. 

JJm    How's  that,  Antonio? 

Ant.  '  rill  I  have  Vengeance, 
Your  Sin's  not  pardonable  :   I  will  have  him, 
]f  Hell  hide  him  not;  you've  had  your  lafl  of  him.  VE^^, 

Jpn.  What  did  he  fpeak?  I  underllood  him  not,"^     \ 
He  caird  me  a  foul  Name,  it  was  not  mine, 
He  took  me  for  another  lure. 

Enter  Bell  ides. 

Bel.  Ha?  are 

You  there  ?  Where  is  your  Sweetheart  ^  I  have  found  you, 
Traytor  to  my  Houfe:  wilt  league  wich  mine  Enemy? 
You'll  Hied  his  B!L>;d,  you'll  fay  :  hah  I    will  you  fo.? 
And  flight  WiLh  your  Heels  upwards  ?  No,  Minion, 
1  have  a  Hasb:\nd  for  you,  fince  you're  fo  rank, 
And  fucn  ;i  Husband  as  thou  Ihalt  like  him, 
Whether  chou  wilt  or  no  :  Antonio  ? 
Jfm.  It  Thunders  with  the  Storm  now, 

Bel. 
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Bel  And  to  Night 
ni  have  it  difpatch*d  ;  I'll  make  it  fure,  I, 
By  to  morrow  this  time  thy  Maiden-head 
{c,6)  Shall  not  be  worth  a  Chicken,  if  it  were  i 

Knockt  at  an  Out-cry  :  Go,   I'll  ha'ye  before  me:  • 

Shough,  Ihough,  up  to  your  Coop,  Pea-hen. 

Ifm.  Then  I'll  try  my  Wings.  [^Exit. 

Bel.  Ay,  are  you  good  at  that .?  flop,  (lop  Thief,  (lop 
there.  \^Exit, 

SCENE       II. 

Enter  Otrante,  and  Florimel  finging. 

Firft    SONG. 

Flo.  Now  having  Leifure,  and  a  happy  Wind, 

Thou  mayft  at  Pleafure  caufe  the  Stones  to  grinds 
Sails  fpread,  and  Grijl  here  ready  to  he  ground. 
Fie,  Jiand  not  idly,  but  let  the  Mill  go  round. 

Otr.  Why  dofl:  thou  fing  and  dance  thus .''  why  fo  merry? 
Why  doft  thou  look  fo  wantonly  upon  me  ? 
And  kifs  my  Hands  ? 

Flo.  If  I  were  high  enough, 
rd  kifs  your  Lips  too. 

Otr.  Do,  this  is  fome  kindnefs, 
This  taftes  of  willingnefs ;  nay,  you  may  kifs  ftill. 
But  why  o'th'  fudden  now  does  the  fit  take  ye, 
Unof^er'd,  or  uncompel'd  ?  why  thefe  fweet  Curt'fies  ? 
E*en  now  you  would  have  blufh'd  to  death  to  kifs  thus  : 
Prithee  let  me  be  prepar'd  to  meet  thy  Kindnefs, 

(56)  Shall  fwt  be  iKorth  a  Chick&n,]     In  this  place  the  unknown 
Gentleman  reads  thus, 

"jcorlh  a  Chcquin, 

And  adds  that  Sir  Ifaac  Neijuton  in  his  Tables  of  Gold  and  Silver 
Coins  fays,  Sequin,  Chequin,  or  Zacheen  is  a  Gold  Venetian  Coin, 
worth  Nine  and  Sixpence.  It  may  be  fo,  but  yet  my  Friend  will 
I  hope  pardon  me  if  I  have  not  alter'd  the  Line  according  to  his 
Direflion,  for  I  am  not  fure,  that  there  is  not  a  double  Entendre 
couch'd  under  this  Word,  which  will  be  loll  by  his  propos'd  Cor- 
rcftion  of  the  Text. 

I 
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I  (hall  be  unfurnilh'd  t\(t  to  hold  thee  play,  Wench : 
Stay  now  a  little,  and  delay  your  BlefTings  i 
If  this  be  Love,  methinks  it  is  too  violent ; 
If  you  repent  you  of  your  Striftnefs  tome, 
It  is  fo  fudden,  it  wants  Circumftance. 
Flo.   Fie,  how  dull  ? 

Second   SONG. 

How  long/hall  1  pine  for  Love  ? 

How  longjhall  I  fue  in  vain  ? 
How  long,  like  the  Turtle-Dove^ 

Shall  I  heavily  thus  complain  ? 
Shall  the  Sails  of  my  Lovejiandflill? 

Shall  the  Grijis  of  my  Hopes  be  unground  ? 
Oh  fie ^  oh  fie,  oh  fie. 

Let  the  Mill,  let  the  Mill  go  round. 

Otr.  Prithee  be  calm  a  little. 
Thou  mak'ft  me  wonder ;  thou  that  were  fo  flrange. 
And  read  fuch  pious  Rules  to  my  Behaviour 
But  yefternight  j  thou  that  wert  made  of  Modefty, 
Shouldft  in  a  few  fhort  Minutes  turn  thus  defp'rate. 

Flo.  You  are  too  cold. 

Otr.  I  do  confefs  I  freeze  now, 
I  am  another  thing,  all  over  me : 
It  is  my.>part  to  woo,  not  to  be  courted  : 
Unfold  this  Riddle,  'tis  to  me  a  wonder. 
That  now  o*th'  inftant  e'er  I  can  expefl. 
E'er  I  can  turn  my  thoughts,   and  think  upon 
A  feparation  of  your  honeft  Carriage 
iFrom  the  defires  of  Youth,  thus  wantonly, 
Thus*, beyond  expeftation 

Flo.  I  will  tell  ye. 
And  tell  ye  ferioufly,  why  I  appear  thuSj 
To  hold  ye  no  more  ignorant  and  blinded. 
I  have  no  Modefty,  I'm  truly  wanton: 
I'm  that  you  look  for.  Sir ;  now  come  up  roundly  t 
If  my  ftrid  Face  and  counterfeited  Statelinefs 
Could  have  won  on  ye,  I  had  caught  ye  that  way, 

And 
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And  you  fhould  ne'er  have  come  t'have  known  who 

hurt  ye. 
Prithee,  fweet  Count,  be  more  familiar  with  me. 
However  we  are  open  in  our  Natures, 
And  apt  to  more  defires  than  you  dare  meet  with. 
Yet  we  afFedl  to  lay  the  glofs  of  good  on*t  : 
I  faw  you  touch  not  at  the  bait  of  Chaftity, 
And  that  it  grew  diftafteful  to  your  Palate 
T*  appear  fo  holy,  therefore  I  take  my  true  fhape  : 
Is  your  Bed  ready,  Sir?  you  fhall  quickly  find  me. 

Third    SONG. 

Qn  the  Bed  Fll  throw  tbee^  throw  thee  doimt ; 
Down  being  laid. 
Shall  we  he  afraid 
To  try  the  Rights  that  belong  to  Love  ? 
Noy  no,  there  IHl  woo  thee  with  a  Crown^ 
Crown  our  Deftres, 
Kindle  the  fires. 
When  Love  requires  we  Jhould  wanton  prove, 
We'll  kifs,  weUl  fport,  we'll  laugh,  we  II  play ^ 

If  thou  com^fi  fhort,  for  thee  IHl  ft  ay ; 
If  thou  unskilful  art,  (^y)  the  Ground, 

I'll  kindly  teach,  we'll  have  the  Mill  go  round, 

Otr.  Are  ye  no  Maid  ? 

Flo.  Alas,  my  Lord,  no  certain  ; 
Pm  forry  you're  fo  innocent  to  think  fo. 
Is  this  an  Age  for  fill^^   Maids  to  thrive  in  ? 
It  is  fo  long  too  fince  I  loft  it.  Sir, 
That  I  have  no  belief  I  ever  was  one  : 
What  Ihould  you  do  with  Maiden-heads?  you  hate  *em. 
They're  (58)peevifli,  pettiih  things^  that  hold  no  Game  up 
No  Pleafure  neither,   they  are  fport  for  Surgeons  •, 
I'll  warrant  you  Til  fit  you  beyond  Maiden-head :    '^ 

is?)  0"  *^^  GrmnJ,']    The  omiflion  of  oh  is  upon  4}ie 

credit  of  the  firft  Folio.  \r 

(58)  peeHii/h,  pett't/h  things y"]    So  reads  1 647  Edition, 

Others,  peevifit,  pitty,  &c. 
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A  fair  and  eafie  way  Men  travel  right  in, 

And  wich  Dcrliglit,  difcourle,  and  twenty  PJeafures, 

Th*  enjoy  their  Journey,  mad  Men  creep  thro'  Hedges. 

Qtr.  I'm  mecaniorphos*d  ;  why  do  you  appear, 
I  conjure  ye,  beyond  BeHef  thus  wanton  ? 

Flo.  Becaufe  1  would  give  yc  Plearure  beyond  belief. 

Fourth    SONG. 

^ink  mejiill  in  my  Father'* s  Mill^ 
Where  1  have  oft  been  found- a 
thrown  on  my  Back^ 
On  a  well-fill* d  Sack, 
While  the  Mill  has  fiill  gone  round- a  : 
Prithee  Sirrah  try  thy  skill. 

And  a^ain  let  the  Mill  go  round- a. 

Otr.  Then  you  have  Traded  ? 

Flo.  Traded  ?  how  fliould  I  know  elfe  how  to  live,  Sir, 
And  how  to  fatisfie  fuch  Lords  as  you  are. 
Our  beft  Guefts  and  our  richeft?  Otr.  How  I  fhake  now? 
You  take  no  bafe  Men  ?     Flo.  Any  that  will  offer. 
All  manner  of  Men,  and  all  Religions,  Sir, 
We  touch  at  in  our  time ;  all  States  and  Ages, 
We  exempt  none. 

Fifth   SONG. 

The  young  one,  the  old  one^ 
The  fearful,  the  bold  one. 

The  lame  one,  though  ne'er  fo  unfound, 
The  Jew  or  the  Turk, 
Have  leave  for  to  work. 

The  whilft  that  the  Mill  goes  around. 

Otr.  You  are  a  common  thing  then  ? 

Flo.  No  matter,  fince  you  have  your  private  Pleafurc, 
And  have  it  by  an  Artift  excellent ; 
Whether  I  am  thus,  or  thus,  your  Men  can  tell  ye. 

Otr.  My  Men  ?  Defend  me,  how  I  freeze  together, 

And 
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And  am  on  Ice  :  do  I  bite  at  fuch  an  Orange  ? 
After  my  Men  ?  I  am  preferr'd. 

Fk.  Why  (lay  ye? 
Why  do  we  talk,  my  Lord,  and  lofe  our  time  ? 
Pleafure  was  made  for  Lips,  and  fweet  Embraces, 
Let  Lawyers   ufe   their  Tongues,     {s^)    (Pardon  me, 
Modefty,)    •  [Jfide, 

This  defp'rate  way  mud  help  j  or  I  am  miferable, 

Otr.  She  turns,and  wipes  her  Face,  fhe  weeps  for  certain, 
Some  new  way  now,   fhe  cannot  be  thus  beaftly. 
She  is  too  excellent  fair  to  be  thus  impudent : 
She  knows  the  Elements  of  common  loofenefs,  [S\t. 

(60)  The  art  of  lewdnefs:  That,  that,  that  —  how  now. 

Enter  a  Servant, 

Ser.  The  King,  and't  pleafe  your  Lordfhip,  is  alighted 
Clofe  at  the  Gate.     Otr.  The  King  ? 

Ser.  And  calls  for  ye.  Sir, 
Means  to  breakfaft  here  too.     Flo.  Then  Pm  happy. 

Otr.  Stollen  fo  fuddenly  .''  Go  lock  her  up. 
Lock  her  up  where  the  Courtiers  may  not  fee  her. 
Lock  her  up  clofely.  Sirrah,  in  my  Clofet. 

Ser.  I  will,  my  Lord,  what,  does  fhe  yield  yet?     \^Ex, 

Otr,  Peace  : 
She*s  either  a  damn*d  Devil,  or  an  Angel. 
No  noife,  upon  your  Life,  Dame,  but  all  filence. 

Enter  King,  Lords,  Vertigo,  Lifauro,  and  Terzo. 

Otr,  Your  Majefty  heaps  too  much  Honour  on  me, 
With  fuch  delight  to  view  each  feveral  corner 

(59) Pardon  my  MoJefty,']  How  much  finer  is  the  Text  whlck 

is  from  the  Folio  of  the  oldeft  date. 

(60)  The  art  of  Uiudnefs  ;— ]  However  Tlorimeti  Language  fliews 
that  fhe  had  heard  of  the  Elements  at  leall  of  Loofenefs,  yet  I  think 
Otr  ante  (hou'd  fay,  that  he  did  not  believe  Ihe  knew  tiie  praftical 
part  of  it,  and  fo  I  wou'd  read, 

Hot  t}}   Art  of  Leiudnefs        ■    ■■ 
Or  rather  thus, 

liot   th*  Aft  of  Leiudnefi.     Art  and   A3  being  often  con- 
founded both  in  Shake/pear  and  our  Authors.  Mr.   Stnvard. 

Vol.  VIL  S  Of 
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Of  a  rude  Pile  -,  there's  no  proportion  in't,  Sir. 

Pbil.  Methinks  'tis  handfome,  and  the  Rooms  along 
Arc  neat,  and  well  contriv'd  :  the  Gallery 
Stands  pleafantly  and  fweet :  What  Rooms  are  thefe? 

Otr.  They're  fluttifli  ones. 

Phil.  Nay,  I  muft  fee! 

Otr.  Pray  ye  do,   Sir,  « 

They're  Lodging-chambers  o'er  a  homely  Garden. 

Phil.  Fit  ftill,  and  handfome  j  very  well :  and  thofe  ? 

Oir.  Thofe  lead  to  th'  other  fide  o'th*  Houfe,  and't  like 

Phil.  Let  me  fee  thofe.  [ye. 

Olr.   Ye  may,  the  Doors  are  open. 
(6i)  What  fliou'd  this  View  mean  ?  I  am  half  fufpitious. 

Phil.  This  little  Room? 

0/r.  'Tis  mean  j  a  Place  for  trafh.  Sir, 
For  rubbilh  of  the  Houfe. 

Phil.  I  would  fee  this  too? 
I  will  fee  all. 

Otr.  1  do  befeech  your  Majefty, 
The  Savour  of  it,  and  the  coarfe  Appearance  — 

Phil.  'Tis  not  fo  bad,  you'd  not  offend  your  Houfe 
Come,  let  me  fee.  [with't; 

Olr.   Faith,  Sir. 

Phil.  Pfaith  I  will  fee. 

Oir.  My  Groom  has  th'  Key,  Sir,  and  'tis  ten  to  one— 

Phil.  But  1  will  fee  it :  Force  the  Lock,  my  Lords, 
There  be  Smiths  enough  to  mend  it :  I  perceive 
You  keep  fome  rare  things  here,  you  would  not  fliow,  Sir. 

Florimel  difcover*d. 

^er.  Here's  a  fair  Maid  indeed. 

Phil.  By  my  Faith  is  fhe  ; 
A  handfome  Girl :  Come  forward,  do  not  fear.  Wench. 
Ay  marry,  here's  a  Treafure  worth  concealing : 
Call  in  the  Miller. 

Oir,  Then  I  am  difcover'd. 

{6i)  What  would  this  Vic^v,  &c.]     Would  I  have  chang'd  for 
Ojoiid.  from  the  Authority  of  Folio  1 647. 
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I'll  confefs  all  before  the  Miller  comes,  Sir, 
•Twas  but  Intention,   from  all  Aft  I'm  clear  yet. 

Enter  Franio. 

Phil.  Is  this  your  Daughter  ? 

Fra.  Yes,  and't  pleafe  your  Highnels, 
"^his  is  th'  Shape  of  her  j  for  her  Subftance,  Sir, 
Whether  fhe  be  now  honourable  or 
Difhonourable,  whether  fhe  be  now 
A  white  Rofe,  or  a  Canker,  is  the  Queftion. 
I  thank  my  Lord,  he  made  bold  with  my  Philly, 
If  fhe  be  for  your  Pace,  y'had  bell  preferve  her.   Sir, 
She's  tender-mouth'd,  let  her  be  broken  handfomely. 

Phil.  Maid,  were  you  ftoll'n  ? 

Flo.  I  went  not  willingly, 
And't  pleafe  your  Grace,  I  was  ne'er  bred  fo  boldly. 

Phil.  How  has  he  us'd  ye  ? 

Flo.  Yet,  Sir,  very  nobly. 

Phil.  Be  fure  ye  tell  Truth ;  and  be  fure,  my  Lord, 
You  have  not  wrong'd  her ;  if  you  have,  I  tell  ye 
You've  lofl  me,  and  your  felf  too  ;  fpeak  again,  Wench, 

Flo.  He  has  not  wrong'd  me.  Sir  •,  I'm  yet  a  Maid : 
By  all  that's  white  and  innocent,  I  am,  Sir:- 
Only  I  fufFer'd  under  ilrong  Temptations 
The  Heat  of  Youth ;  but  Heav'n  deliver'd  me. 
My  Lord,   I  am  no  Whore,  for  all  I  fcign'd  it. 
And  feign'd  it  cunningly,  and  made  ye  loath  me: 
'Twas  time  to  out-do  you  ;  I  had  been  robb'd  elfe, 
1  had  been  miferable,  but  I  forgive  ye. 

Phil.  What  Recompence  for  this  ? 

Otr.   A  great  one.  Sir, 
Firft  a  Repentance,  and  a  hearty  one. 
Forgive  me.  Sweet. 

Flo.  I  do,  my  Lord. 

Otr.  I  thank  ye  ; 
The  next  take  this,  and  thefe  ;  all  I  have,  Fbrimel. 

Flo.  No,  good  my  Lord,  thefe  often  corrupt  Maidens, 
I  dare  not  touch  at  tliefe,  they're  Lime  for  Virgins  •, 
But  if  you'll  give  me 

Otr.  Any  thing  in  my  Power, 

S  2  Or 
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Or  in  my  Purchafe. 

Flo.  Take  heed,   noble  Sir, 
You'll  make  me  a  bold  Asker.  -•' 

Otr.  Ask  me  freely. 

Flo.  Ask  you?  I  do  ask  you,  and  I  deferve  ye, 
Pve  kept  ye  from  a  crying  Sin  would  damn  ye 
To  Men  and  Time  :  I  have  prefcrv'd  your  Credit, 
That  would  have  dy'd  to  all  Pofterity  : 
Curfes  of  Maids  fhall  never  now  afflidl  ye, 
Nor  Parents  bitter  Tears  make  your  Name  barren"; 
If  he  deferves  well  that  redeems  his  Country, 
And  as  a  Patriot  be  remembred  nobly, 
Nay,  fet  the  higheft  ;  may  not  I  be  worthy 
To  be  ycur  Friend,  that  have  preferv'd  your  Honour? 

Otr.  You  are,  and  thus  I  take  ye  i  thus  1  feal  ye 
Mine  own,  and  only  mine. 

Phil.  Count,  fhe  deferves  ye, 

And  let  it  be  my  Hapipnefs  to  give  ye  < • 

.  [Gives  her  to  Otrantc. 
Pve  giv'n  a  virtuous  Maid  now,  I  dare  fay  it, 
*Tis  more  than  Blood  j  PlI  pay  her  Portion,  Sir, 
And't  fhall  be  worthy  you. 

Fra.  V\\  fell  my  Mill, 
PU  pay  fome  too  :   Pll  pay  the  Fidlers, 
And  we'll  have  all  i'th'  Country  at  this  Wedding, 
Pray  let  me  give  her  too  ;  here  my  Lord  take  her. 
Take  her  with  all  my  Heart,  and  kifs  her  freely  ; 
Would  I  could  give  you  all  this  Hand  has  ftoll*n  too. 
In  portion  with  her,  'twould  make  her  a  little  whiter. 
The  Wind  blows  fair  now,  get  me  a  young  Miller. 

Ver.  She  muft  have  new  Cloaths. 

I'er.  Yes. 

Ver.  Yes  marry  muft  fhe. 
If*t  pleafe  ye,  Madam,  let  me  fee  the  State  of  your  Body, 
Pll  fit  you  inftantly. 

Phil.  Art  not  thou  gone  yet  ?  [now, 

Ver.  And*t  pleafe  your  Grace,  a  Gown,a  handfome  Gown 
An  orient  Gown. 

Phil.  Nay,  take  thy  Pleafure  of  her. 

Ver.  Of  Cloth  of  Tiffew  I  can  fit  ye,  Madam : 

(My 
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(My  Lords,  (land  out  o'th*  Light,  a  curious  Body, — 
The  neateft  Body  in  Spain  this  Day  -,)  with  embroidcr*d 
A  clinquant  Petticoat  of  fome  rich  Stuff,  [Flowers, 

To  catch  the  Eye:  I  have  a  thoufand  Fafhions. 
O  Sleeve,  O  Sleeve:  I'll  ftudy  all  Night,  Madam, 
To  magnifie  your  Sleeve. 

Otr.  Do,  lijperltitious  Tailor, 
"When  ye*ve  more  time. 

Flo.  Make  me  no  more  than  Woman,  and  I'm  thine. 

Otr.  Sir,  happily  my  Wardrobe  with  your  help 
May  fit  her  inftantly  -,  will  you  try  her? 

Ver.  U\  fit  her  nor,  your  Wardrobe  cannot. 
But  if  the  Fafliion  be  not  there,  you  marr  her. 

Enter  Antonio,  Conjiable  and  Officers. 

Ant.  Is  my  Offence  fo  great,  e'er  I  be  convI6^, 
To  be  torn  with  Rafcals?  If  it  be  Law, 
Let  *em  be  wild  Horfes  rather  than  thefe. 

Phil.  What's  that  ?  [Grace. 

Con.  This  is  a  Man  rufpe(5led  of  Murthcr,  if  it  pleale  your 

Phil.  It  pleafes  me  not.  Friend;  but  who  fufpeds  him  ^ 

Con.  We  that  are  your  Highnefs'  extraordinary  Officers, 
We  that  have  taken  our  Oaths  to  maintain  you  in  Peace. 

Phil.  'Twill  be  a  great  Charge  to  you. 

Con.  'Tis  a  great  Charge  indeed  ;  but  then  we  call  our 
Neighbours  to  help  us.  This  Gentleman  and  another  were 
fallen  out  (yet  that's  more  than  I  am  able  to  fay,  for  I  heard 
no  Words  between  'cm,  but  what  their  Weapons  fpoke, 
dafh,  and  clatter)  which  we  feeing,  came  with  our  Bills 
of  Government,  and  firit  knock'd  down  their  Weapons, 
and  then  the  Men. 

phil.  And  this  you  did  to  keep  the  Peace  ? 

Con.  Yes,  and't  like  your  Grace,  we  knock'd  'em  down 
to  keep  the  Peace :  This  we  laid  hold  on,  the  other 
we  fet  in  the  Stocks.  That  I  could  do  by  mine  own 
Power,  without  your  Majefty. 

Enter  Aminta. 

Phil.  How  fo,  Sir  ? 

Cpn.  I  am  a  Shoemaker  by  my  Trade. 

S3  Amin. 
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Jmin.    (62)  Oh  my  Husband  ! 
Why  ftands  my  Husband  as  a  Man  endangered  ? 
Reftore  him  me,  as  you  are  merciful. 
I'll  anfwer  for  him.  [bawling, 

J?U.   What  Woman's  this?  what  Husband  ?  hold  thy 
I  know  thee  for  no  Wife.    ^?mn.  You  married 
Me  lafl  Night.    Jni.  Thou  ly'ft :  I  neither  was  in  Church 
Nor  Houfe  laft  Night,  nor  faw  I  thee  ;   a  thing 
That  was  my  Friend,  I  fcorn  to  name  now,  was  with 
Jfmenia^  like  a  Thief,  and  there  he  violated 
A  facred  Truft.  This  thou  may'fl  know,  Aminta. 

Jmin.  Are  not  you  he  ^ 

Ant.  No,  nor  a  Friend  of  his : 
Would  I  had  killed  him ;  I  hope  I  have. 

Amin.  That  was  my  Husband,  Royal  Sir,  that  Man, 
That  excellent  Man. 

Enter  Bell  ides. 

jint.  That  Villain,  that  Thief. 

Bel.  Have  I  caught  you,  Sir  ?   Well  overtaken. 
This  is  mine  Enemy  :  Pardon,  my  Sovereign. 

Phil.  Good  Charity,  to  crave  Pardon  for  your  Enemy. 

Bel.  Mine  own  Pardon,  Sir,  for  my  Joy's  Rudenefs. 
In  what  Place  better  could  I  meet  my  Foe, 
And  both  of  us  fo  well  provided  too? 
He  with  fome  black  blood- thirfty  Crime  upon  him. 
That  (e'er  the  Horfe-Leech  burft)  will  fuck  him  dry  : 
I  with  a  fecond  Accufation, 
Enough  to  break  his  Neck,   if  need  fhould  be, 
And  then  to  have  e'en  {6^)  Juftice  felf  to  right  us  ; 
How  fhould  I  make  my  Joys  a  little  civil, 

{62)  Ant.  Oh  my  Husband !  ]  Mr.  Theobald  has  here  reftor'd  the 
true  Speaker,  and  'tii  confirm'd  by  the  Folio  of  1647. 

(63)  J"Ji'(^  f^^f  ^°  ^fght  us :  ]     Is  from  the   moft  anci^rnt 

Edition  ;  the  Odavo  has  it 

Jujfice  it  felf,  &C. 
The  reading  in  the  Text  completes  the  Meafure  here,  and  I  wifh  I 
cou'd  have  done  the  fame  by  the  afTiftance  of  all  the  Copies  through 
the  reft  of  the  Play,  for  great  part  of  it  is  fo  far  from  being  Verfe, 
that  it  has  no  pretence  to  any  fuch  thing,  and  indeed  in  a  mulli- 
tade  of  places  is  neither  better  nor  worfe  than  Froje  run  mad. 

They 
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They  might  not  keep  this  Noife  ? 

Ant.  Here  is  fome  Hope. 
Should  th*  Ax  be  dull,  the  Halter  is  preparing. 

Phil.  What  is    your  Accufation,  Sir?  We've  heard 
the  former. 

Enter  Julio. 

Bel.  Mine,  my  Lord  >  A  ftrong  one. 

Jul.  A  falfe  one,   Sir, 
Ac  leaft  malicious  ;  an  Evidence 
Of  hatred  and  dcfpighc :  He  would  accufe 
My  poor  Kinfman  of  that  he  never  dream'd  of, 
Nor  waking  faw,  the  Healing  of  his  Daughter, 
She  whom,  I  know,  he  would  not  look  upon. 
Ajitonio^  fpeak,  didft  thou  e'er  fee  her?    Ant.  Yes,  Sir, 
I  have  feen  her.     Bel.  Ah,  ha,  Friend  Julio. 

Jul.  He  might,  but  how  ?  with  an  unheedful  Eye, 
An  accidental  View,  as  Men  fee  Multitudes, 
That  the  next  Day  dare  not  precifely  fay 
They  faw  that  Face,  or  that,  amongft  'em  all. 
(64)  Didft  thou  fo  look  on  her  ? 

Bel,  Guilty,  guilty: 
His  Looks  hang  themfelves. 

Phil.  Your  Patience,  Gentlemen, 
I  pray  you  tell  me  if  I  be  in  Error, 
I  may  fpeak  often  when  I  fhould  but  hear ; 
This  is  fome  Show  you  would  prefent  us  with. 
And  I  do  interrupt  it  •,  pray  you  fpeak, 
(It  feems  no  morej  Is't  any  thing  but  a  Show  ? 

Bel.  My  Lord,  this  Gentlewoman  can  fhow  you  all. 
So  could  my  Daughter  too,  if  fhe  were  here  : 
By  this  time  ]hey  are  both  immodcft  enough  : 
She  is  fled  me,  and  I  accufe  this  Thief  for't. 
Don  Martin'  his  own  Friend,  's  my  Teftimcny  ; 
A  praclis'd  Night- Work. 

Phil.  That  Martin*^  the  other 

(64)   DlJJl  thou  fo  look  on  herfl    Here  I  wou'd  infeit  a  nega- 
tive Particle,  and  read 

Didji  not  thoufo  look  on  her  ? 
The  Senfe  and  the  Meafare  I  think  will  thus  be  equal  gainers. 

S  4  '  Itt 
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In  your  Cuftody  ;  he  was  forgotten ; 
Fetch  him  hither. 

Con.  We'll  bring  the  Stocks  and  all  elfe,  and*t  pleafe 
your  Grace. 

Enter  Buftopha  and  Ifmenia. 

Anin.  That  Man's  my  Husband  certain,  'dead  of  this  ? 
(6§)  Both  would  have  deceiv'd,  and  both  beguil'd. 

Bii/i.  So  ho,  Miller,  Miller,  look  out  Miller ;  is  there 
ne'er  a  Miller  amongft  you  here.  Gentlemen  ? 

Ter.  Yes,  Sir,  here  is  a  Miller  amongft  Gentlemen, 
A  Gentleman  Miller. 

Buji.  I  fhould  not  be"  far  off  then  ;  there  went  but  a 
Pair  of  Sheers  and  a  Bodkin  between  us.  Will  you  to 
work.  Miller  ?  Here's  a  Maid  has  a  Sack  full  of  News 
for  you :  Shall  your  Stones  walk  ?  Will  you  grind. 
Miller  ? 

Phil.  S'this  your  Son,  Franio  ? 

Fra.  My  ungracious,  my  difobedienr. 
My  unnatural,  my  Rebel  Son,  my  Lord. 

Buji.  Fie,  your  Hopper  runs  over.  Miller. 

Fra.  This  Villain  (of  my  own  Flefh  and  Blood)  was 
acceffary  to  the  ftealing  of  my  Daughter. 

Bujl,  Oh  Mountain,  fhalt  thou  call  a  Molehil  a  Scab 
upon  the  Face  of  the  Earth  ?  Though  a  Man  be  a  Thief, 
fhall  a  Miller  call  him  fo  ?  Oh  egregious  ! 

Jul.  Remember,  Sirrah,  who  you  fpeak  before. 

Bujl.  I  fpeak  before  a  Miller,  a  Thief  in  Grain  ;  for 
he  fteals  Corn :  He  that  fteals  a  Wench,   is  a  true  Man 
to  him. 
Phil.  Can   you   prove  that?    you   may  help  another 
Caufe  that  was  in  pleading. 

Buji.  I'll  prove  it  ftrongly.  He  that  fteals  Corn,  fteals 
the  Bread  of  the  Commonwealth  j  he  that  fteals  a  Wench, 
fteals  but  the  Flefti. 

(65)  Both  nvoud  have  decei'v'J,  and  hath  hegulTd^  What  de- 
eeiru'd  and  beguiVd  too  ?  Aminta  purpos'd  no  fuch  Tautology,  but 
only  that  fhe  and  Martina  were  two  dcfigning  Cheats,  and  had  been  as 
well  fitttd  for  their  purpos'd  Knavery.  But  as  the  old  reading  does 
not.  nay  cannot  make  out  this  Senfe,  I  fuipeft  we  fhou'd  write  thus, 
fiotb  (i.  e.  of  us)  nuonli  b^^e  deceived,  and  both  are  beguiTd. 

Phil 
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Phil.  And  how  is  the  Bread  dealing  more  criminal 
than  the  Flefh  ? 

Buji.  He  that  fteals  Bread,  deals  that  which  is  lawful 
every  Day  :  He  that  fteals  Flefli,  fteals  nothing  from  the 
fafting  Day :  J-rgo^  to  fteal  the  Bread  is  the  arranter 
Theft.  ^ 

Phil.  This  is  to  fome  purpofe. 

Buft.  Again,  he  that  fteals  Flefti  fteals  for  his  own 
Belly  full :  He  that  fteals  Bread,  robs  the  Guts  of  others  : 
Ergo^  the  arranter  Thief,  the  Bread  ftealer. 

Again,  he  that  fteals  Flefli,  fteals  once,  and  gives  over; 
yes,  and  often  pays  for  it ;  the  other  fteals  every  Day, 
without  Satisfadlion  :  To  conclude,  Bread-ftealing  is  the 
more  capital  Crime,  for  what  he  fteals  he  puts  in  at  the 
Head :  he  that  fteals  Flefti  (as  the  Dutch  Author  faysj 
puts  it  in  at  the  Foot  (the  lower  Member.)  Will  you 
go  as  you  are  now,  Miller? 

Phil.  How  has  this  fatisfied  you,  Don  Bellides  ? 

Bel.  Nothing,  my  Lord,  my  Caufe  is  ferious. 
I  claim  a  Daughter  from  that  loving  Thief  th^e. 

Ant.  I  would  I  had  her  for  you,  Sir. 

Bel.  Ha,  ha,  Julio.  [Daughter? 

Jul.  How  faid  you,  /Intonio  ?  Wifti  you,  you  had  his 

Jnt.  With  all  my  Soul  I  wifti  her  ;  and  my  Body 
Shall  perifti,  but  1  will  enjoy  my  Soul's  Wifh. 
I  would  have  flain  my  Friend  for  his  Deceit, 
But  I  do  find  his  own  Deceit  hath  paid  him. 

Jul.  Will  you  vex  my  Soul  forth?  no  other  Choice 
But  where  my  Hue  is  rooted  ?   Come  hither.  Girl, 
Whofe  pretty  Maid  art  thou  ? 

Ifm.  The  Child  of  a  poor  Man,  Sir. 

Jul.  The  better  for  it.  With  my  Sovereign's  Leave, 
I  will  wed  thee  to  this  Man,  will  he,  nill  he. 

Phil.  Pardon  me,  Sir,  I'll  be  no  Love  Enforcer, 
I  ufe  no  Power  of  mine  unto  thofe  Ends. 

Jul.  Wilt  thou  have  him  ? 

Jfm.  Not  unlefs  he  love  me. 

Ant.  I  do  love  thee  :   Farewel  all  other  Beauties, 
1  fettle  here  :  You  are  Ifmenia.  [J/ide  to  Ifmenia. 

Ifm.  The  fame  1  was  j  better,  nor  worie,  Antonio. 

Ant, 
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Ant.  I  fliall  have  your  Confent  here,   I  am  fure,  Sir. 

Bel.  With  all  my  Heart,  Sir  j  nay,  if  you  accept  it, 
I'll  do  this  Kindnels  to  mine  Enemy, 
And  give  her  as  a  Father. 

Ant.    She'll  thank  you  as  a  Daughter^ 
Will  you  not,  Ifmenia  ?  ■ 

Bel.  How  ?  Ifmenia  ? 

Ifin.  Your  Daughter,  Sir. 

Bel.  Ib*t  pollible  ?  Away  you  feeble  witted  things. 
You  thought  you*d  caught  th'  old  ones ;  you  wade,  you 
In  ihallow  Fords,  we  can  fwim,  we ;  look  here,     [wade 
We  made  the  Match ;  we  are  all  Friends,  good  Friends ; 
Thin,  thin  •,  why  the  Fool  knew  all  this,  this  Fool. 

Bujl.  Keep  that  to  your  felf.  Sir  •,  what  I  knew  I 
knew.  This  Sack  is  a  Witnefs.  Miller,  this  is  not  for 
your  thumming.  Here's  gold  Lace  ;  you  may  fee  her  in 
her  Holiday  Cloaths  if  you  will ;  I  was  her  Wardrobe 
Man. 

Enter  Martino,  Aminta,  ConJlabU  and  Officers, 

Ant.  You  beguil'd  me  well,  Sir. 

Mar.  Did  you  fpeak  to  me,  Sir  ? 

Aut.  It  might  feem  to  you,  Martino,  your  Confcience 
has  quick  Ears. 

Mar.  My  Sight  was  a  little  dim  i'th*  Dark  indeed. 
So  was  my  feeling  cozen'd  5  yet  I'm  content : 
I  am  the  better  Underftander  now, 
I  know  my  Wife  wants  nothing  of  a  Woman  ? 
There  you're  my  'junior. 

Ant.  You  are  not  hurt?  [fee. 

Mar.  Not  (hrewdly  hurt ;  I  have  good  Flelh  to  heal  you 
Good  round  Flefli :  thefe  Cherries  will  be  worth  chopping. 
Crack  Stones  and  all  \  I  ihould  not  give  much  to  boot 
To  ride  in  your  new,  and  you  in  my  old  ones  now. 

Ant.  You  miftake  the  Weapon :   Are  you  not  hurt  ? 

M<3r.  A  little  fcratch  i  but  I  Hiall  claw'tofT well  enough. 


Enter 
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Enter  Gillian. 

QUI.  I  can  no  longer  own  what  is  not  mine 
With  a  free  Confcience  :  My  Liege,  your  Pardon. 

Phil.  For  wliat  ?  who  knows  this  Woman  ? 

Fra.  I  beft,  my  Lord,  I've  been  acquainted  with  her 
thefe  forty  Summers,  and  as  many  Winters,  were  it 
Spring  again  ;  Ihe's  hke  the  Gout,  I  can  get  no  cure 
for  her. 

Phil.  Oh,  your  Wife,  Franio  ? 

Fra.  'Tis  oh  my  Wife  indeed,  my  Lord,  a  painful 
ditch  to  my  fide  •,  would  it  were  pick'd  out. 

Phil.  Weil,  Sir,  your  filence. 

Bujl.  Will  you  be  older  and  older  every  day  than 
other?  the  longer  you  live  the  older  ftill .?  Mud  his 
Majefty  command  your  Silence,  e'er  you'll  hold  your 
Tongue  ? 

Phil.  Your  reprehenfion  runs  into  the  fame  fault: 
Pray  Sir,  will  you  be  filent  ? 

Bujt.  I  have  told  him  of  this  before  now,  my  Liege,  but 
Age  will  have  his  courfe,  and  his  weaknefles  ■■ 

Phil.  Good  Sir,  your  forbearance. 

BuJl.  And  his  frailties,  and  his  follies,  as  1  may  fay,  that 
cannot  hold  his  Tongue  e'er  he  be  bidden  ■ 

Phil.  Why  Sirrah? 

Bujl.  But  I  believe  your  Majefty  will  not  be  long  trou- 
bled with  him ;  I  hope  that  Yeoman  has  fomething  to 
confefs  will  hang  them  both. 

Phil.  Sirrah,  you'll  pull  your  Deftiny  upon  you. 
If  you  ceafc  not,   the  fooner. 

Bujl.  Nay,  I  have  done,  my  Liege,  yet  it  grieves 
me  that  I  Should  call  that  Man  Father,  that  Ihould 
be  fo  fliamelefs,  that  being  commanded  to  hold  his 
Tongue 

Phil.  To  th*  Porter's  Lodge  with  him. 

Buji.  I  thank  your  Grace,  I  have  a  Friend  there. 

Phil.  Speak,  Woman, 
If  any  interruption  meet  thee  more,   it  fhall 
Be  punifh'd  fharply.     Gill.  Good  my  Liege,  I  dare  not 
Ask  you  the  queftion  why  that  old  Man  weeps. 

Phil. 
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Phil.  Who?  Count  Julio?   I  obfcrved  it  not. 
You  hear  the  queftion.   Sir,  will  you  give  the  caule  ? 

Jul.  Oh  my  Lord,  it  hardly  will  get  pafiage, 
(It  is  a  Sorrow  of  that  greatnefs  grown,) 
'Lefs  it  difibive  in  Tears,  and  come  by  Parcels. 

Gill.   1*11  help  you.  Sir,   in  the  delivery. 
And  bring  you  forth  a  joy.    You  loft  a  Daughter. 

Jul.  'Twas  that  recounted  Thought  brought  forth  thefe 
Sorrows. 

Gill.  She*s  found  again.    Know  you  this  Mantle,  Sir  ? 

Jul.  Hah? 

Gill.  Nay  leave  your  wonder,  I'll  explain  it  to  you 
This  did  enwrap  your  Child,  whom  ever  fince 
I  have  call'd  mine,  when  Nurfe  jimaranta. 
In  a  remove  from  Mora  to  Corduba, 
Was  feiz'd  on  by  a  fierce  and  hungry  Bear, 
She  was  the  Ravin's  Prey,  as  Heav'n  fo  would. 
He  with  his  booty  fill'd,  forfook  the  Babe  ; 
All  this  was  in  my  fight ;  and  fo  long  I  faw. 
Until  the  cruel  Creature  left  my  fight. 
At  which  advantage  I  adventur'd  me 
To  refcue  the  fweet  Lamb  :  I  did  it.  Sir, 
And  ever  fince  I  have  kept  back  your  Joy, 
And  made  it  mine:  but  Age  hath  wearied  me. 
And  bids  me  back  reftore  unto  the  Owner 
V/hat  I  unjuftly  kept  thefc  fourteen  Years. 

Jul.  Oh,  thou  halt  ta'en  fo  many  Years  from  me. 
And  made  me  young  as  'twas  her  Birth-day  to  me. 
Oh,  good  my  Liege,  give  to  my  Joys  a  pardon, 
I  muft  go  pour  a  blefiing  on  my  Child, 
Which  here  would  be  too  rude  and  troublefome.      [Ex. 

Phil.  franiOf  you  knew  this  before. 

£ujl.  Oh,  oh  ;  J/em  for  you.  Miller. 

Fra.  I  did,  my  Liege,  1  muft  confefs  I  did. 
And  I  confefs,  I  ne'er  would  have  confefs'd. 
Had  not  that  Woman's  Tongue  begun  to  me. 
We  poor  ones  love,  and  would  have  Comforts,  Sir, 
As  well  as  great;  this  is  no  ftrange  fiiult,  Sir, 
There's  many  Men  keep  other  Men's  Children, 

A? 
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As  though  they  were  their  own. 

Bufi.  In  may  ftretch  flirther  yet  •,  I  befecch  you,  my 
Liege,  let  this  Woman  be  a  little  farther  examin'd  ; 
(66)  let  the  wounds  of  her  Confcience  be  fearch'd,  I 
would  know  how  Hie  came  by  me:  I  am  a  loft  Child, 
if  I  be  theirs :  though  I  have  been  brought  up  in  a 
Mill,  yet  I  had  ever  a  mind,  methought,  to  be  a  greater 
Man. 

Phil.  She  will  refolve  you  fure. 

Gi/l.  Ay,  ay,  Boy  ;  thou  art  mine  own  Fleih  and  Blood, 
born  of  mine  own  Body. 

Buji.  'Tis  very  unlikely  that  fuch  a  Body  Hiould  bear 
me }  There's  no  truft  in  thefe  Millers.  Woman,  tell 
the  truth,  my  Father  fhall  forgive  thee,  whatfoever  he 
was,  were  he  a  Knight,  Squire,  or  Captain  ;  lels  he 
ihould  not  be. 

Gill.  Thou  art  mine  own  Child,  Boy. 

BuJl.  And  was  the  Miller  my  Father  ? 

Gill.  Wouidit  thou  make  thy  Mother  a  Whore, 
Knave  ? 

Bi(/l.  Ay,  if  (lie  make  me  a  Baftard.  The  Rack  muft 
make  herconfefs,  my  Lord,  I  fliall  never  come  to  know 
who  I  am  elfe.  I  have  a  worfhipful  Mind  in  me  hire  j 
methinks  I  do  fcorn  poor  Folks. 

EnUr  Otrante,  Florimel,  Julio,  (^c. 

Phil.  Here  comes  I'.iC  brlghteft  glory  of  the  day: 
Love  yoak'd  with  Love,  the  belt  Equality, 

(66)  Let  the  words  of  her  Corfcience  be  (earcl^i,'\  This  wou'd 
be  as  odd  a  fearch  as  a  Man  cou'd  well  be  put  upon,  and  as  licile 
to  any  good  Purpofe  ?  Gillian,  (the  words  ol  whole  Confcience  are 
here  propos'd  to  be  fearch'd,)  had  a  little  above  made  a  grand  Dif- 
covery,  the  Secret  of  which  had  laid  fo  hard,  and  fo  long  upon  her 
Mind,  that  (he  cou'd  not  pollibly  contain  it  longer  ;  in  allufion  to 
this  therefore,  Bujlopha,  to  fpeak  Senfe,  was  probably  made  to  fa/ 
thus. 

Let  the  wounds  of  her  Confcience,   &c. 
Thus  we   get  rid  of  a  moll   nonfenfical  PalV-ige,  and   the  Poets  are 
clear'd  from  the  Error  of  liie  Prci's. 

Without 
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Without  the  {Sy)  level  of  Eftate  or  Perfon. 

Jul.  You  both  fhall  be  rewarded  bountifully, 
"We*ll  be  a-kin  too-.  Brother  and  Sifter 
Shall  be  changed  with  ur,  ever. 

Bujl.  Thank  you.  Uncle,  my  Sifter  is  my  Coufin  yet 
at  the  laft  caft  :  Farewel,  Sifter-fofter.  If  1  had  known 
the  Civil  Law  would  have  allowed  it,  thou  hadft  had 
another  manner  of  Husband  than  thou  haft,  but  much 
good  do  thee  ;  I'll  dance  at  thy  Wedding,  kifs  the  Bride, 
and  fo. 

Jul.  Why,  how  now.  Sirrah  ? 
Buft.  *Tis  lawful  now,  ftie*s  none  of  my  Sifter. 
It  was  a  Miller  and  a  Lord 
'That  had  a  Scabbard  and  a  Sword^ 
He  put  it  up  in  the  Country  word^ 

The  Miller  and  his  Daughter, 
She  has  a  Face^  andjhe  canfmg^ 
She  has  a  Grace,  andjhe  canfpring. 
She  has  a  Place  with  another  thing., 

Tradoodle. 
Fra.  A  knavifti  Brother  of  yours,   my  Lord. 
Buji.  Would  I    were  acquainted  with  your  Taylor, 
noble  Brother. 

Otr.  You  may,  there  he  is :  mine,  newly  entertained. 
Ver.  If  you  have  any  work  for  me,  I  can  fit  you,  Sir, 
I  fitted  the  Lady. 

BuJl.  My  Sifter,  Tailor .?  what  fits  her  will  hardly 
fit  me. 

Ver.  Who  fits  her  may  fit  you,  Sir,  the  Tailor  can  da 
both. 

(67)   '  level  of  EJlate  or  Perfon.]    In  the  Bufinefs  of  Match- 

making, generally  the  chief  Confideration  turns  not  on  the  Qua- 
lity of  the  Perfons,  but  the  <^antity  of  their  Means.  If  fo,  then 
poffibly  the  Poets  made  the  King  exprefs  himfelf  thus, 

IVithout    the  leniel  of  Ejlate   or  Portion. 
So  in  this  very  Play,  AB.  II.  Scene  ?,.  Martina  fays  to  Antonio, 

Tou  not  confider.   Sir, 

The  great  Difparity  is  in  their  Bloodsy 

Eftates,  and  Fortunes. 
Unlefs  the  Reader  will  fay  that  Perfon  above  may  mean  the  Qua- 
lity of  Blood.    On  that  Suppofition  indeed  the  Line  may  Hand  with- 
out any  Alteration, 

Bufi, 
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Btiji.  You  have  a  true  Yard,  Tailor. 
Ver.  Ne*er  a  whit  too  long,  I  warrant  you. 
£ufi.  Then,  Tailor,  march  with  me  away, 
I  /corn  thefe  Robes,  I  muji  he  gay. 
My  noble  Brother  he  Jhall  pay 

Tom  Tailor.  [Exeunt 

Phil.Your  recovered  Friendfhips  are  found,  Gentlemen  ? 
Bel.  At  Heart,  at  Heart,  my  Lord,  the  Worm  fhall  not 
Beyond  many  Ages  find  a  Breach  to  enter  at. 

Phil.  Thefe  Lovers  Unities  I  will  not  doubt  of: 
How  happy  have  you  made  our  Progrefs  then, 
To  be  the  witnefs  of  fuch  fair  Accords  ? 
Come,  now  we'll  eat  with  you,  my  Lord  Otrantc, 
*Tis  a  Charge  fav'd  ;  you  muft  not  grudge  your  Gueft, 
*Tis  both  my  Welcome,  and  your  Wedding- Fealu 

[Exeunt  omnes. 
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Mountferrat,  a  Knight  of  the  Order ^  hut  a  Villain. 

Gomera,  a  deferring  S^milh  Gentleman. 

Norandine,  a 'valiant  merry  Yy^vit^  Commander  in  chief  of 

the  G allies  ^/Muica. 
Colonna,  alias  Angelo,  a  Captive  redeemed  from  the  Qd* 

lies,  and  beloved  of  Miranda. 
Rocca,  Servant  and  Infirument  to  Mountferrat. 
7'wo  Bifhops.^ 
Soldiers, 
Corporal, 
Prijoners. 
Two  Marfhals, 
Do^or. 
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ACT     I.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  Mountferrat. 

MOUNfFERRAT. 

ARES  (he  defpife  me  thus?  me  that  with  Spoil 
And  hazardous  Exploits,  full  fixreen  Years 
Have  led  (as  Hand-maids)  Fortune,  Vi6tory, 
Whom  the  Maltezi  call  my  Servitors  ? 
Tempefts  I  have  fubdued,  and  fought  them 
Out-lighten'd  Light'ning  in  my  Chivalry  -,  [calm, 

Rid  (tame  as  Patience)  Billows  that  kick'd  Heav'n, 
Whiftled  enraged  Boreas  *till  his  Gufts 
"Were  grown  lo  gentle,  that  he  feem*d  to  figh, 
Becaufe  he  could  not  fhow  the  Air  my  Keel  i 
And  yet  I  cannot  conquer  her  bright  Eyes, 
(Which  though  they  blaze,  both  comfort,  and  Invite^ 
Neither  by  Force,  nor  Fraud,  pafs  through  her  Ear 
(Whofe  Guard  is  only  blufliing  Innocence) 
To  take  the  leaft  Pofieffion  of  her  Heart  ; 
(i)  Did  I  attempt  her  with  a  Thread-bare  Name, 

Un-napt 

(i)  Did  I  attempt  her  nuith  a  Thread-hare  Namtt 

Uuapt  ivith.  Sec.']    The  Metaphor  in  this  Paffage,  coarfe  ai 
it  is,  will  be  ftrangcly  confu&M,  if  we  don't  cead  as  1  have  reform'd 
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Un-napt  with  meriLOfion?;  Actions, 

She  might  w.th  Colour  difaliow  my  Suic : 

But  b     tl.<^  Honour  of  this  Chriftian  Crofs 

(In  Blocd  ot  Infidels  fo  often  dy'd) 

Which  mine  own  Soul  and  Sword  hath  fixed  here, 

And  reither  Favour,  nor  Birth's  Privilege, 

Oriana  fhall  confefs,  falthouo-h  flie  be 

Valetta^s  Sifter,  our  Grand-mafter  here,) 

The  Wages  of  fcornM  Love  is  baneful  Hate, 

And  if  I  rule  not  her,  I'll  rule  her  Fate. 

Rocca,  my  trufty  Servant,  welcome. 

Enter  Rocca. 

Roc.  Sir, 
I  wifh  my  News  deferv'd  it :  haplefs  I 
That  being  lov'd,  and  trufted,  fail  to  bring 
The  loving  Anfwcr  that  you  do  exped.  [fend  forth 

Mount.  Why  fpeak'ft  thou  from  me  ?  thy  pleas'd  Eyes 
Beams  brighter  than  the  Star  that  ufhers  day. 
Thy  Smiles  reftore  fick  expedlation. 

Roc.  I  bring  you,  Sir,  her  Smiles,  not  mine. 

Mount.  Her  Smiles  ? 
Why  they  are  Prefents  for  Kings  eldeft  Sons ; 
Great  Solyman,  that  wearies  his  hot  Eyes 
But  to  perufe  his  deck'd  Seraglio, 
When  from  the  number  of  his  Concubines, 
He  chufeth  one  for  that  Night,  in  his  Pride 
Of  them,  Wives,  Wealth,  is  not  forich  as  I 
In  this  one  Smile,  from  Oriana  fent. 

Roc.  Sir,  fare  ye  well. 

Mount.  Oh  Rocca !  thou  art  wife. 
And  wou'dll  not  have  the  torrent  of  my  Joy 

the  Text  from  Mr.  Senuard's  and  my  own  Conjcfture,  con(irm*d  by 
the  Folio  of  1647.  The  Relloration  of  Senle,  by  the  conneding  of 
the  old  pointing,  is  owing  to  Mr.  Seward.  The  other  Copies  point 
thus, 

^nd  yet  1  cannot  conquer  her  briyht  Eyes, 
Which  thojtgh  they  blaze  bothComfort,  and  invite, 

t^either  by  Force,  nor  Fraud  pufs  through  her  Ear 

(Whofe  Guard  is  only  blujhing  Innocence) 

*Io  take  the  leajl  PoJeJ/ioa  of  her  Heart : 

Ruin 
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Ruin  me  headlong  ;  aptly  thou  conceiv'ft 

If  one  reviving  fmile  can  raife  me  thus. 

What  trances  will  the  fweet  words  which  thou  bring'ft 

Cad  me  into  ?  I  felt,  my  deareft  Friend, 

(No  more  my  Servant,)  when  I  imploy'd  thee 

That  knew*ft  to  look,  and  fpeak  as  Lovers  (hould. 

And  carry  faithfully  thy  Mailer's  lighs, 

That  it  muft  work  fome  heat  in  her  cold  Ilearf, 

And  all  my  Labours  now  come  fraughced  home 

With  ten-fold  Prize. 

Roc.  Will  you  yet  hear  me  ? 

Mount.  Yes; 
But  take  heed,  gentle  Rocca^  that  thou  dofl: 
Tenderly  by  degrees  aflault  mine  Ears 
With  her  confent,  now  to  embrace  my  love ; 
For  thou  well  know'ft  I've  been  fo  plung'd,  (o  torn 
With  her  refolved  Reject,   and  Negled  : 
That  to  report  her  foft  Acceptance  now. 
Will  ftupifie  Senfe  in  me,  if  not  kill : 
Why  fliew'ft  thou  this  Diftemper? 

Roc.  Draw  your  Sword, 
And  when  I  with  my  Breath  have  blafted  you. 
Kill  me  with  it  i 

I  bring  you  Smiles  of  Pity,  not  Aflfedion, 
For  fuch  fhe  fent. 

Mount.  Oh  !  can  Hie  pity  me  ? 
Of  all  the  Piiths  lead  to  a  Woman's  Love, 
Pity's  the  flraighteft. 

Roc.  Waken  Sir,  and  know 
That  her  Contempt  (if  you  can  name  it  fo) 
Continues  ftill ;  fhe  bids  you  throw  your  Pearl 
Into  ftrong  Streams,  and  hope  to  turn  them  (o^ 
E'er  her  to  foul  Difhonour;  (2)  write  your  Plaints 
In  Rocks  of  Coral  grown  above  the  Sea, 
Them  hope  to  foften  to  CompafTion, 
Or  change  her  modefl  Blufh  to  love- fick  Pale, 

(2)  '    lurite  your  Plaints 

In  Rocks  of  Coral — 

7han  hope']     Them  which  I  have  fubftltuted,  for  this  nonfenfi* 
cal  Than,  from  the  firll  Folio,  is  undoubtedly  the  ofi;^inal  reading. 

T  3  £*er 
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E'er  work  her  to  your  impious  Requefts; 

All  your  loofe  Thoughts  fhe  chides  you  home  again. 

But  with  fuch  calm  Behaviour,  and  mild  Looks 

She  gentlier  denies  than  others  grant, 

For  juft  as  others  love,  fo  doth  fhe  hate  : 

She  fays,  that  by  your  Order  you  are  bound 

From  marrying  ever,  and  much  marvels  then 

You  would  thus  violate  her  and  your  own  Faith, 

That  being  the  Virgin  you  fliouJd  now  protefl  j 

Hitherto  fhe  profefTes  fh'as  conceal'd 

Your  luftful  Batt*ries,  but  the  next  fhe  vows, 

(In  open  Hall,  before  the  honour'd  Crofs, 

And  her  great  Brother,)  fhe  will  quite  difclofe. 

Calling  for  Juflice,  to  your  utter  Shame, 

Mount.  Hence,  find  the  Blackamoor  that  waits  upon  her. 
Bring  her  unto  me,  fhe  doth  love  me  yet. 
And  I  muft  her  now,  at  leafl  feem  to  do : 
Cupidy  thy  Brands  that  glow  thus  in  my  Veins, 
I  will  with  Blood  extinguilli  '  Art  not  gone  ? 

l_Exii  Rocca, 
Shall  my  Defires,  like  Beggars,  wait  at  Door, 
Whilfl  any  others  revel  in  her  Breafl  ? 
Sweat  on  my  Spirits ;  know,  thou  trick*d-up  Toy, 
My  Love's  a  violent  Flood,  where  thou  art  fall*n. 
Playing  with  which  Tide  thoud'fl  been  gently  tofs*d. 
But  crofling  it,  thou  art  o'erwhelm'd,  and  loft. 

EnUr  Aftorius  and  Caftriot. 

Ca/i.  Monfieur,  good  Day. 

j^Jlo.  Good  morrow,  valiant  Knight, 
"\Vhar,  are  you  for  this  great  Solemnity 
This  Morn  intended  ? 

Mount.  What  Solemnity  ? 

Jjic.  Th'  inverting  of  the  Martial  Spaniard^ 
Peter  Gomera,  with  our  Chriftian  Badge. 

CaJ}.  And  young  Miranda  the  Italian, 
Both  which  with  wondrous  Prowefs,  and  great  Luck, 
Have  dar*d  and  done  for  Malta  fuch  high  Feats 
That  not  one  Fort  in  it,  but  rings  their  Names  ' 
As  loud  as  any  Man's. 

Mounts 
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Mount.  As  any  Man*s  ? 
"Why,  we  have  fought  for  Malta. 

Afto.  YtSy  Mount f err  at  ^ 
No  bold  Knight  ever  pad  you,  but  we  wear 
The  Dignity  of  Chriftians  on  our  Breads, 
And  have  a  long  time  triumph'd  for  our  Conquefts; 
Thefe  conquer'd  a  long  time,  not  triumph'd  yet. 

Mount.  AJloriuSy  youVe  a  moft  indulgent  Knight, 
Detrafting  from  your  felf,  to  add  to  others, 
You  know  this  Title  is  the  Period 
To  all  our  Labours,  the  Extremity 
Of  that  tall  Pyramid,  where  Honour  hangs. 
"Which  we  with  Sweat  and  Agony  have  reached. 
And  (hould  not  then  lb  eafily  impart 
So  bright  a  Wreath  to  every  cheap  Defert. 

Caji.  How  is  this  Frenchman  chang*d,   Jjloriusf 
Some  fuilen  Difcontent  pofTcflTes  him, 
That  mai<.es  him  envy,  what  he  heretofore 
Did  moft  ingenuouHy  but  emulate. 

Mount.  O  furious  Defire,  how  like  a  Whirlwind 
Thou  hurrieft  me  beyond  mine  Honour's  Point  ?    [/^ff. 
Out  of  my  Heart,  bafe  Luft,  or  Heart,  I  vow 
Thofe  Flames  that  heat  me  thus,  Pil  burn  thee  in. 

yjjlo.  Do  ye  obfcrve  him  ? 

Mount.   W  hat  News  of  the  Dane^ 
That  valiant  Captain  Norandine  ? 

Caft.  He  fights  ftill. 
In  View  o'th*  Town  i  he  plays  the  Devil  with  *em. 
And  they,  the  Turk  with  him.    Mount.  They're  well  met 

then, 
'Twere  Sin  to  fever  'em,  Pifh — Woman — Memory— J 
Would  one  of  ye  would  leave  me. 

So-  Six  frelh  Gallics 
I  in  St.  Angela  from  th*  Pronrrontory 
This  Morn  defcry'd,  making  a  Girdle  for  him. 
But  our  great  Matter  doth  intend  Relief 
This  prefent  Meeting  j  will  you  walk  along? 

Mount.  Hum— I  have  read,  Ladies  enjoy'd,  have  been 
The  Gulphs  of  worthieft  Men,  buried  their  Names, 
Their  former  Valour,  Bounty,  Beauty,  Virtue, 

T  4  And. 
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And  Tent  'em  ftinking  to  untimely  Graves. 
I  that  cannot  enjoy,  by  her  Difdain, 
Am  hke  to  prove  as  wretched  ;  Woman  then 
Checking,  or  granting,  is  the  Grave  of  Men. 

J[/lo.  Hc*s  faying  of  his  Prayers  fure. 

Cqft.  Will  you  go,  Sir  ? 

Mount.  I  cry  you  Mercy:  I  am  fo  tranfported 
(Your  Pardon,  noble  Brothers)  with  a  Bufinefs 
That  doth  concern  all  Malta,  that  I  am 
(Anon  you'll  hear  it)  almoft  blind  and  deaf. 
Luft  neither  fees  nor  hears  ought  but  it  felf, 
But  I  will  follow  inftantly :  your  Crofs. 

Jfio.  Not  mine.  [Crofs  Dropt, 

Caji   Nor  mine,  'tis  yours. 

j^Jio.  CaJi.  Good  morrow.  Brother.  [Exeunt. 

Mount.  White  innocent  Sign,  thou  doft  abhor  to  dwell 
So  near  the  dim  Thoughts  of  this  troubled  Brealt, 
(3)  And  grace  thofe  gracelefs  Projedls  of  my  Heart. 

"^i^^  Enter  Zanthia,  alias  Abdella,  with  two  Letters. 

Yet  I  mud  wear  thee  to  protefl  my  Crimes, 

If  noi  for  Confcience,  for  Hypocrifie ; 

Some  Churchmen  fo  wear  Caflbcks :  Oh  my  Zanthia. 

My  Pearl,  that  fcorns  a  Stain !  I  mud  repent 

All  my  Negled  ;  let  me,  Ixion  like. 

Embrace  my  black  Cloud,  fince  my  Juno  is 

So  wrathful,  and  averfe  j  thou  art  more  foft 

And  full  of  Dalliance  than  the  faireft  Flefli, 

And  far  more  loving. 

Zan.  Ay,  you  fay  fo  now ; 
But  like  a  Property,  when  1  have  fcrv'd 
Your  Turns,   you*ll  caft  me  oflf,  or  hang  mc  up 
For  a  fign  fomewhere. 

Mount.  May  my  Life  then  forfake  me, 
Or  from  my  cxpc6lcd  Bli fs,  be  caft  to  Hell. 

Zan.  My  Tongue,  Sir,  cannot  lifp  to  meet  you  fo, 

{l)  And  grace  thofe graceltfs'\  For  what  reafon  this  Line  which 
I  have  icitor'd  horn  the  Copy  of  1647,  was  omitted  in  the  Edition 
of  1679,  and  fo  on  to  the  Odtavo  of  1711,  muft  be  left  to  the  Judg- 
xneut  of  the  icaiAed  K^ijii, 

Nor 
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Nor  my  black  Cheek  put  on  a  feigned  Blufh, 

To  make  me  fecni  more  modeft  than  1  am. 

This  Ground- Work  will  not  bear  adult'rate  Red, 

Nor  artificial  White,  to  cozen  Love. 

Thcfe  dark  Locks  are  not  purchas*d,  nor  thefc  Teeth, 

For  ev*ry  Night,  they  are  my  Bedfellows ; 

No  Bath,  no  blanching  Water,  fmoothing  Oils, 

Doth  mend  me  up  •,  and  yet  Mountferrat^  know, 

I  am  as  full  of  Pleafure  in  the  Touch 

As  e'er  a  white- fac'd  Puppet  of 'em  all. 

Juicy,  and  firm  ;  unfledge  *em  of  their  Tires, 

Their  Wires,  their  Partlets,  Pins,  and  Periwigs, 

And  they  appear  like  bald  Cootes,  in  the  Ni;{t  ; 

I  can  as  blithly  work  in  my  Love's  Bed, 

And  deck  thy  fair  Neck,  with  thele  jetty  Chains, 

Sing  thee  afleep,  being  weary'd  ;  and  refrefii'd. 

With  the  fame  Organ,  fteel  Sleep  oflTagiiin.         [PluHi, 

Mount.  Oh  (4)  my  black  Swan,  flecker  than  Cygnets 
Sweeter  than  is  the  Sweet  of  Pomander, 
Brcath'd  like  curl'd  Zephyrus^  cooling  Lymon-Trecs, 
Strait  as  young  Pines,  or  Cedars  in  the  Grove ! 
Quickly  defcend  Lover's  bed  Canopy, 
Still  Night,  for  Zanthla  doth  enamour  me 
Beyond  all  Continence  ;  perpetrate,  dear  Wench, 
What  thou  haft  promis'd,  and  I  vow  by  Heav'n, 
Malta,  I'll  leave  in  it  my  Honours  here. 
And  in  fome  other  Country,  Zanthia  make 
My  Wife,  and  my  beft  Fortune. 

Zan.  From  this  Hope, 
Here  is  an  Anfwer  to  that  Letter,  which 
I  lately  fhew'd  you  fcnt  from  Tripoly, 
By  the  great  Bafm,  which  importunes  her 
Love  unto  him,  and  Treachery  to  i\\*  Idand ; 
Which  will  Ihe  undertake,  by  Mahomet 
The  Turk  there  vows,  on  his  bleft  Alcoran, 
Marriage  unto  her  :  This  the  Maftcr  knows. 
But  is  refolv'd  of  her  Integrity, 

(4)  ^.l  black  Sivan,  Jlceker   than    Cygnets    Plujk,]  The 

1647    ^°''°  'ii'^crs  here,  buc   whether   thar  r.aJ;ng  be  better  than 
(he  other,  the   Reader  is    to  determine, 

m    ■    ■    Silknei    t'liin   Cygneti  plujh.  y^j^ 
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(5)  As  well  he  may,*fwcet  Lady  ;  yet  for  Love, 

for  Love  of  thee  Mountferrat,  (Oh  !  what  Chain* 

Of  Deity,  or  Duty  can  hold  Love?) 

I  have  tiiis  Anfwer  fram*d,  fo  hke  her  Hand 

As  if  it  had  been  moulded  off  j  returning 

The  Bafljo'?.  Letter  fafe  into  her  Pocket  ; 

What  you  will  do  with  it,  your  felf  bcft  knows  ; 

Farewel,  keep  my  true  Heart,  keep  true  your  Vows.  [£*//. 

Mount.  *Tili  I  be  Duft,  rny  Zanthia^  be  confirm'd. 
Sparrows,  and  Doves,  fit  coupling  'cwixt  thy  Lips. 
It  is  not  Love,  but  ftrong  Libidinous  Will 
That  triumphs  o'er  me,  and  to  fatiate  that, 
What  Difference  'twixt  this  Moor.,  and  her  fair  Dame  ? 
Night  makes  their  Hues  alike,  their  Ufe  is  fo  ; 
Whole  Hand's  fo  fubtle,  he  can  Colours  name. 
If  he  do  wink,  and  touch  'em  ?  Luft  being  blind. 
Never  in  Women  did  diftindtion  find.  \Eidt. 

SCENE       n. 

Enter  two  Gentkivomen. 

I  Gent.  But  i*faith  doft  thou  think  my  Lady  was  never 
in  Love? 

(6)  2  Gent.  I  rather  think  fhe  was  ever  in  Love,  in 
perfed  Charity,     I  mean  with  all  the  World. 

1  Gent.  A  mod  Chriftian  Anfwer,  I  promife  you. 
But  I  mean  in  Love  with  a  Man. 

2  Gent.  With  a  Man  ?  What  elfe  ?  would'ft  have  her 
in  Love  with  a  Reaft  ? 

I  Gent.  You  are  fomewhat  quick  5  but  if  fhe  were,  it 
were  no  Prefident ;  did  you  never  read  of  Europa,  the 
fair,  ti-at  leapt  a  Bull,  that  leapt  the  Sea,  that  fwum  to 
Land,  and  then  leapt  her  ? 

{5)  So  the  oMtft  Edition.     The  others  thuj, 
^s  'itv//  as  he  may. 
Which  bo:h  ipoih  rh«;  Scnfe  and  hurts  the  Meafure. 

(6)   2  Gent.     1  rathtr   think  /he  i<as   ever    in   Love,  in  ferfefi 

1  Gent.   /  mean,  rjjith  all  the  Wtrld.  {Charity, 

2  Gent.   A  mojl  chri/iian  Anjnxer,   I  promife  you. 

2  Gent.  But  I  meav  in  Love  vilh  a  Man{\  Mr.  Iheohald  and 
Mr.  SeiL-ard  faw  wiiK  me  the  Confufion  of  the  Speakers  in  this  part 
of  the  Dialogue,  and  itad  the  whole  as  I  have  given  it  in  the  Text. 

2  Gent, 
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2  Gent.  Oh  Heav'ns,  a  Bull? 

1  Gent.  Yes,  a  white  Bull. 

2  Gent.  Lord,  how  could  flie  fit  him  ?  Where  did  fhe 
hold  ? 

1  Gefit.  Why,  by  the  Horn,  fince  •  which  time,  no 
Woman,  almoft,  is  contented,  *till  fhe  have  a  Horn  of 
her  own,  to  hold  by. 

2  Gent.  Thou  art  very  knavifli. 

1  Gent.  And  thou  very  foolilh  j  but  Sirrah,  why  dofl 
not  thou  marry  ? 

2  Gent.  Becaufe  I  would  be  no  Man's  Looking- 
Glafs  ? 

1  Gent.  As  how } 

2  Gent.  As  thus,  there  is  no  Wife,  if  fhe  be  good  and 
true,  will  honour,  and  obey,  but  mufl  reflect  the  true 
Countenance  of  her  Husband  upon  him  ;  if  he  look  fad 
upon  her,  fhe  mufl  not  look  merrily  upon  him :  If  he 
look  merrily,  fhe  mufl  not  forrowfully,  elfe  flie  is  a  falfe 
Glafs  and  fit  for  nothing  but  breaking:  (7)  His  Anger 
mufl  be  her  Difccntent;  his  Plealure  her  Delight:  If  he 
weep,  fhe  mufl  cry  :  If  he  laugh,  fhe  mufl  fhow  her 
Teeth  •,  if  he  be  fick,  flie  mufl  not  be  in  Health  ;  if  he 
eat  Caudles,  fhe  mufl  eat  Pottage,  fhe  mufl  have  no  proper 
PafTion  of  her  own  ;  and  is  not  this  a  Tyranny.? 

1  Gent.  Yes,  i'faith,  Marriage  may  well  be  called  a 
Yoak  •,  Wives  then  are  but  like  lliperficial  Lines  in  Geo- 
metry, that  have  no  proper  Motion  of  their  own,  but  as 
their  Bodies  their  Husbands  move;  yet  I  know  fome 
Wives,  that  are  never  freely  merry,  nor  truly  pleafed,  but 
■when  they  are  farthcfl  off  their  Husbands. 

2  Gent.  That's  becaufe  the  Moon  governs  *em,  which 
hath  more  Liglit  and  fliines  brightefl,  the  more  remote 
it  is  from  the  Sun  ;  and  contrary,  is  more  fulkn,  dim, 
and  fliows  lead  Splendor,  when  it  is  ncarefl. 

(7)  His  Anger  muji  not  be  her  Dif:otitent ;  ]  But  if  that  is  the  Cafe,  I 
am  fure  this  Paflaj^e  is  a  glaring  Contradiction  to  tlie  Speech  through- 
Out;  only  fti ike  out  the  negative  Particle /?(?/,  as  I  read  before  I  law 
the  firft  Folio  Edition,  and  then  the  Defcription  of  the  good  Wife  will 
be  like  that  of  the  true  Friend,  in  whom  the  fame  Sympathies  and  An- 
tipathics  are,  or  ouglit  always  to  be  found.  Mr.  ScuuarJ  too  prcpos'd 
the  fame  Emendation. 

Vol.  VII.  •  i  Gent. 
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1  Gent.  But  if  I  were  to  marry,  I  would  marry  a  fair 
effeminate  Fool. 

2  GefJt.  Why  ? 

1  Gent.  Becaufe  I  would  lead  the  blind  whither  I  lifl. 

2  Genf.  And  I  the  wifeft  Man  I  could  get  for  IVlony, 
becaufe  I  had  rather  follow  the  clear- fighted  ;  blcfs  me 
from  a  Husband  that  fails  by  his  Wife's  Compafs. 

1  Ge?it.  Why  ? 

2  Gent.  W^hy,  'tis  ten  to  one  but  flie  breaks  his  Head 
in  her  Youth,  and  when  fhe  is  old  flic'll  never  leave 
(8)  'till  fhe  has  broke  his  Back  too  ■ 

I3ut  what  fcurvy  Knights  have  we  here  in  Afalta,  &c. 

Enter  Zanthia. 

Z^n.  Hift,  Wenches,  my  Lady  calls,  fhe*s  entring  the 
Terrafs,  to  fee  the  Show. 

1  Gent.  Oh  black  Pudding! 

2  Gent.  My  little  Labour  in  vain. 

1  Gent.  But  what  fcurvy  Knights  have  we  here  in  Malta, 
that  when  they  are  dub'd  take  their  Oath  of  Allegiance  to 
live  poor,  and  chaftly,  ever  after  .'' 

2  Gent.  'Faith  many  Knights  in  other  Nations  (I  have 
heard)  are  as  poor  as  ours  j  marry  where  one  of  'em  has 

(8)   2  Gent. ''tilljhe  has  broke  his  Back  too.    But  •what  fcur'vy,  &C. 

Enter  Zanthia. 
Zan.  Hift,  Wenches,  &c. 

1  Gent.  Oh  black  Pudding  ! 

2  Gent.   My  little  Labour  in  fvain. 

1  Gent.   But  nxhat  fcurn^y  Knights,  &C. 

2  Gent.  ''Faith  many']  In  this  Scene,  till  Zanthia  enters,  we  have 
but  two  Ladies  upon  the  Stage,  and  yet  by  fome  ftrange  Millake  they 
ask  each  other  the  felf-famc  Queftion, 

But  n.vhat  fair'vy,   SzQ. 
in  lefs  than  a  Minute's  Time.     To  remedy  tins  I  imagine  the  Text 
run  thus, 

2  Gent. ""tillJJjs  has  broke  his  Back  too*  • 

I  Gent.  But  ivbat  ftur-zy,  &c.]  Here  Zanthia  appears,  and  inter- 
rupts her  Queftion,  which  is  refum'd  four  or  five  Speeches  lower  with 
great  Propriety,  and  takes  away  that  Confufion  or  Tautology  with 
which  the  old  Text  was  jultly  chargeable. 

taken 
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taken  the  Oath  of  Chaftity,  we  want  a  new  Columbus  to 
find  out.  \^Exeunt, 

SCENE      III. 

Enter  above,  Oriana,  Zanthia,  and  two  Gentlewomen  ;  be* 
neath^  Valctta,  Mountferrat,  Aflorius,  Caftriot,  Go- 
mera,  Miranda,  Jttendants  of  Knights,  &c. 

Mount.  Are  you  there,  Lady  ? 

Ori.  Thou'rt  a  naughty  Man, 
Heav*n  mend  thee. 

Val.  Our  great  Meeting,  princely  Brothers, 
Ye  holy  Soldiers  of  the  Chrijiian-Crofs, 
(9)  Is  to  relieve  our  Captain  Norandine, 
Now  fighting  'fore  Valetta  with  the  Turk, 
A  valiant  Gentleman,  a  noble  Dane 
As  e'er  the  Country  bred,  endangered  now 
By  frelh  Supply  of  *  head-bound  Infidels. 
Much  means,  much  Blood  this  warlike  Dane  hath  Ipcnt 
T*  advance  our  Flag,  above  their  horned  Moons, 
And  oft  hath  brought  in  profitable  Conqueft ; 
Wc  muft  not  fee  him  perifh  in  our  View, 
How  far  off  fight  they  ? 

Mir.  Sir,  within  a  League. 

VaL  'Tis  well  j  our  next  Occafion  of  conventing 

(g)  Is  to  relie've  our  Captain  Norandine, 

Now /gbtifig  for  Valettz  nuith  the  Turk,]  But  was  Noran- 
dine then  fighting  only  for  the  Grand  Mafter  ?  Had  he  no  Caufe  to 
defend  but  his  ?  Surely  the  Poets  cou'd  not  be  fo  inconfiftent  with 
themfelves :  Read  as  I  have  correfted  the  Text,  and  as  cur  Poets  giv« 
us  Authority  to  do. 

Now  fighting  'fore  Valetta  ivitb  the  Turk. 
So  Colonna,  toward  the  clofe  of  the  fifth  Aft  fays. 
We  fiedy  and  in  that  Jlight  luere  to' en  again 
By  the  fame  GallieSf  'fore  Valetta.  fought. 
Valetta  is  not  only  the  Grand  Matter's  Name,  but  that  of  a  Town  »r 
the  Ifland  oi Malta:  Thus  Aft  I.  Sc.  I. 
Mount.  What  Neius  of  the  Dane, 

The  'valiant  Captain  Norandine  ? 
Call.    He  fights  Jlill 

In  "vieiv  o  tV  Toiun  Valetta. 
•  i.  e.  Turban  d,  at  im  Othello.    Mr.  Theobald. 

Arc 
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Are  thefe  two  Gentlemen,  (landing  in  your  Sight; 
(Ye  noble  Props  of  Alalia^)  royally 
(lo)  Defcended  are  they  both,  valiant  as  War, 
Miranda^   and  Gomera^  full  ten  Years 
They've  ferv'd  this  Ifland,  perfected  Exploits 
Matchlefs,  and  infinite,   they're  honeft,  wife. 
Not  empty  of  one  Ornament  of  Man : 
Moft  eminent  Agents  were  they  in  that  flaughter. 
That  marvellous  great  flaughter  of  the  Turks, 
Before  St.  Elme,   where  five  and  twenty  thoufand 
Fell,  for  five  thoufand  of  our  Chriflians : 
Thefe  ripe  Confiderations  moving  us. 
Having  had  your  allowance  on  their  Worths, 
Here  we  would  call  'em  to  our  Brotherhood  ; 
If  any  therefore  can  their  Manners  tax. 
Their  Faith,  their  Chaftity,  any  part  of  Life, 
J^et  'em  fpeak  now. 

JJlo.  None  does. 

All.  None  can,  great  Mafter. 

Val.  (ii)  The  Dignity  then  dignifie,  by  them. 
As  their  Reward  :  Tender  Miranda  firft 
Becaufe  he  is  to  fuccour  Norandine, 
Our  facred  Robe  of  Knighthood,  our  white  Croft. 

jio)   royally 

Defcended  are  they  both  valiant  as  War,]  Valiant  as  War  i« 
an  unufual  Expreffion,  at  leaft  to  me  ;  I  fufpeft  there  has  been  a 
Change  of  one  Letter,  and  a  Mutilation  of  another  in  this  Word, 
and  to  fet  it  right  we  mull  turn  the  /^upfide  down,  and  add  an  /, 
and  then  the  Senfe  will  turn  out  thus* 

Valiant  as  Mars, 
Or  if  the  Reader  thinks  this  Alteration  violates   Decorum  in  com- 
paring a  Chriftian  Knight  to  a  Heathen  God,  he  may  read  thus. 

Valiant  in  War, 
Or  if  fuch  a  Liberty  may  be  allow'd,  a  valiant  Pair,  and  then  Xhtvt 
Names  will  follow  naturally. 

(n)   The  Dignity  then  dignifie,    by  them. 

As  their  ReiJ9ard.'\     The  1647  Copy  thus, 

— — —  then  dignifie  by  them. 

Is  their  Reivard. 
Which  I  think  by  a  fmall  addition  without  any  Change  {as  In  the 
Oftavo)  may  come  nearer  to  the  old  Text, 

— then  dignify  d  by  them. 

Is  their  Renuard. 
Tho*  'tis  no  great  matter,  cither  way  may  Ao. 

The 
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(The  holy  Cognizance  of  him  we  ferve,) 
The  Sword,  the  Spurs. 

Mir.  Grave,  and  moft  honour'd  Mafter, 
With  humble  Duty,  and  my  Soul's  bed  Thanks 
To  you,  and  all  this  famous  Conventicle, 
Let  me  with  Modefty  refufe  acceptance 
Of  this  high  Order  :  I,  alas,  am  yet 
Unworthy,  and  uncapable  of  fuch  Honour  ; 
That  Merit,  which  with  favour  you  enlarge 
Is  far,  far  fhort,  of  this  propos'd  Reward. 
Who  takes  upon  him  fuch  a  charge  as  this, 
Muft  come  with  pure  Thoughts,  and  a  gathered  Mind, 
That  time  nor  all  occafions  ever  may 
After  difperfe,  or  ftain  j  did  this  Title  here 
Of  Knighthood,  ask  no  other  Ornaments 
Than  other  Countries  glitt'ring  fhow,  poor  Pride, 
A  gingling  Spur,  a  Feather,  a  white  Hand, 
(12}  A  frizled  Hair,  Powder,  Perfumes,  and  Lud, 
Drinking  fweet  Wines,  Surfeits,  and  Ignorance, 
Rafhiy  and  eas'ly  fhould  I  venture  on't ; 
But  this  requires  another  kind  of  Man. 

Mount.  A  (laid  and  mature  Judgment,  fpeak  on.  Sir. 

Mir.  May*t  pleafe  you  then  t*  allow  me  fome  Imall  time 
To  redtifie  my  felf  for  that  high  Seat, 

(12)  A  frizled  Hairy  ponuderd  perfumes,   &:c.]  Mr.  Seward  tezdt 
with  me  thus, 

A  frizUd  Hair,    Ponvder,  Perfumes,  Sec. 
The  Reader  may  perhaps  be  no  whit  difpleas'd  wirh  his  Note  upon 
this  Paffage,  which  I  fhall  here  tranfcribe.  — — ■  There  are  two  ways 
of  rendring  this  Verfe  Senfe,  either  by  ftriking  out  the  firft  Comma, 
and  making  it, 

A  frizled  Hair  poiuder'd, 
Or    by  retaining  the  Comma,  and  making  the  Adjeftive  a  Subftan- 
tive. 

Afrixltd  Hair,  Powder,  Perfumes,  and  tujl. 
I  make  no  doubt  of  preferring  the  latter,  becaufe  without  a   Paufe 
after  Hair,  it  is  really  no  Verle,  and  with  a  Paufe  after  it,  it  is  one, 
which  every  Reader  who  has  any  Ear  may  perceive, 

A  frizled  Hair  ponvder'' d.    Perfumes,  and  Luft. 
This  is  a  Particularity  that  I  believe  efcaped  the  Obfervation  of  all 
the  Writers  on  the  Englijh  Meafure.     I  have  already  given  the  rea- 
fon  of  it,  in  the  fifth  Note  on  Wit  'voithout  Money,  to  which  I  refer 
(he  Reader,  if  he  thinks  it  wonh  his  Enquiry. 

Or 
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Or  give  my  Reafons  to  the  contrary.  ) 

I'lh'  mean  I'pace,  to  difmiTs  me  to  the  aid 

O;  Norcwdbie :  My  Ships  ride  in  the  Bay 

Ready  to  difembogue,  tackled,  and  manned  ' 

Even  unto  my  wilhes. 

jVJount.  His  Requeft 
Is  fair  and  honeft. 

yal.  At  your  pleafure  go. 

Mir.  I  humbly  take  my  leave  of  all :  Of  you 
My  noble  Friend  Momtferrat ;  Gracious  Miftrels, 
Oh  that  aufpicious  Smile  doth  arm  your  Soldier ! 
Who  fights  for  thofe  Eyes,  and  this  facred  Crofs, 
Can  neither  meet  fad  accident,  nor  lofs.  [Estit, 

Ori.  The  mighty  Mafter  of  that  Livery, 
Conduft  thee  fafely  to  thele  Eyes  again. 

Mount.  Blows  the  Wind  that  way  ? 

Val  Equally  belov'd. 
Equally  meriting,  Gomra,  you 
Without  Excufe  receive  that  Dignity, 
Which  our  Provincial  Chapter  hath  decreed  you. 

Gom.  Great  Mafter  of  JerusHem*s  Hofpital, 
From  whence  to  Rhodes  this  bleft  Fraternity 
Was  driven,  but  now  among  the  Maltefe  ftands. 
Long  may  it  flourifti,  whilft  Gomera  ferves  it. 
But  dares  not  enter  farther. 

Jll  This  is  ftrange. 

Val.  What  do  ye  objefl  ? 

Com.  Nothing  againft  it,  but  my  felf,  fair  Knights  5 
I  may  not  wear  this  Robe. 

Val.  Exprefs  your  Reafons ; 
Doth  any  hid  Sin  goar  your  Confcience  ? 

yljlo.  Arc  you  unftedfaft  in  Religion  ? 

Caft.  Or  do  y*  intend  to  forfake  Malta  now. 
And  vifit  your  own  Country,  fruitful  Spain  ? 

(13)  Gom.  Never,  good  Sir. 

Vol. 

(13)  Gom.  Never,  good  Sir."]  Gomera'i  Anfwcr  fcems  by  what 
follows  to  have  referred  to  the  three  Qyeftions,  nor  do  I  know  any 
realon  why  he  (hou'd  declare  never  to  fee  Spain  again,  whether  h« 
was  Knighted  or  not ;  the  Knights  of  Malta  arc  not  coniin'd  to  the 

Ifland^ 
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Fal.  Then  explicate  your  Thoughts. 

Gom.  Thus  then  :  I  fhould  be  pcrjuiM  to  receive  it. 
Once  in  Malita^  your  next  City  here. 
When  I  was  younger,  read  I  the  Decrees 
Touching  this  point,  being  ambitious  then 
T*  approach  it  once  •,  None  but  a  Gentleman 
Can  be  admitted 

Fal.  That's  no  Obftacle 
In  you. 

Gom.  I  fliould  be  forty  that  were  it ; 
No  married  Man  — — - 

Mount.  You  never  felt  that  Yoak. 

Gom.  None,  that  hath  been  contrafted  — • 

Cafi.  Were  you  ever  } 

Gom.   Nor  married,  nor  contrafted — None  that  evet 
Hath  vowed  his  Love  to  any  Womankind, 
Or  finds  that  fecret  fire  within  his  Thoughts  : 
Here  I  am  cad,  this  Article  my  Heart 
Objefls  againrt  the  Title  of  my  Fame, 
I  am  in  Love;  laugh  not,  though  time  hath  (et 
Some  wrinkles  in  this  Face,  and  thefe  curl'd  Locks 
Willflnrtly  dye  into  another  hew. 
Yet,  yet  I  am  in  Love  :  ("Tfaith  you  fmile) 
What  Age,  what  Sex,  or  what  ProfelTion 
Divine,   or  Human,  from  the  Man  that  cries 
(14)  For  Alms  in  the  high  way,  to  him  that  fings 
At  the  high  Altar,  and  doth  Sacrifice, 
Can  truly  lay  he  knows  not  what  is  Love  ? 

Val.  '  ris  honeftly  profefsM  ;  with  whom,  Gomera  ? 
Name  the  Lady,  (15)  that  with  all  advantage 
We  may  advance  your  fuit. 

Gom.  But  will  you.  Sir  ? 

Val.  Now  by  our  holy  Rock,  were  it  our  Sifter: 

Ifland,   or  its   Neighbourhood,  but  are  permitted   at    times  to  vilit 
what  Countries  they  pleafe.     1  read  therefore. 

Neither,  good  Sir.  Mr.  Seward. 

{14)   For  Alms  in  the  high  tuay,']     So  the  oldeft  Copy  :  The  reft. 
From  Alms  the  high-iuay. 

{15)   that    nuith    all  advantage^     The     1 647    Editio.l    (•* 

The  later  Copies, 

that  luitb  all  the  ad'vantagt. 

Vol.  VII.  U  Spaniard, 
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Spaniard,  I  hold  thee  worthy,  freely  name  her. 

Com.  Be  Mafter  of  your  word  j  it  is  fhe,  Sir, 
The  matchlefs  Oriana. 

Val.  Comedown,   Lady. 
You've  made  her  blufh,  let  herconfent,  I  will 
Make  good  my  Oath. 

Mount.  Is't  lb  ?  ft  ay  -,  I  do  love 
So  tenderly,  {i6)  Gomera,  your  bright  Fame, 
As  not  to  fuffer  your  Perdition, 

Gem.  What  means  Moimtferrat  ? 

Enter  Guard. 

Mount.  This  whole  Auberge  hath, 
(A  Guard  upon  this  Ladyj  wonder  nor, 
Ta'en  publick  notice  of  the  Bajha\  Love 
Oi  Tripoli  unto  her,  and  confentcd 
She  fhould  return  this  anlwer,  as  he  writ 
For  her  Converfion,  and  betraying  Malta, 
She  (hould  advife  him  betray  Tripoly, 
And  turning  Chriftian,  he  Ihould  marry  her. 

j^l.  AH  this  wasfo. 

Mount.  How  weakly  does  this  Court  then 
Send  Veflels  forth  to  Sea,  to  guard  the  Land, 
Taking  fuch  fpecial  care  to  hxn  oncBark, 
Or  ftrive  to  add  fam'd  Men  unto  our  Cloak, 
When  they  lurk  in  our  Bofoms  would  fubvert 
This  State  and  us,  prefuming  on  their  Blood, 
And  partial  Indulgence  to  their  Sex  ? 

Val.  Who  can  this  be  ? 

Mount.  Your  Sifter,  great  Valet t a. 
Which  thus  I  prove  :  demand  the  Ba/ha's  Letter. 

Ori.  'Tis  here,  nor  from  this  Pocket  hath  been  mQV*d, 
Nor  anfwer'd,  nor  perus'd,  by 

Mount.  Do  not  fwear, 
Caft  not  away  youi  fiir  Soul,  to  your  Treafon 

(l6)  Gomcra,  pur  br:ght  Flame.']     Thus  run  all  the  Co- 
pics  from    top  to  bottom,  but  I    imagmc  the   judicious   Reader   will 
wifti  with  Mr.  Tkeohald,  Mr.  Seiiard,  and  myfel/,  that  they  had  daili'd 
out  a  Letter  and  read  thus, 
7'our  bright  Fame, 

Add 
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Add  not  foul  Perjury :  Is  this  your  Hand  ? 

Ori.  *Tis  very  like  it. 

Mount.  May  it  pleafe  the  Mafter, 
Confer  thefe  Letters,  and  then  read  her  Anfwer, 
Which  I  have  intercepted  •,  pardon  me, 
Reverend  Valet ta^  that  am  made  the  means 
To  punifh  this  mod  beauteous  Treachery, 
E*en  in  your  Sifter,  fince  in  it  I  fave 
Malta  from  Ruin  :  I  am  bolder  in*t, 
Becaufe  it  is  fo  palpable,  and  withal 
Know  our  great  Mafter  to  this  Country  firm. 
As  was  to  th'  Roman  Marcus^  who  fpar'd  not 
As  dear  a  Sifter  in  the  publick  caufe. 

VaL  I  am  amaz'd,  attend  me. 

Reads  the  Letter. 

Let  your  Forces  hy  the  next  Even  he  ready ^  my  Brother 
feafis  then\  "put  in  at  St.  Michaels,  the  Jfcent  at  that  Port 
is  eaftcji  ;  the  Keys  of  the  Cajlle  you  jhall  receive  at  my 
Hands.  That pojfefs^d,  you  are  Lord  of  yid.\zz.,  and  may  foon 
deflroy  all  by  Jire^  than  which  I  am  hotter.,  *till  I  embrace 
you.     Farewel.  Your  Wife 

O  R 1  A  N  A. 

From  this  time  let  me  never  read  again. 

Gentlew.  *Tis  certainly,   her  Hand. 

Val.  This  Letter  too. 
So  clofe  kept  by  her  felf,  could  not  be  anfwer*d 
To  every  Period  thus,  but  by  her  felf. 

Ori.  Sir,  hear  nie. 

Val.  Peace,  thou  fair  fweet  bank  of  Flowers, 
Under  whofe  Beauty  Scorpions  lie,  and  kill  i 
Wert  thou  akin  to  me,  in  fome  new  Name 
Dearer  than  Sifter,  Mother,   or  all  Blood, 
I  would  not  hear  thee  fpeak  :  Bear  her  to  Prifon, 
So  grofs  is  this,  it  needs  no  formal  courfe. 
Prepare  thy  felf,  to  Morrow  thou  fhalt  dye. 

Ori.  I  dye  a  Martyr  then,  and  a  poor  Maid, 
Almoft  i'faith  as  innocent  as  born,  [thee.  [Ex. 

Thou  know*ft  thou*rt  wicked.  Frenchman^  Heav*n  forgive 

U  2  AIL 
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All.  This  Scene's  turn*d  ftrangely. 
Val.  Yet  can  Nature  be 
So  dead  in  me  ?   I  would  my  charge  were  off, 
Mcuntferrat  fhould  perceive  my  Siller  had 
A  Broihcr,  would  not  live  to  Ice  her  dye 
Untought  for,  fince  the  Statutes  of  our  State 
Allow,  in  cafe  of  Accufations, 
A  Champion  to  defend  a  Lady's  Trurh. 
rcter  Gomerciy  tliou  haft  loft  thy  Wife, 
Death  pleads  a  Precontract. 

Gom.  I've  loft  my  Tongue, 
My  Senfe,  my  Heart,  and  every  Faculty  : 
Moimtferrat,  go  not  up  ;  with  Reverence 
To  our  great  Mifter,  and  this  Confiftory 
(I  have  confidcred  it,   it  cannot  be) 
Thou  art  a  Villain,  and  a  Forger, 
A  Blood-fucker  of  Innocence,  an  Hypocrite, 
A  moft  unworthy  Wearer  of  our  Crofs  •, 
^.To  make  which  good,  take,  if  thou  dar'ft,  that  Gage, 
■  And  arm'd  at  all  points  like  a  Gentleman, 
Meet  me  to  Morrow  Morning,  where  the  Maftcr 
(17)  And  this  Fraternity  fhall  defign,  where  I 
Will  cram  this  Slander  back  into  thy  Throat, 
And  with  my  Sword*s  point  thruft  it  to  thy  Heart, 
The  very  Neft  where  Luft  and  Slander  breeds. 
Pardon  my  Paffion  ;  I  will  tear  thofe  Spurs 
Off  from  thy  Heels,  and  ftick  'em  in  thy  Front, 
As  a  mark'd  Villain. 

Mount.  This  I  look*d  not  for: 
Ten  times  more  Villain,  I  return  my  Gage, 
And  crave  the  Law  of  Arms. 
Gom.  'Tis  that  I  crave. 
AIL  It  cannot  be  dcny'd. 
Gom.  Do  not  I  know. 
With  thoufand  Gifts  and  Importunacies, 
Thou  often  haft  follicited  this  Lady, 
(Contrary  to  thy  Oath  of  Chaftity,) 

(17)  And  thli  Fraternity Jhall  defign, '\  This  word  has  its  original 
Signification  to  Appoint  or  Dtcrtt,  in  Latin,  Defignare,  Irom  whence 
Pffignator,  an  Hciald.  Mr.  Seivard. 

Who 
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Who  ne'er  (18)  difclofing  this  thy  hoc-reign'd  Luft, 
Yet  tender  to  prevent  a  publick  Scandal, 
That  Chriftendom  might  juftly  have  impos'd 
Upon  this  holy  Inftitutinn, 

Thou  now  ha(l  drawn  this  Praftice  'gainft  her  Life, 
To  quit  her  Charity. 

Mount.  Spaniard,  thou  lieft. 

j^Jlo.  No  more,  Gomeray   thou  art  granted  Combat, 
And  you  Mountferrat  muft  prepare  againft 
To  Morrow  Morning  in  the  Valley  here 
Adjoining  to  5/.  George^  Port :    A  Lady 
In  cafe  of  Life,  'gainft  whom  one  Witnefs  comes, 
May  have  her  Champion. 

Fal.  And  who  hath  moft  right 
With,  or  againft  our  Sifter,  fpeed  in  fight.    [Flourijh.  Ex, 

Enter  Rocca. 

Mount.  Rocca,  the  firft  News  of  Miranda^  Service 
Let  me  have  notice  of. 

Roc.  You  fhall :  The  Moor 
Waits  you  without. 

Mount.  C19)  Admit  her-,  ha,  ha,  ha. 
Oh,  how  my  Fancies  run  at  tilt !  Gomera 

(18    difclofing  this  thy  hot-reign'd   Luji,^     Hot-reign'' d 

as  a  Compound  may  fignify  that  has  reign  J  hotly,  nor  do  I  there- 
fore difcard  it,  tho'  there  is  a  more  natural  reading  extremely  near 
the  trace  oF  the  Letters,  and  'tis  this, 

IVho  ne'er  dijclofitig  this  thy  not  rein'd  Lvjl.  Mr.  Scivard. 

Since  the  Communication  of  my  Friend's  Correction,  a  Sufpicion  has 
occur'd  to  mc,  that  the  Text  ought  to  be  reform'd  thus. 

Who  ne'er  difclofing  this  thy  hot- rein'd  Lufi. 
i.   e.   Having  hot  Reins,  Kidneys. 

(19)  Admit  her;  ha,  ha,  ha  "]  Laughter  which  is  always  thus 
exprcis'd,  fetms  by  no  means  fuited  to  Mountferrat'%  prefent  Cir- 
cumftances.  The  Whirls  of  his  Brain  between  his  Fears  and  Plots 
of  Prevention,  aie  what  Shakcfpear  has  finely  defcribed  in  Julius 
Cerfar, 

Betvseen  the  a.ling  of  a  dreadful  things 
And  the  fi>  ft   Motion,  all  the  interim  is 
Like  a  Phantafma,   or  an  hideous  Dream. 
Troubled   Gcfture    and  fudden  Starts    wou'd  exprefs  this,  but  rot 
Laughter.     The  Poets  therefore  moft  probably  wrote  it. 

Admit  btr  Ha  ?  —  ha?  —  ha  ?  — — .  Mr.  Seward^ 

U  3  Loves 
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Loves  Oriana  •,  fhe,  as  I  (hould  guefs, 
Affe(fts  Mtratida  ;  thcfe  are  two  dear  Friends, 
As  firm,  and  full  of  fire,  as  Steel  and  Flint. 
lo  make  *em  fo  now,  one  again  ft  the  other- 

Enter  Zanthia. 

Stay,  let  mc  lick  it  better  —  Zanthia, 
Firft  tell  me  this,  did  Boti  Gcmera  ufe 
To  give  his  Vifits  to  your  Miftrefs  ? 

Zan.  Yes,  and  Miranda  too,  but  fev'rally. 

Mount.  Which  did  flie  mofl:  apply  to  ? 

Zan.  Faith  to  neither  : 
Yet  infinitely  I've  heard  her  praife  'cm  both. 
And  in  that  manner,  that  were  both  one  Man, 
I  think  fhe  was  in  love  with't. 

Mount.  Zanthia, 
Another  Letter  you  muft  frame  for  me 
Inftantly,  in  your  Lady's  Character, 
To  fuch  a  purpofe  as  I'll  tell  thee  ftrait ; 
Go  in,  and  ftay  me  :  Go  my  Tinder-box, 
Crofs  lines  I'll  crofs ;  fo,  fo,  my  after-game 
I  muft  play  better :   Woman,  I  will  fpread 
My  Vengeance  over  Malta,  for  thy  lake  : 
Spaniard,  Italian,  like  my  Steel  and  Stone, 
I'll  knock  you  thus  together,  wear  ye  out 
To  light  my  dark  deeds,  whilft  I  feem  precife. 
And  wink,  to  fave  the  fparkles  from  mine  Eyes.  [Exeunt. 


ACT     IL     SCENE     I. 

A  Sea-fight  within,  Alarm. 
Enter  Norandine,  Miranda,  Soldiers,  and  Gentlemen. 

Mir.  U"  O  W  is  it,  Sir  ? 

■tA     Nor.  Pray  fet  me  down  ;  I  cool. 
And  my  Wounds  fmart. 
Mir.  I  hope  yet, 

Though 
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Though  there  be  many,  there's  none  dangerous. 

Nor.  I  know  not,  nor  I  care  not  much,   I  got  *em 
IJke  a  too  forward  Fool ;  but  I  hope  the  Surgeons 
Will  take  an  order  I  flian't  leave  *em  fo  ; 
I  make  the  Rogues  more  work  than  all  the  Ifland, 
And  yet  they  give  me  th'  harded  words  for  my  Mony. 

Mir.  I'm  glad  ye  are  fo  fprightly  ;  ye  fought  bravely, 
(Go  call  the  Surgeons,  Soldiers;)  wondrous  nobly. 
Upon  my  Life,  1  have  not  feen  fuch  Valour, 
Maintained  Jo  long,  and  to  fo  large  a  ruin. 
The  odds  fo  Itrong  againft  ye  too. 

Nor.  I  thank  ye. 
And  thank  ye  for  your  help,  your  timely  Succour  : 
By  th'  Mefs  it  cime  i*th*  nick.  Sir,  and  well  handled; 
Stoutly,  and  llrongly  handled;  we  had  duck'd  elfe. 
My  I'urk  had  furk^i  me  elfe  ;  but  he's  well  paid  for*t. 
Why  what  a  fign  for  an  Almanack  h'as  made  me  ? 

Enter  Aftorius. 

yljlo.  I'm  glad  to  find  ye  here.  Sir,  of  neceflity 
I  mud  have  come  Aboard  elfe ;  and  brave  Captain 
We  all  joy  much  in  your  fair  Viclory, 
And  all  the  Ifland  fpeaks  your  Valour  nobly. 
Have  ye  brought  the  'Turk  in  that  ye  took  ? 

Mir.   He  rides  there. 

Nor.  If  he  were  out  again,  the  Dev'l  fhould  bring  him. 
H'as  truly  Circumcis'd  me. 

Jjio.  I've  a  bufinefs 
Which  much  concerns  ye,  prefently  concerns  ye; 
But  not  this  Place  nor  People :  Pray  ye  draw  off.  Sir, 
For  'tis  of  that  weight  to  ye 

Mir.  I'll  wait  on  ye. 
I  muft  crave  leave  a  while  ;  my  Care  dwells  with  ye. 
And  I  muft  wait  my  felf . 

Nor.  Your  Servant,  Sir. 

Mir.  Believe  I  (hall,  and  what  my  Love  can  minifter; 
Keep  your  frout  Heart  ftill. 

Nor.  That's  my  beft  Phyfician. 

Mir.  And  I  fhall  keep  your  Fame  fair,  [£.v//. 

Nor,  Y'are  too  noble. 

U  4  A 
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A  brave  young  Fellow  of  a  matchlefs  Spirit; 

He  brought  me  off  like  Thunder,  charg*d  and  boarded. 

As  if  he  had  been  fhoc  to  fave  mine  Honour  : 

And  when  my  fainting  Men,  tyr'd  with  their  labour. 

And  lack  of  Blood,  gave  to  the  Turk  alTurance 

The  Day  was  his  ;  when  I  was  cut  in  fhrcds  thus. 

And  not  a  corn  of  Powder  left  to  blefs  us ; 

Then  flew  his  Sword  in,  then  his  Cannon  roar'd. 

And  let  fly  (20)  Blood,  and  Death,  in  Storms amongft'em. 

Then  might  I  hear  their  fleepy  Prophet  howl  too, 

And  all  their  filver  Crefcents  then  I  faw 

Like  falling  Meteors  Ipent,  and  fet  for  ever 

Under  the  Crofs  of  Maiia  •,  Death  fo  wanton 

I  never  look'd  upon,  fo  full  of  revel. 

Enier  Surgeon. 

I  will  not  be  drefs*d  yet :   Methought  that  Fellow 
Was  fit  for  no  Converfation,  nor  no  Chrifl:ian 
That  had  not  half  his  Brains  knockt  out,  no  Soldier, 
Oh  valiant  young  Man,  how  I  love  thy  Virtue. 

I  Sc/d.  Pray  ye  Sir  be  drefs'd,  alas  ye  bleed  apace  yet. 

Nor.  'Tis  but  the  fweat  of  Honour,  alas !  thou  Milkfop, 
Thou  Man  of  M^rr/^-pane,  canfl:  thou  fear  to  fee 
A  few  light  Hurts,  that  blufh  they  are  no  bigger, 
A  few  fmall  Scratches  ?  Get  y'  a  Cawdle,  Sirrah, 
Your  Finger  akes,  and  let  the  old  Wives  watch  thee : 
Bring  in  the  Booty,  and  the  Prifoners ; 
By  Heav'n  I'll  fee  'em,  and  difpofe  'em  firfl-. 
Before  I  have  a  drop  of  Blood  wip'd  from  me  -,  go. 

\_Exeunt  Soldiers, 

Surg.  You'll  faint.  Sir. 

Nor.  No,  ye  lye,  Sir,  like  an  Afs,  Sir  ; 
(21  j  I  have  no  fuch  Pigs  hurt  in  my  Belly. 

(20)  The  firfl  Folio  thus;  the  other  Editions, 

■  Blood,    and  Death,    and  Storms. 

(21)  I  have  ne  fuch  Pigs  hurt  in  my  Belly. '\  The  Captain  wou'd 
fcemingly  fay  that  he  has  more  Courage  than  to  faint  at  fuch  flight 
Wounds  as  he  had  receiv'd,  but  as  the  Words  are  incapable  in  ap- 
pearance of  conveying  any  fuch  Senfe,  may  we  pot  fuppofe  the  Peets 
made  him  fay, 

J  have  no  fuch  Pigs  hearc  in  my  Belly, 

Surg. 
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Surg.  By  my  Life,  Captain, 
Thefc  Hurts  are  n't  to  be  jefted  with. 

Nor.  If  thou  had  ft  'em  ; 
They're  my  Companions,  Fool,  my  Family  : 
I  cannot  eat  nor  fleep  without  their  Company. 
Doft  take  me  for  St.  Davy^  that  fell  dead 
With  leeing  of  his  Nofe  bleed  ? 

Enier  Soldiers  with  Booty, 

Surg.  Here  they  come,   Sir ; 
But  would  you  would  be  drefs*d. 

Nor.  Pox,  drefs  thy  felf  firft. 
Thou  faint'ft  a  great  deal  fafter  :  What's  all  this  ? 

I  Sol.  The  Mony  and  the  Merchandize  ye  took.  Sir. 

Nor.  A  goodly  Purchafe ;   is't  for  this  we  venture 
Our  Liberties  and  Lives  ?  What  can  all  this  do? 
(22)    Get  me  fome  dozen  Surfeits,  fome  leven  frefli 

Whores, 
And  twenty  Pot- Allies,  and  then  I'm  virtuous. 
Lay  th*  Knight's  Part  by,  and  that  to  pay  the  Soldier: 
This  is  mine  own,  I  think  I  have  deferv'd  it :      [maid. 
Come,  now  look  to  me,  and  grope  me  like  a  Chamber- 
ril  neither  ftart  nor  fqueak  ?  What's  that  i'th'  Trufs  there  I 

1  Sol.  'Tis  Cloth  of  Tifllie,  Sir,  and  this  is  Scarlet. 

Nor.  I  Ihall  look  redder  (hortly  then,  I  fear  me, 
And  as  a  Captain  ought,  a  great  deal  prouder. 
Can  ye  cure  me  of  that  Crack,  Surgeon  ? 

Surg.  Yes,  when  your  Suit's  at  pawn.  Sir. 

Nor.  There's  for  your  Plaifter. 
A  very  learned  Surgeon  :   What's  in  that  Pack  there  ? 

I  Sol.  'Tis  EngliJIj  Cloth. 

Nor.  That's  a  good  wear  indeed. 
Both  ftrong,  and  rich  ;  but  yet  it  has  a  Virtue 

(22)    Get  vie fome  Je<ven  frejh  Whores, 

Ar.d  tiventy   Pot-Allies,  and  then  Vm  'virtuous.']   The  oldeft 
Copy  reads  thus, 

^nd  tiventy  Pot  Allies  and  io  :  and  then,    &c. 
Which  wou'd  induce  one  to  think  the  Original  might  run  fo. 

And  t-wenty  Pot- Allies,  and  two. 
Ttvo  is  often  miftakenly  wrote  too  in  the  oldeft  Edition,  and  poffibly 
mieht  have  been  fo  here. 

^  A 
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A  Twang  of  the  own  Country,  that  fpoiis  all  ; 
A  Man  fliall  ne'er  be  fobcr  in't.  Where  are  the  Gentlemen 
That  ventured  with  me,  both  their  Lives  and  Fortunes? 
Come  forward,^ my  fair  Spirits  \  Norandine 
Forgets  his  Worth,  when  he  Forgets  your  Valours. 
You've  loft  an  Eye,  I  law  yc  face  all  Hazards: 
You've  one  left  yet,  to  chule  your  Miftrefs. 
You  have  your  Leg  broke  with  a  vShot ;   yet  fitting, 
I  faw  you  make  the  Place  good  with  your  Pike  ftiil. 
And  your  Hand's  gone  •,    a  good  Heart  wants  no  Inftru- 
Sharc  thatamongft  ye,  there's  an  Eye,  an  Arm,      [ments. 
And  that  will  bear  you  up,  when  your  Legs  cannot. 
Oh,  where's  the  honeft  Sailor?  (23J  That  poor  Fellow, 
Indeed  that  bold  brave  Fellow,  that  with  his  Musket 
Taught  them  new  Ways  how  to  put  their  Caps  off. 
That  ftood  the  fire  of  all  the  Fight,   twice  blown. 
And  twice  1  gave  him  drown'd  j  welcome  afhore  Knave; 
Give  me  thy  Hand,  if  they  be  not  both  loft  j        [come ; 
Faith  thou  art  welcome,  my  tough  Knave,  thou'rt  wel- 
Thou'lt  not  ftirink  i'th'  wafhing ; 
Hold,  there's  a  Piece  of  Scarlet,  get  thee  handfome. 
And  this  to  buy  thee  Buttons. 

Sail.  Thank  ye  Captain. 
Command  my  Life  at  all  Hours. 

Nor.  Thou  durft  give  it. 
You  have  deferv'd  too. 

3  Sold.  We  have  feen  the  Fight,  Sir. 

Nor.  Yes,  coil'd  up  in  a  Cable,  like  fait  Eels, 
Or  buried  low  i'th*  Ballaft,  d'you  call  that  fighting  ? 
Where  be  your  Wounds  ?  Your  Knocks  ?  your  want  of 

Limbs,  Rogues  ? 
Art  not  thou  he  that  ask'd  the  Mafter-Gunner 
Where  thou  might'ft  lye  fafeft  ?  and  he  ftrait  anfwer'd. 
Put  thv  Head  in  that  Hole,  new  bor'd  with  a  Cannon, 

(23) That  poor  Felloiv, 

Indeed  that  bold  brave  Fellow  ]    The  afcent  from  poor  to  bold 
end  brave  Fellovu  fcems  to  be  too  fudcen,  and  I  imagine  the  Authors 
might  have  given  it  thu?, 
7hat  pure  Fellonv, 
Indeed  that  bold,  &c. 

For 
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For  it  was  an  hundred  to  one,  another  Shot  would  not  hit 
Your  Wages  you  fhall  have,  but  for  Rewards      [there: 
Take  your  own  ways,  and  get  ye  to  the  Taverns ; 
There,   when  y*are  hot  with  Wine,  'mongfl:  your  Ad- 
mirers. 
Take  Ships,  and  Towns,  and  Caftles  at  your  Pleafures, 
And  make  th*  great  Turk  fliake  at  your  Valours.  Brino-  in 
The  Prifoners  j  now  (24^  my  brave  Mufslemen. 

Ef2ter  Prifoners^  and  Lucinda. 

You  that  are  Lords  o'th*  Sei,   and  fcorn  us  Chriftians, 
Which  of  your  mangy  Lives  is  worth  this  Hurt  here? 
Away  to  Prifon  with  'em,  fee  'em  fafe  ; 
You  fhall  find  we  have  Gallics  too,  and  Slaves  too. 

I  Sold.  What  fliali  be  done  with  this  Woman,  Sir  ? 

Nor.  Pox  take  her, 
*Twas  fhe  that  fet  me  on  to  fight  with  thefc  Rogues, 

\_Surgeons  drefs  him. 
That  Ring- Worm,  rot  it ;  what  can  you  do  now 
With  all  your  Paintings,  and  your  Pouncings,  Lady, 
T*  reflore  my  Blood  again  ?  You,  and  your  Cupid 
That  have  made  a  Carbonado  of  me  —  Plague  take  ye. 
Ye  are  too  deep  ye  Rogue —  this  is  thy  Work,  Woman, 
Thou  lowfie  Woman  —  'death,  you  go  too  deep  ftiJi  — 
The  feeing  of  your  fimpering  Sweetnefs:  — .-ye  Filly, 
Ye  Tit,  ye  Tomboy,  what  can  one  Night's  jingling. 
Or  two,  or  ten.  Sweet-heart,  and  oh  my  dear  Chicken, 
Scratching  my  Head,  or  fumbling  with  my  Fore-maft, 
Do  me  good  now  ?  Ye've  powder'd  me  for  one  Year, 
I  am  in  Ibuce  I  thank  ye;  thank  your  Beauty, 
Your  moll:  fweet  Beauty  ;  pox  upon  thofe  Goggles. 
We  cannot  fight  like  honeft  Men,  for  Honour, 
And  quietly  kill  one  another  as  we  ought. 
But  in  fteps  one  of  you  ;  t!ie  Devil's  Holincls 
And  you  muft  have  a  Dance :  away  with  her, 
She  ftinks  to  me  now. 

1  Sold.  Shall  I  have  her.  Captain  ? 

2  Sold.  Or  1  ? 

(24)  The  Copy  of  1647  has  ir, 

»■■    ....>■  my  Ifravf  Mufulmans, 

3  Sold. 
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3  Sold,  ril  marry  her 

4  Sold.  Good  Captain,  I.  [her  ; 
3  Sold.  And  make  her  a  good  Chriftian  j  lay  Hands  off 

1  know  {he's  mine.  [ners, 

2  Sold.  I'll  give  my  full  Share  for  her ;  have  ye  no  Man- 
To  thruft  the  Woman  lb  ? 

Nor.  Share  her  among  ye  -, 
And  may  Ihe  give  y'as  many  Hurts  as  I  have. 
And  twice  as  many  Aches. 

Luc.  Noble  Captain, 
Be  pleasM  to  free  me  trom  thefe  Soldiers  Wildnefs, 
'Till  I  but  fpeak  two  Words. 

Nor.   Now  for  your  Maidenhead, 
You  have  your  Book,  proceed. 

Luc.  Vidlorious  Sir, 
Seldom  are  feen  in  Men  fo  valiant, 
Minds  fo  devoid  of  Virtue  j  he  that  can  conquer. 
Should  ever  know  how  to  preferve  his  Conqueft, 
'Tis  but  a  bafe  Theft  elfe.     Valour's  a  Virtue, 
Crown  of  Mens  Adions  here  •,  yours,  as  you  make  ft. 
And  can  you  put  fo  rough  a  Foil  as  Violence, 
As  wronging  of  weak  Woman,  to  your  Triumph  } 

Nor.  Let  her  alone. 

Luc.  I've  loft  my  Husband,  Sir  ; 
You  feel  not  that:  Him  that  I  love  ;  you  care  not: 
When  Fortune  falls  on  you  thus,  you  may  grieve  too  ; 
My  Liberty  I  kneel  not  for  i  mine  Honour 
(It  ever  virtuous  Honour  touch'd  your  Heart  yet) 
Make  dear  and  precious,  Sir  -,  you  had  a  Mother 

Nor.  The  roguy  thing  fpeaks  finely,  neatj  who  took  ye? 
For  he  muft  be  your  Guard. 

Luc.  I  wilh  no  better  : 
A  noble  Gentleman,  and  nobly  us*d  me, 
They  call'd  his  Name  Miranda. 

Nor.  You  are  his  then  ? 
Ye've  light  upon  a  young  Man  worth  your  Service, 
I  free  ye  from  th'  reft,  and  from  all  Violence ; 
He  that  doth  offer't,  by  my  Head  he  hangs  for't : 
Go  fee  her  fafe  kept,  'till  the  noble  Gentleman 
Be  ready  to  difpofe  her ;  thank  your  Tongue, 

Yoa 
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You  have  a  good  one,  and  preferve  it  good  dill. 
Soldiers,  come  wait  on  me,  1*11  fee  ye  paid  all.    [Exeunt. 

SCENE        II. 

Enter  Miranda  and  Aftorius. 

yfjio.  I  knew  ye  lov'd  her,  virtuoufly  ye  lov'd  her. 
Which  made  me  make  that  hafte:  I  knew  ye  priz'd  her. 
As  all  fair  Minds  do  Goodnels. 

Mir.  Good  JJloriuSy 
I  muft  confefs  I  do  much  Honour  her, 
And  worthily  I  hope  ftill. 

Jjlo.  *Tis  no  doubt,  S;r, 
For  on  my  Life  fhe*s  much  wrong'd. 

Mir.  Very  likely. 
And  I  as  much  tormented  I  was  abfent. 

JJio.  You  need  not  fear,  Peter  Gomera*s  Noble, 
Of  a  try'd  Faith  and  Valour, 

Mir.  This  I  know    too  : 
But  whilft  I  was  not  there,  and  whiifl:  (he  fufTer'd, 
Whilll  Virtue  fuffer'd,  Friend. — Oh  how  it  loads  me! 
Whilft  Innocence  and  Sweetnefs  funk  together  ■ 
How  cold  it  fits  here?  If  my  Arm  had  fought  for  her. 
My  Youth,  though  naked,  flood  againftall  Treafons, 
My  Sword  here  grafp*d.  Love  on  the  Edge,  and  Honour, 
And  but  a  Signal  (25)  from  her  Eye  to  feal  it; 
If  then  fhe  had  been  loft.  —  I  brag  too  late, 
And  too  much  I  detract  from  the  noble Peier. 
Yet  fomc  poor  Service  I  would  do  her  Sweetnefs, 
Alas  fhe  needs  it,  my  JJlorius, 
The  gentle  Lady  needs  it. 

Jfto.  Noble  Spirit. 

Mir.  And  what  1  can--prithce  bear  with  this  Weaknefs, 

(25)  from  her  Eye   to  feal  it  ;  J     To  feal  a  Szvofd  feeras  a 

very  odd  Metaphor.  I  think  it  therefore  highly  probable  that  the 
true  word  was  Steel.  The  Propriety  and  Elegance  of  which  niight 
be  prov'd  by  forty  Pafiages  in  Shakefpear  and  our  Authors,  where 
'til  us'd  in  the  fame  Senle ;  and  the  Reader  will  find  it  twice  before 
the  end  of  this  Aft.  Mr.  Seward. 

Often 
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Often  I  do  not  ufe  thefe  Womens  Weapons, 

But  where  true  Pity  is I  am  much  troubled, 

And  fomething  have  to  do,  I  cannot  form  yet. 

JJlo.  ril  take  my  Leave,  Sir,  I  (hall  but  difturb  yc. 

Mir.  An't  pleafe  you  for  a  while ;  and  pray  to  Fortune 
To  fmiie  upon  this  Lady. 

JJio.  All  my  Help,  Sir.  [Exit. 

Mir.  Cofnera*s  old  and  ftiff,  and  he  may  lofe  her. 
The  Winter  of  his  Years  and  Wounds  upon  him, 
And  yet  he  has  done  bravely  hitherto  : 
Mountferrat*s  Fury*s  in  his  Heat  of  Summer, 
The  whiftling  of  his  Sword  like  angry  Storms, 
Renting  up  Life  by  th'  Roots:  I've  ktn  him  fcale 
As  if  a  Falcon  had  run  up  a  Train, 
Claiming  his  warlike  Pinions,  his  fteel'd  Curals. 
And  at  his  Pitch  (26)  inmew  the  Town  below  him. 
I  muft  do  fomething. 

Enter  Colonna. 

Col.  Noble  Sir,  for  Hcav'n  fake 
Take  Pity  of  a  poor  afflided  Chrilb'an, 
Redeemed  from  one  Affliction  to  another. 

Mir.  Boldly  you  ask  that,  we  are  bound  to  give 
From  what  Affliction,   Sir  ? 

Col.  From  Cold  and  Hunger, 
From  Nakednefs  and  Stripes. 

Mir.  A  Prifoner } 

Col.  A  Slave,  Sir,  in  the  TurkifK)  Prize,  new  taken ; 
That  in  the  Heat  of  Fight,   when  your  brave  Hand 
Brought  the  Dane  Succour,  got  my  Irons  off, 
^nd  put  my  felf  to  mercy  of  the  Ocean. 

Mir.  And  fwum  to  Land.? 

Col.  I  did,  Sir,  Heav*n  was  gracious; 
But  now  a  Stranger,  and  my  Wants  upon  me, 
(Though  willingly  I  would  preferve  this  Life,  Sir, 
With  Honefty  and  Trurh,)    I  am  not  look*d  on  ; 
The  Hand  of  Pity  that  (liould  give  for  Heav*ns  fake, 

(26) inmeiv  the  Tonxjn   belo^v  hirn.'\  Mr.  Theobald  wou'd 

have  the  Line  correftcd  thus. 
The  Fowl  beloxv  him. 

And 
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And  charitable  Hearts,  are  grown  fo  cold,  Sir, 
Never  remembring  what  their  Fortunes  may  be. 

Mir.  Thou  fay'ft  too  true ;  of  what  Profeflion  art  thou  ? 

Col.  I  have  been  better  train'd,  and  can  ferve  truly. 
Where  Truft  is  laid  on  me. 

Mir.  A  handfome  Fellow  ; 
Hafl-  th'  then  e'er  bore  Arms  ? 

Col.  I've  trod  full  many  a  March,  Sir, 
C27)   And  fome  Hurts  have  to  (hew  ;  before  me  too,  Sir. 

Mir.  Pity  this  thing  fhou'd  ftaive,  or,  forc'd  for  Want, 
Come  t'  a  worfe  End.    I  know  not  what  thou  may'Il  be. 
But  if  thou  think'ft  it  fit  to  be  a  Servant, 
I'll  be  a  Maftcr,  and  a  good  one  to  thee. 
If  ye  deferve.  Sir. 

Col.   Elfe  I  ask  no  Favour. 

A//>.  Then,  Sir,  to  try  your  Truft,  becaufe  I  like  you. 
Go  to  the  Dafie,   of  him  receive  a  Woman, 
A  TurkiJJj  Prifoner,  for  me  receive  her, 
I  hear  Ihe  is  my  Prize,  look  fairly  to  her. 
For  I  would  have  her  know,  tho'  now  my  Prifoner, 
The  Chriftians  need  no  School mafters  for  Honour. 
Take  this  to  buy  thee  Cloaths,  this  Ring,  to  help  thee 
Into  th'  Fellowfhip  of  my  Houfe  j  y'are  a  Stranger, 
And  my  Servants  will  not  know  ye  clfe  ;  there  keep  her. 
And  with  all  Modelly  prelerve  your  Service. 

Col.  A  foul  Example  find  me  elfe  ;  Heav'n  thank  ye, 
Of  Captain  Norandine? 

Mir.   The  jame. 

Col.  'Tis  done.   Sir: 
And  may  Heav'n's  Goodnefs  ever  dvvcl!  about  ye.- 

Mir.   Wait  there  'till  I  come  home. 

Col.  I  fliall  not  fail,  Sir.  {Exeunt. 

(27)  And  fome  Hurts  have  to  J^.>eiu  ;  he/ore  me  too,  5'/V.]  I  have 
a  fmall  Quarrel  to  me  here;  Shnkefpear  does  not  write  lo,  in  the 
laft  Scene  of  Mackbeth:  OIJ  Siicard,  upon  hearing  his  Son  was 
dead  in  Battle,   a^ks  Rojfe,  who  told  him  the  heavy  News, 

Had   he  his  Hounds  before. 
So  here  1  wou'd  llrike  out  me,  and  read  the  Line  thus, 
And  fome  Hurts  havt  to  fl^fw,    before  too,   Sir. 

SCENE 
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SCENE      111. 

Enter  Mountferrat  with  a  Letter,  and  Abdella. 

jibd.  *Tis  ftrange  it  Ihould  be  fo,  that  your  high  mettle 
Should  check  thus  poorly,  dulJy  ;  mod  unmanly. 

Mount.  Let  me  alone. 

Abd.  Thus  leaden ly  .? 

Mount. Take  ye. 

Abd.  At  every  chiidifh  Fear  ?  At  every  Shadow  ? 
Are  you  Mountferrat.,  that  have  done  fuch  Deeds? 
Wrought  through   Juch  bloody  Fields,   Men  fliake  to 

Ipeak  of? 
Can  ye  go  back  ?  Is  there    a  Safety  left  yet 
But  tore-righr  ?  Is  not  Ruin  round  about  ye  ?      [whole? 
Have  ye   not  dill  thefe  Arms,  that  Sword,   that  Heart 
Is*t  not  a  Man  ye  fight  with,  and  an  old  Man, 
A  Man  half  kill'd  already  ?  Am  not  I  here  ? 
As  lovely  in  my  Black  to  entertain  thee. 
As  high  and  full  of  Heat  to  meet  thy  Pleafures  ? 

Mount.  rU  be  alone. 
Abd.  Ye  (hall ;  farewel.  Sir, 
And  do  it  bravely,  never  think  of  Confcience  •, 
There  is  none  to  a  Man  refolv'd  ;  be  happy.  [^Exit. 

Enter  Miranda. 

Mount.  No,  mod  unhappy  Wretch  as  thou  haft  made  me 
More  Devil  than  thy  fejf,  1  am. 

Mir.  Alone, 
And  troubled  too,  I  take  it  ;  how  he  ftarts  ? 
All  is  not  handfome  in  thy  Heart,  Mountferrat. 
God  fpeed  ye.  Sir,  I  have  been  feeking  of  ye  ? 
They  fay  you  are  to  fight  to  Day. 

Af<9««/.  What  then?  [Sir. 

Mir.  Nay,  nothing  but  good  Fortune  to  your  Sword, 
Ye  have  a  Caufe  requires  it,  th'  Ifland's  Safety, 
The  Order's,  and  your  Honour's. 

Mount.  And  do  you  make  a  Queftion 
I  will  not  fight  it  nobly? 

Mr. 
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Mir.  Ye  dare  fight. 
Ye  have,  and  with  as  great  Confidence  as  Juftice, 
IVe  feen  ye  ftrike  as  home,  and  hit  as  deadly. 
Mount.  Why  are  thefe  Qjeftions  then  ? 

Mir.  V\\  tell  ye  quickly. 
Ye  have  a  Lady  in  your  Caufe,  a  fair  one, 
A  gentler  never  trod  on  Ground,  a  nobler • 

Mount.  Do  ye  come  on  fo  fait?    I  have  it  for  ye. 

[A/tdr 

Mir.  The  Sun  ne'er  favv  a  Tweeter. 

Mdunt.  Thefe  I  grant  ye; 
Nor  dare  I  again  ft  Beauty  heave  my  Hand  up. 
It  were  unmanly,  Sir;  too  much  unmanly  : 
But  when  thefe  Excellencies  turn  to  Ruin, 
To  Ruin  of  themlelves,  and  thofe  prote<5t  *em  ; 
When  Virtue's  lolt,  Luft  and  Diflionour  enter'd  ; 
Lofsofour  fclves  and  Souls  bafcly  projected  — 

Mir.  Do  you  think  *tis  fo  ? 

Mount.  Too  fure. 

Mir.  And  can  it  be? 
Can  it  be  thought,  Motintferrat^   fo  much  SweetneJs, 
So  great  a  Magazine  of  all  things  precious, 
A  Mind  fo  heav*nly  made? prithee obferve  me. 

Mount.  I  thought  fo  too  ;  now  by  my  holy  Order, 
He  that  had  told  me,   ('till  Experience  found 

Too  bold  a  Proof)  this  Lady  had  been  vicious 

I  wear  no  dull  Sword,  Sir,  nor  hate  I  Virtue. 

Mir.  Againft  her  Brother  ?  To  the  Man  has  bred  her  ? 
Her  Blood  and  Honour  ? 

Mount.  Where  ambitious  Luft, 
(Defire  to  be  above  the  Rule  prelcrib'd  her,) 
Takes  hold,   and  wins,  poor  Chaftky,  cold  Duty, 
Like  Faftiions  old  forgot,  ftie  flings  behind  her. 
And  puts  on  Blood  and  Milchief,  Death  and  Ruin, 
To  raife  her  new-built  Hopes,  new  Faith  to  faften  her: 
Ma'foy,  Hie  is  as  foul,  as  Heav'n  is  beauteous. 

MV.Thou  ly'ft,  thou  ly'ft  Mountferrat^  thou  ly'ft  bafclyj 
Stare  nor,  nor  fwell  not  with  thy  Pride  ;  thou  ly'ft. 
And  this  fhall  make  it  good. 

Mount.  Out  with  your  Heat,  firft 

Vol.  VII.  X  Ye 
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Yc  fhall  be  fought  withal. 

Mir.  By  ■ that  Lady, 

The  Virtue  of  that  Woman,   were  all  th*  good  deeds 
Of  all  thy  Family,   bound  in  one  Fagot, 
From  Adam  to  this  hour,  but  with  one  fparkle 
"Would  fire  that  wifp,  and  turn  it  to  light  Afhcs. 

Mount.  Oh  pitiful  young  MaUjltruck  blind  with  Beauty? 
Shot  with  a  VVoman's  fmile  :  poor,  poor  Miranda-, 
Thou  hopeful  young  Man  once,  but  now  thou  loft  Man  ; 
Thou  naked  Man  of  all  that  we  call  Noble, 
How  art  thou  cozen'd  ?   Didft  thou  know  what  I  do. 
And  how  far  thy  dear  Flonour,  (mark  me  Fool) 
Which  like  a  Father  I  have  kept  from  blafting. 
Thy  tender  Honour  is  abus'd — ■  but  fight  firft. 
And  then  too  late,  thou  fhalt  know  all. 

Mir.  Thou  ly*ft  ftill. 

Mount.  Stay, now  I'll  (hew  thee  all, and  then  1*11  kill  thee. 
1  love  thee  fo  dear,  Time  fhall  not  difgrace  thee. 
Read  that.  [Gives  him  a  Letter. 

Mir.  It  is  her  Hand  j  it  is  moft  certain; 
Good  Angels  keep  me  ;  that  I  fl^ould  be  her  Agent 
To  betray  Malta\  and  bring  her  to  the  Bajha^ 
That  on  my  tender  love  lay  all  her  Projed ! 
Eyes  never  fee  again,   melt  out  for  forrowj 
Did  the  Devil  do  this  ? 

Mount.  No,  but  his  Dam  did  it, 
The  virtuous  Lady  that  you  love  fo  dearly  •, 
Come,  will  ye  fight  again  } 

Mir.  No,  prithee  kill  me. 
For  Heav'n's  liikc,  and  for  Goodnefs*  fake  difpatch  me. 
For  the  difgrace  fake  that  I  gave  thee,  kill  me. 

Mount.  Why,  are  ye  guiky  ? 

Mir.  I  have  liv'd,  Mountferrat., 
To  fee  Dilhonour  fwallow  up  all  Virtue, 
And  now  would  die :  By  Heav'n's  eternal  Brightnefs, 
I  am  as  clear  as  Innocence. 

Mount.  I  knew  it, 
And  therefore  kept  this  Letter  from  all  Knowledge, 
And  this  my  Sword  from  Anger,  ye  had  dy'd  elfe. 
And  yet  1  lye,  and  bafcly  lye. 

Mir. 
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Mir.  O  Virtue! 
Unfpotted  Virtue,  whither  art  thou  vanifii'd  ? 
What  halt  thou  left  us  to  abufe  our  Frailties, 
In  fliape  of  Goodnefs  ? 

Mount.  Come,  take  Courage,  Man, 
I  have  forgiven  and  forgot  your  rallinels, 
And  hold  you  fair  as  light  in  all  your  Adions, 
And  by  my  troth  I  griev'd  your  Loves  j  take  comfort, 
There  be  more  Women. 

Mir.  And  more  Mifchief  in  'em. 

Mount.  The  Juftice  I  fhall  do,  to  right  thefe  Villanies, 
Shall  make  ye  Man  again :  I'll  llrike  it  furc.  Sir. 
Come,  look  up  bravely,  put  this  puling  Pafiion 
Out  of  your  Mind;  one  knock  for  thee,  Miranda^ 
And  for  the  Bov,  the  grave  Gomera  gave  thee, 
When  fhe  accepted  thee  her  Champion  ; 
And  in  thy  abfence,   like  a  valiant  Gentleman, 
I  yet  remember  it:  he  is  too  young,. 
Too  BoyiHi,   and  too  tender,   to  adventure  : 
I'll  give  him  one  found  rap  for  that:  I  love  thee, 
Thou  art  a  brave  young  Spark. 

Mir.  Boy,  did  he  call  me.'* 
Gomera  call  me  Boy  ? 

Mount.   It  pleas*d  his  Gravity, 
To  think  fo  of  ye  then  :   they  that  do  Service, 
And  honeft  Service,  fuch  as  thou  and  I  do. 
Are  either  Knaves  or  Boys. 

Mir.  Boy,  by  Gomera  ? 
How  lookM  he  when  he  faid  it  ?  for  Gomera 
•Was  ever  wont  to  he  a  virtuous  Gentleman, 
Humane  and  fweet. 

Mount.   Yes  when  he  will,  he  can  be  ; 
But  let  it  go,  I  would  not  breed  Diffention, 
'Tis  an  unfriendly  Oflicei  and  had't  been 
(28)  To  any  of  a  higher  firain  than  you,  Sir, 

The 

(2S)  To  any  of  an  higher  drain  than  you  are^  At  firft  glance, 
the  Reader  may  think  as  I  once  did  with  Mr.  Seward,  that  lighttr^ 
or  Inxer,  or  fome  Aich  word  fhou'd  fupply  the  place  of  higher. 
But  poflib!)'  ihe  PalTa^e  is  right  as  it  is,  and  refers  only  to  the  even 
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The  well  known,  well  approved,  and  lov'd  Miranda, 
I  had  not  thought  on't:   hapMy  *twas  his  hafte  too. 
And  zeal  to  her. 

Mir.  A  Traitor  and  a  Boy  too  ? 
Shame  take  me  if  I  fuffcr't ;  puff,  farcwel  Love. 

Mount.  Ye  know  my  bufinel's,  I  muft  leave  yc.  Sir, 
My  hour  grows  on  apace. 

Mif-  1  niuft  not  leave  you, 
1  dare  not,  nor  I  will  not,  'till  your  Goodnefs 
Have  granted  me  one  courtefie  :  ye  fay  ye  love  me? 

Mount.  I  do,  and  dearly ;  ask,  and  let  that  Courtefie    ' 
Nothing  concern  mine  Honour. 

Mir.  You  muft  do  it, 
Or  you  will  never  fee  me  more. 

Mount.  What  is  it  } 
It  fhall  be  great  that  puts  ye  off;  pray  fpeak  it. 

Mir.  Pray  let  me  fight  to  day,  good,  dear  Mountferrat^ 

Let  me,  and  bold  Gomera 

Mount.  Fie,  Aliranda^ 
D'ye  weigh  my  Worth  fo  little  ^ 

Mir.  On  my  Knees, 
As  ever  thou  hadft  true  touch  of  a  forrow 
Thy  Friend  conceiv'd,  as  ever  Honour  lov'd  thee         ' 
Mount.   Shall  I  turn  Recreant  now  ? 
Mir.  *Tis  not  thy  Caufe, 
Th-^u  haft  no  Reputation  wounded-in*t  j 
Thine's  but  a  general  zeal :  death,  I  am  tainted. 
The  deareft  twyn  to  life,  my  Credit's  murder*d, 
Baffl'd  and  boy'd. 

Mount.  Tm  glad  yeVe  fwallow'd  it.  [/f/ide. 

I  muft  confefs  I  pity  ye  ;  and  'tisajuftice, 
A  great  one  too,  you  fliould  revenge  thefe  Injuries  : 
I  know  it,  and  I  know  ye  fit  and  bold  to  do'r. 
And  Man,  as  much  as  Man  may  :  but  Miranda,  — — ^ 
Why  do  ye  kneel ,'' 

Tenfpcr  and  Difpffulon  of  Miranda,  and  means  that  had  he  been  of 
an  hot  fiery  '^I'empcr  proue  to  Fallion,  l^c.  he  fhou'd  not  have  dif- 
covered  a  Secret,  which  might  poliibly  breed  Diflenfion  betwixt  Go- 
inera  and  him.  This  I  only  oficr  the  Reader,  in  order  to  give  the 
Text  fair  Play,  if  hf  docs  not  approve  of  the  Explanation,  lighter 
or  k^'jer  are  flill  at  his  Service. 

Mir. 
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Mir.  By PJl  grow  to  th*  Ground  here, 

And  with  my  Sword  dig  up  my  Grave,  and  fall  in*r, 
Uniefs  thou  grant  me — Dear  Mountferrat^  Friend, 
Is  any  thing  in  my  power,  to  my  iife.  Sir  ? 
The  Honour  fhall  be  yours.. 

Mount.  I  love  ye  dearly. 
Yet  fo  much  1  Ihould  tender——— 

Mir.  I'll  preferve  all : 

By 1  will  i  or  all  the  Sin  fall  with  me. 

Pray  let  me. 

Mount.  Ye  have  won  ;  I'll  once  be  Coward 
To  pleafure  you. 

Mir.  I  kils  your  Hands,  and  thank  ye. 

Mount.  Be  tender  of  my  Credit,  and  fight  bravely. 

Mir.   Blow  not  the  Fire  that  flames. 

Mount.  1*11  lend  mine  Armour, 
My  Man  fhall  prefently  attend  ye  with  it, 
For  you  muft  arm  immediately,  the  hour  calls, 
I  know  'twill  fit  ye  right  •,   be  fure,  and  fecret. 
And  lafi:  be  fortunate  ;  farewel,  y'  are  fitted  : 
I'm  glad  the  load's  off  me. 

Mir.  My  beft  Mountferrat,  [Exeunt. 

SCENE         IV. 

Enter  Norandine  and  Do^or. 

Nor.  Do<^or,  I'll  fee  the  Combat,  that's  the  truth  on'C, 
If  I  had  ne'er  a  Leg,  I'd  crawl  to  lee  it. 

Do^.  You're  moft  unfit,  if  I  might  counfel  ye. 
Your  Wounds  fo  many,  and  the  Air 

Nor.  The  Halter  j 
The  Air's  as  good  an  Air,  as  fine  an  Air— *— 
Wouldft  thou  have  me  live  in  an  Oven? 

Doof.  B-^fide  the  noife,  Sir, 
Which  to  a  tender  Body' 

Nor.  That's  it,  Doftor, 
My  Body  muft  be  cur'd  withal  ;  if  you*ll  heal  me  quickly. 
Boil  a  Drum-head  in  my  Broth  •,  I  never  profpcr. 
With  Knuckles  o'  Veal,  and  Birds  in  Sorrel  Sops, 
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Cawdles,  and  CuIlyfTes,  they  wafh  me  away 
Like  a  Horfe  had  eaten  Grains :  if  thou  wilt  cure  me, 
A  pickled  Herring,  and  a  pottle  of  Sack,  Dodlor, 
(29)  And  half  a  dozen  Trumpets- 

Don.  You're  a  ftrange  G<.ntleman- 

Nor.  As  e'er  thou  knew'ftj  wilt  thou  give  m*  another 
Ghfter, 
That  I  may  fit  cleanly  there  like  a  French  Lady, 
When  fhe  goes  to  a  Mask  at  Court :  Where's  thy  Hoboy  r 

Dc^.  I'm  glad  y'  are  grown  fo  merry. 

Nor.  Welcome,  Gentlemen. 

Enter  Aftorius,  and  Caflriot. 

jijlo.  We  come  to  fee  you,  Sir ;  and  glad  we  are 
To  fee  you  thus,  thus  forward  to  your  Health. 

Nor.  I  thank  my  Doclor  here. 

Dc^.  Nay,  thank  your  felf.  Sir, 
For  by  my  troth,  I  know  not  how  he's  cur'd. 
He  ne'er  obferves  any  of  our  Prefcriptions. 

Nor.  Give  me  my  Mony  again  then,  good  fweet  Doftor ; 
W^ilt  thou  have  twenty  Shillings  a  day  for  vexing  me  ? 

Do5i.  That  fliall  not  fcrve  ye,  Sir. 

Nor.  Then  forty  fhall.  Sir, 
And  that  will  make  ye  fpeak  well :  Hark,  the  Drums. 

[Brums  afar  off:  A  low  March, 

Cajl.  They  begin  to  beat  to  th'  Field  ;  Oh  noble  Dane^ 
Never  was  fuch  a  Stake,  I  hope,  of  Innocence, 
Plaid  for  in  Malta,  and  in  Blood,  before. 

AJlo.   It  makes  us  hang  our  Heads  all. 

Nor.   A  bold  Villain  j 
If  there  be  Treafon  in  it —  Accufe  poor  Ladies  ? 

And  yet  they  may  do  mifchief  too I'll  be  with  ye  : 

Jf  flic  be  innocent  I  fliall  find  it  quickly, 
And  fomtthing  then  I'll  fay 

y^Jlo.  Come,  lean  on  us,  Sir. 

Nor.  I  thank  ye.  Gentlemen  :  and  Domine  DoHor^ 
Pray  bring  a  little  fneezing  Powder  in  your  Pocket, 

(29)  Mr.  ThcQkald  has  explain'd  this  in  his  firft  Note  on  The  Scorn- 
ful hady. 

For 
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For  fear  I  fwoon  (30J  when  I  fee  Blood. 
Do5l.  You're  pleafanc.  [Exeunt. 

S       C       E       N       E  ■      V. 

Enler  iwo  Marjhals. 

1  Marjh.  Are  the  Combatants  come  in  ? 

[The  Scaffold  fet  ouiy  and  the  Stairs, 

2  Marjh.  Yes. 

1  Marjh.  Make  the  Field  clear  there. 

2  Marjl).  That's  done  too. 

1  Marfl^.  Then  to  the  Prifoner,    the  grand  Mafter's 

coming, 
Let's  fee  that  all  be  ready  there. 

2  Marfi).  Too  ready. 

How  ceremonious  our  very  Ends  are  ? 
Alas,  fvveet  Lady,  if  fhe  (dc  innocent,  [^Flourijh. 

No  doubt  but  Juftice  will  dired:  her  Champion. 
Away,  I  hear-  'em  come. 

I  Marjh.  Pray  Heav'n  Ihe  profper. 

Enter  Valetta,  Norandine,  Aftorius,  Caftriot,  i^c. 

Val.  Give  Captain  Norandine  a  Chair. 

Nor.  I  thank  your  Lordlhip. 

Val.  Sit,  Sir,  and  take  your  cafe ;  your  Hurts  require  it : 
You  come  to  fee  a  Woman's  Caufe  decided, 
(That's  all  the  Knowledge  now,  or  Name  Pvefor  her  :) 
They  fay  a  falfe,  and  bale,  and  treach'rous  Woman, 
And  partly  prov'd  too. 

Nor.  Pity't  fhould  be  fo  : 
And  if  your  Lordfhip  durft  ask  my  Opinion, 
Sure  I  fhould  anfwer  No  ;  fo  much  1  honour  her  : 
And  anfwer't  with  my  Life  too  :    But  Gornera 
Is  a  brave  Gentleman  i  the  other  valiant, 
And  if  he  be  not  good,  Dogs  gnaw  his  Fiefh  off. 
And  one  above  *em  both  will  find  the  Truth  out. 
He  never  fails,  Sir. 

(;o)   All  the  otlier  Books,  but  the  firft  Folio,  read, 
-  .,     .    .  "vjhtn  I  fee  my  Blood. 

X  4  '  Vd. 
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Fa/.  That's  the  hope  refts  with  me. 
Nor.  How  Nature  and  his  Honour  ftrugglc  in  him  ! 
A  fwect,  clear,  noble  Gentleman. 

[JVithin,  make  room  there. 
Guard.  Make  room  there. 
Val.  Go  up,  and  what  you  have  to  fay,  fay  there. 

Enter  OrhnHy  Ladies,  Executioner,  Abdella,  and  Guard, 

Ori.  Thus  I  afcend  ;  nearer  I  hope  to  Heav'a  ; 
Nor  do  I  fear  to  tread  this  dark  black  Manfion, 
The  Image  of  my  Grave,  each  foot  we  move 
Goes  to  it  dill;  each  hour  we  leave  beliind  us, 
Knolls  fadly  toward  it :  My  noble  Brother, 
For  yet  mine  Innocence  dares  call  ye  fo, 
And  you  the  Friends  to  Virtue,  that  come  hither. 
The  Chorus  to  this  Tragick  Scene,  behold  me. 
Behold  me  with  your  Juilice,  not  with  Pity, 
CMy  Caufe  was  ne'er  ib  poor  to  ask  Compaflion,) 
Behold  me  in  this  fpotlefs  White  1  wear. 
The  Emblem  of  my  Life,  of  all  my  Adions, 
So  ye  fliall  iind  my  Story,  though  1  perifh  : 
Behold  me  in  my  Sex,  1  am  no  Soldier, 
Tender  and  full  of  fears  our  blufliing  Sex  is, 
Unhardncd  with  relentlefs  Thoughts ;  C31)  unhatchc 
With  Biood  and  bloody  Pradice  :  'las,  we  tremble 
But  when  an  angry  Dream  afflicts  our  Fancies, 
Die  with  a  Tale  well  told  ;  had  J  been  praftis'd. 
And  known  the  way  of  Mifchief,  travell'd  in  it. 
And  giv'n  my  Blood  and  Honour  up  to  reach  it ; 
Forgot  Religion,  and  the  Line  I  fprung  of; 
Oh  Heav'n!  J  had  been  fit  then  for  thy  Jullice, 
And  then  in  black,  as  dark  as  Hell,  l*d  howl'd  here. 
Laft,  in  your  own  Opinions  v^-eigh  mine  Innocence ; 
Amongft  ye  I  v/as  planted  from  an  Infant, 
(Would  then,  if  Heav'n  had  fo  been  pleas'd,  Pd  perifli'd) 
Grew  up,  and  goodly,  ready  to  bear  Fruit, 
The  honourable  Fruit  of  Marriage  : 
And  am  I  blafted  in  my  Bud,  with  Treafon  ? 


(31)  See  Note  51  on  T^c  Cujlom  of  the  Country. 
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Boldly  and  bafcly  of  my  fair  Name  ravifh'd. 
And  hither  brought  to  find  my  Reft  in  Ruin? 
But  he  that  knows  all,  he  that  rights  all  Wrongs, 
And  in  his  time  reftores,  knows  me :  I've  fpoken. 

yal.  If  ye  be  innocent,  Heav'n  will  protecft  ye. 
And  fo  I  leave  ye  to  his  Sword  ftrikes  for  ye  ; 
Farewel. 

Ori.  Oh  that  went  deep,  farewel  dear  Brother, 
And  howfoe'er  my  Caufe  goes,  fee  my  Body 
(Upon  my  Knees,  I  ask  it)  buried  chaftely ; 
For  yet,  by  holy  Truth,  it  never  trefpafs'd. 

j4Jio.  Jultice  fit  on  your  Caufe,  and  Heav*n  fight  for  ye. 

Nor.  Two  of  ye,  Gentlemen,  do  me  but  the  Honour 
To  lead  me  to  her  •,  good  my  Lord,  your  Leave  too. 

Fal.  You  have  it.  Sir. 

Nor.  Give  me  your  fair  Hand  fearlefs. 
As  white  as  this  I  lee  your  Innocence, 
As  fpotlefs,  and  as  pure ,  be  n't  afraid.  Lady, 
You  are  but  here  brought  to  your  nobler  Fortune, 
To  add  unto  your  Life  immortal  Story  : 
Virtue,  through  hardeft  things  arrives  at  Happiness, 
Shame  follow  that  blunt  Sword  that  lofes  you  j 
And  he  that  ftrikes  againft  you,  I  fhall  ftudy  • 
A  Curfe  or  two  for  him :  Once  more  your  fair  Hand, 
I  ne'er  brought  ill  Luck  yet ;  be  fearlefs  happy. 

Ori.  I  thank  ye,  noble  Captain. 

Nor.  So  I  leave  ye. 

Fal,  Call  in  the  Knights  feverally. 

Efiter  feveraU)\  Gomera  <j;/i  Miranda. 

Ori.  But  two  words  to  my  Champion, 
And  then  to  Heav'n  and  him  f  give  my  Caufc  up. 

Val.  Speak  quickly,  and  fpeak  fhort. 

Ori.  I  have  not  much,  Sir. 
Noble  Gomera^  from  your  own  free  Virtue, 
You've  undertaken  here  a  poor  Maid's  Honour, 
And  with  the  hazard  of  your  Life  •,  and  happily 
You  may  fulpecfl  the  Caufe,  though  in  your  true  Worth 
You  will  not  ftievv  it;  therefore  take  this  Tellimjny, 
(And  as  I  hope  for  Happinel's,  a  true  one,^ 

And 
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And  mjy  it  fteel  your  Heart,  and  edge  your  good  Sword  : 
Ye  fight  for  her,  as  fpotlefs  of  thefe  Mifchiefs, 
As  Heav'n  is  ot  our  Sins,  or  Truth  of  Errors, 
And  lo  defie  that  treacherous  Man,  and  profper. 

Ncr.  BlefTing  o*  thy  Heart,  Lady. 

Val.  Give  the  Signal  to  'em.  \_Low  Alarms. 

Ncr.  'Tis  bravely  fought  i  Gomcra,  follow  that  blow, — 

Well  flruck  again.  Boy. look  upon  the  Lady, 

And  gather  Spirit :  brave  again — Jye  clofe. 
Lye  clofe,   I  lay — he  fights  aloft,  and  llrongly  ; 

Clofe  for  thy  life —  a o*  that  fell  Buffet : 

Retire  and  gather  Breath;  ye've  Day  enough,  Knights- 
Look  lovely  on  him.  Lady  -,  to't  again  now. 
Stand,  ftand,  Gomera^  (land—  one  blow  for  all  now. 
Gather  thy  ftrength  together;  God  blefs  th'  Woman: 
"Why,  where's  thy  noble  Heart .?    Heav'n  blefs  the  Lady. 

Ml  Oh,  oh  I 

Val.  She  is  gone,  fhe  is  gone. 

ISlor.  Now  flrike  it.  [quer*d— 

Hold,  hold — he  yields:  hold  thy  brave  Sword,  he's  con- 
He's  thine,  Gomera  ;  now  be  joyful,  Lady  : 
What  could  this  Thief  have  done,  tiad's  Caufe  been  equal  ? 
He  made«my  Heart-fl rings  tremble. 

Val.  OfFwith's  Cask  there; 
And  Executioner,  take  you  his  Head  next. 

Jbdei  Oh  curfcu  Fortune  !  [Jfide. 

Gom.  Stay,   I  befeecii  ye,  Sir,  and  this  one  Honour 
Grant  me,  1  have  deferv'd  it ;  that  this  Villain 
IVlay  live  one  day,  to  envy  at  my  Juftice, 
'I'hat  he  may  pine  and  die,  before  the  Sword  fall. 
Viewing  the  Glory  1  have  won  her  Goodnefs. 

Val.  He  (hall,  and  you  the  Harvelt  of  your  Valour 
Shall  reap,  brave  Sir,  abundantly. 

Gom.  Tve  liiv'd  her, 
(32)  Preferv'd  her  fpotlefs  Worth  from  black  Deflruction, 

(Her 

(52)  Prefcr"jd  her  fpotie/s  Worth  f torn  black  'Dt^r\x^\on,']  If  by 
Worth  the  Poets  mean  her  ijcorthy  felf,  to  fave  that  from  Dellruc- 
tion,  wou'd  be  only  fayinjj  the  fame  tlnr.g,  ui.h  preferving 

Her  Youth,  and  Siveetiiefs,  from  a  timelefs  Ruin, 
'Three  Lines  bdo'iV.     But  if  by  Worth  be  meant  her  Fame  and  Cha 
!'  ra:ltr. 
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(Her  white  Name  to  Eternity  delivcr'd,) 
Her  Youth,  and  Sweetnefs  from  a  timelefs  Ruin. 
Now,  Lord  Valetta,  if  this  bloody  Labour 
May  but  deferve  her  Favour 

Mir.  Stay,  hear  me  firft. 

Val.  Off  with  his  Cask,  this  is  Miranda's  Voice. 

Nor.  *Tis  he  indeed,  or  elfe  mine  Eyes  abufe  me. 
What  makes  he  here  thus? 

Ori.  Ah  !  the  young  Miranda  ? 
Is  he  mine  En'my  too  ? 

Mir.  None  has  dcfervM  her. 
If  Worth  muft  carry  it,  and  Service  feek  her, 
But  he  that  fav'd  her  Honour. 

Gom.  That's  I,  Miranda. 

Mir.  No,  no,  that's  I,  Gomcra,  be  n't  fo  forward  j 
In  bargain  for  my  Love,  ye  cannot  cozen  me. 

Gotn.  I  fought  it. 

Mir.  And  I  gave  it ;  which  is  nobler? 
Why  every  Gentleman  would  have  done  as  much 
As  you  did  ;  fought  it  ?  that's  a  poor  Defert,  Sir, 
They're  bound  to  that ;  but  then  to  make  that  Fight 

fure. 
To  do  as  I  did,  take  all  Danger  from  it. 
Suffer  that  Coidncfs,  that  muft  call  me  now 
Into  Difgrace  for  ever,  into  Pity > 

Gom.  I  undertook  firft,  to  preferve  her  from  Hazard. 

Mir.  And  I  made  fure  no  Hazard  fhould  come  near  her. 

Gom.  'Twas  I  defy'd  Mount f err  at. 

Mir.  'Twas  I  wrought  him. 
You'd  had  a  dark  Day  elfc  ;  'twas  I  defy'd 
His  Confcience  firft,  'twas  I  that  fliook  him  there, 
Which  is  the  brave  Defiance. 

Gem.  My  Life  and  Honour 
At  ftake  1  laid. 

Mir.  My  Care,  and  Truth  lay'd  by  it. 
Left  that  Stake  might  be  loft  :  I  have  deferv'd  her, 

raBer,  I  then  iTiould  think  De/lrulllon  a  Corruption,  and  would  pra- 
pofe  reading  the  Line  fo, 

Pre/tr'v'd  h(r  fpotle/j  Worth  from  black  Detra^^ion. 

And 
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And  none  but  I  -,  the  Lady  might  have  perilhM, 
Had  kll  Mountferrat  (buck  it,  from  whofe  Malice 
With  Cunning  and  bold  Confidence  I  catch'd  it. 
And  *twas  high  time — and  Ibch  a  Service,  Lady, 
For  you,  and  tor  your  Innocence — for  who  knows 
Not  th' all-devouring  Sword  of  fierce  Mountferrat  ? 
I  fhew'd  what  I  could  do,  had  I  been  fpightful, 
Or  Matter  but  of  half  the  Poifon  he  bears,  [Madam, 

(.Hell  take  his   Heart  for't^  and  befhrew  thefe  Hands, 
With  all  my  Heart,  I  wifh  a  Mifchicf  on  *cm. 
They  made  ye  once  look  fad  ;  fuch  another  Fright 
I  would  not  put  yc  in,  (^3)  to  own  the  Ifland  ; 
Yet  pardon  me,  'twas  but  to  fhew  a  Soldier, 
Which,  when  I'd  done,  I  ended  your  poor  Coward. 

Val.  Let  fome  look  out,  for  the  bafe  Knight,  Mount- 
ferrat  . 

y^bd.  1  hope  he's  far  enough,  iPs  Man  be  trufty  •, 

IJfde. 
This  was  a  (Irange  Misfortune  ;  I  mud  not  know  it. 

Fal.  That  moil  debofhed  Knight  — .-  come  down  fweet 
Sifter, 
My  fpotlcfs  Sifter,  now  pray  thank  thefe  Gentlemen, 
They  have  deferv'd  both  truly,  nobly  of  ye. 
Both  excellently,  dearly,  both  all  th'  Honour, 
All  the  Refpcd:  and  Favour 

Ori.  Both  ftiall  have  it; 
And  as  my  Life,  their  Memories  I'll  nourifii, 

^W.  Ye're  both  true  Knights,  and  both  moll  worthy 
Lovers ; 
Here  ftands  a  Lady  ripen'd  with  your  Service, 
Young,  fair,  and  (now  I  dare  fay)  truly  honourable : 
*Tis  my  Will  Ihe  Ihall  marry,  marry  now,  [ferts 

And  one  of  you  ;  (fhe  cannot  take  more  nobly)  your  De- 
Begot  this  Will,  and  bred  it ;  both  her  Beauty 
Cannot  enjoy  ;  dare  ye  make  me  your  Umpire  ? 

Gam.  Mir.   With  all  our  Souls, 

(33)  Thus  the  fiill  Folia  :  The  O^avo, 

■  ■-  "to  owe  the  Jjland ; 

'Tis  no  matter  which  way  wc  read,  they  are  equally  good. 

Vol. 
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Vd.  He  muft  not  then  be  angry 
That  lofcs  her. 

Gom.  Oh  that  were,  Sir,  unworthy. 
Mir.  A  little  Sorrow  he  may  find. 
Vd.  'Tis  manly. 
Camera^  you're  a  brave  accomplifli'd  Gentleman ; 
A  braver  no  where  lives  than  is  Miranda. 
In  the  white  way  of  Virtue,  and  tree  Valour, 
YcVe  been  a  Pilgrim  longi   yet  no  Man  farther 
Has  trod  thofe  thorny  Steps,  than  young  Miranda  : 
You're  gentle,  he  is  Gentlenefs  it  felf ;  Experience 
Calls  you  her  Brother  \  this  her  hopeful  Heir. 
Nor.  The  young  Man  now,  an*t  be  thy  Will. 
Val.  Your  Hand,  Sir  ; 
You  undertook  firft  ;  nobly  undertook 
This  Lady's  Caufe  i  you  made  it  good,  and  fought  if, 
You  muft  be  ferv'd  firft,  take  her  and  enjoy  her, 
1  give  her  to  you,  kifs  her  j  are  you  pleas'fl  now  ? 
Gom.   My  joy's  fo  much  I  cannot  jpeak. 
Val.  Nay,  faircft  Sir, 
You  mult  not  be  difpleas'd  •,  you  break  your  Promifc, 

Mir.  I  never  griev'd  at  good,  nor  dare  I  now.  Sir, 
Though  fomcthing  feem  ftrange  to  me. 

Val.  I've  provided 
A  bitter  Match  for  you,  more  full  of  Beauty  ; 
I'll  wed  ye  to  our  Order:  There's  a  Miftrefs, 
Whofe  Beauty  ne'er  decays.  Time  ftands  below  her, 
Whofe  Honour,  Ermin-like,  can  never  fuffer 
Spot,  or  black  Soil,  and  whofe  eternal  Iftue 
Fame  brings  up  at  her  Breafts,  and  leaves  'em  fainted. 
Her  you  fhall  marry. 

Alir.  I  moft  humbly  thank  ye. 
Val.  Saint  I'bomas*  Fort^  a  Charge  of  no  fmall  VaJue, 
I  give  you  too,  in  prefent,  to  keep  waking 
Your  noble  Spirits  i  and  to  breed  ye  pious, 
I'll  fend  ye  a  Probation  Robe,  wear  that 
Till  ye  fhall  pleaie  to  be  our  Brother — how  now  ? 

Enter  Aftorius, 

AJio.  Mcmtferrat\  fled,  Sir. 

VaL 
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Val.  Let  him  go  a  while 
'Till  we  have  done  thefe  Rites,  and  {ttn  thefe  coupled: 
His  Mifchief  now  lyes  open  :  Come  all.  Friends  now. 
And  fo  let's  march  to  th' Temple,  found  thofe  Inflruments, 
That  were  the  Signal  to  a  Day  of  Blood, 
Evil  beginning  Hours  may  end  in  good.  [Flottrijh. 

Nor.  Come,  we'll  have  Wenches,  Man,  and  all  brave 
things  i 

■ Let  her  go,  we'll  want  no  Miftreffes, 

Good  Swords,  and  good  (Irong  Armours. 

Alir.  Thole  are  belt,  Captain, 

Nor.  And  fight  'till  Q,ueens  be  in  Love  with  us,  and 
run  after  us, 
I'll  fee  ye  at  the  Fort  within  thefe  two  Days, 
And  let's  be  merry  prithee. 

Mir.  By  that  time  I  fhall. 

Nor.  Why  that's  well  faid  j  1  like  a  good  Heart  truly. 

\^Exeunt. 


ACT    III.     SCENE     I. 

Enter   Norandine    and  Servant^     Corporal  and  Soldiers 

above. 

Ser.'~r"  H  E  Day's  not  yet  broke.  Sir. 
X       Nor.  *Tis  th'  cooler  riding, 
I  mud  go  fee  Aliranda  \  bring  my  Horfe 
Round  to  the  South  Fort :  I'll  out  here  at  th*  Beach, 
And  meet  ye  at  the  end  o'  th'  Sycamores  : 
'Tis  a  fweet  Walk,  and  if  the  Wind  be  ftirring 
Serves  Ifke  a  Fan  to  cool. 

Ser.   Which  walk  } 

Nor.  Why  that.  Sir, 
Where  the  fine  City  Dames  meet  to  make  Matches. 

Ser.  I  know  it.  {_Eicit. 

[Corporal  and  Watch  above ^finging. 

SONG. 
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SONG. 

1.  n  J  1'  Soldiers^' fit  andfing,  the  Round  is  clear, 
w7  ^nd  Cock-a-loodle-iooe  tells  us  the  Day  is  near. 
Each  tofs  his  Cann,  until  his  Throat  be  mellow. 
Drink,  laugh,  and  Jing^  the  Soldier  has  no  Fellow, 

2.  To  thee  a  full  Pot,  my  little  Lance -pref ado. 
And  ivhen  thou^Jl  done,  a  Pipe  of  Trinidado. 

Our  Glafs  of  Life  runs  Wine,  the  Vintner  Jlinh  it, 
Whilft  iJoith  his  Wife  the  frolick  Soldier  drinks  it. 

3 .  The  Drums  beat,  Enfigns  wave,  and  Camions  thump  it  -, 
Our  Game  is  Ruffe,  and  the  befl  Heart  doth  trump  it : 
Each  tofs  his  Cann,  until  his  Throat  he  mellozv. 
Drink,  laugh,  andfing,  the  Soldier  has  no  Fellow. 

4.  V II  fledge  thee  my  Corporal,  were  it  a  Flagon, 
After  Watch  fiercer,  than  George  did  the  Dragon  ; 
What  Blood  we  lofe  i   th*  Town,  we  gain  /'  tlf  Tuns, 
Furred  Gowns,  and  flat  Caps,  give  the  JVall  to  Guns. 
Each  tofs  his  Cann,  until  his  y'hroat  be  mellow. 
Drink,  laugh,  and  fing,  the  Soldier  has  no  Fellow. 

Nor.  Speed  ye  then;  what  Mirrh  is  this  ? 
The  Watches  are  not  yet  difcharg'd,  I  take  it  : 
Thefe  arc  brave  carelefs  Rogues;  I'll  hear  the  Song  out 
And  then  I'll  fit  ye  for't,  merry  Companions: 

Here's  notable  Order,  now  for  a  Trick  to  tame  ye 

Ovvgh,  ovvgh. 

1  Watch.  Hark,  hark,  what's  that  below  us,  who  goes 

there  ? 
Nor.  Owgh,  owgh,  owgh. 

2  Watch.  'Tis  a  Bear  broke  loofe ;  pray  call  the  Corporal. 
I  Watch.  The  Dutchman  s  huge  tat  Sow.     2  PVatch.  I 

fee  her  now, 
And  five  fine  Figs.     Nor.  Ovvgh,   owgh. 

Enter  Corporal. 

Cor.  Now  what's  the  Matter  ? 

I  Watch.  Here's  the  great  fat  Sow,  Corporal, 
The  Dutchman's  Sow,  and  all  the  Pigs,  brave  fat  Pigs; 
You  have  been  wifhing  long,  fhc  would  break  iocfe. 
.^j  •  Nor. 
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Nor.  Owgh,  owgh. 

Cor.  *Tis  {he  indeed,  there's  a  white  Pig  now  fuckino  ? 
Look,  look,  d*you  fee  it.  Sirs? 

1  JVatch.  Yes,  very  well,  Sir. 

Cor.  A  notable  fat  whorefon  ;  come  two  of  ye, 
Go  down  with  me,  we'll  have  a  tickling  Breakfaft. 

2  Watch.  Let*s  eat  *em  at  the  Crofs. 
Cor.  There's  the  beft  Liquor. 

Nor.  I'll  liquour  fome  of  ye,  ye  lazy  Rogues, 
Your  Minds  are  of  nothing  but  eating  and  Twilling: 
What  a  fweet  Beaft  they've  made  of  me .?  A  Sow  ? 
Hog  upon  Hog,  I  hear  'em  come. 

Enter  Corporal  below^  and  Watch. 

Cor.  Go  foftly,    and  fall  upon  *em  finely,  nimbly. 

I  Watch.  Blefs  me. 

Cor.  Why,  what's  the  Matter  ? 

1  Watch.  Oh  the  Devil! 
The  Devil,  as  high  as  a  •Steeple. 

2  JVatch.  There  he  goes.  Corporal, 

His  Feet  are  cloven  too.     Cor.  Stand,  ftand,  I  fay  : 
De.uh,  how  I  fhakc?  Where  be  your  Muskets.^ 

1  Watch.  There's  no  good  of  them  : 
Where  be  our  Prayers,  Man  ? 

2  Watch.  Lord,  how  he  flalks :  fpeak  to  him  Corpora). 
Cor.  Why,  what  a  Devil  art  thou. 

Nor.  Owgh,  owgh. 

Cor.  A  dumb  Devil, 
The  worfl:  Devil  that  could  come,  a  dumb  Devil, 
Give  me  a  Musket  \  he  gathers  in  to  me, 
V  th'  Name  of — fpeak,  what  art  thou  .^  —  fpeak  Devil, 
Or  I'll  put  a  Plumb  in  your  Belly. 

Nor.  Owgh,  owgh,  owgh. 

Cor.  Fie,  fie,  in  what  a  Sweat  am  I !    Lord  ble(s  me. 
My  Musket's  gone  too,  I  am  not  able  to  ftir  it. 

Nor.  Who  goes  there  ?  Stand,  fpeak. 

Cor.  Sure  1  am  inchanted. 
Yet  here's  my  Halbert  fiill ;  nay,  who  goes  there,  Sir  ? 
What,  have  1  loft  my  felf  ?  What  arc  ye  } 

Nor.  The  Guard. 
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C(?r.Why,  what  arc  we  then  ?  he's  not  half  fo  long  now. 
Nor  h'as  no  Tail  at  all  j   I  lliake  Itiil  damnably. 
iV(3r.  The  Word. 

Cor.  Have  Mercy  on  me,  what  Word  does  he  mean  ? 
I  prithee  Devil,  if  thou  be'll  the  Devil,  do  not 
JVIake  an  Afs  of  me,  for  I  remember  yet 
As  well  as  I  am  here,  I  am  the  Corporal, 
I'll  lay  my  Life  on't,  Devil. 
Nor.  Thou  art  damn'd. 

Cor.   That's  all  one-,   but  am  not  I  th*  Corporal  ? 
I'd  give  a  thoufand  Pound  to  be  refolvM  now  -, 
Had  I  Soldiers  here  ? 

Nor,  No,  not  a  Man, 
Thou  art  debofh'd,  and  cozen*d. 

Cor.  That  may  be. 
It  may  be  I  am  drunk  -,  Lord,  where  have  I  been  ? 
Is  not  this  my  Haibert  in  my  Hand  ? 
Nor,  No,  'tis  a  May-pole. 

Cor.  Why  then  I  know  not  who  I  am,  nor  what. 
Nor  whence  I  come. 

Nor.  Ye  are  an  arrant  Rafcal ; 
You  Corporal  of  a  Watch ,''  Cor.  *Tis  the  Daue^s  Voice  ; 
You  are  no  Devil  then.     Nor.  No,  nor  no  Sow,  Sir. 

Cor.  Of  that  I  am  right  glad,  Sir,  I  was  ne'er 
So  frighted  in  my  Life,  as  I  am  a  Soldier. 

Nor.  Tall  Watchmen, 
A  Guard  for  a  Goofe,  you  fing  avv^ay  your  Centries. 
A  careful  Company  \  let  mc  out  o'  th'  Port  here, 
I  was  a  little  merry  with  your  Worfhips  ; 
And  keep  your  Guards  ftrong,  tho*  the  Devil  walk. 
Hold,  there's  to  bring  y'  into  your  Wits  again. 
Go  off  no  more  to  hunt  Pigs ;  ibch  another  Trick, 
And  you  will  hunt  the  Gallows. 

Cor.  Pray  Sir,  pardon  us: 
And  let  the  Devil  come  next,  I'll  make  him  ftand 
Or  make  him  (link. 
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Nor.  Do,  do  your  Duty  truly. 
(34^  Come  let  me  out,  and  come  away  ;  no  more  Rage, 

{Exeunt. 

S       C       E       N      E        II. 

Enter  Abdella  with  a  Letter.,  and  Rocca. 

Ahd.  Write  thus  to  me?  h'ath  fearfully  and  bafely 
Betray'd  his  own  Caufe  •,  yet  to  free  himfelf. 
He  now  alcribes  the  Fault  to  me. 

Rock.  I  know  not 
What  he  hath  done  •,  but  what  he  now  defires. 
His  Letters  have  inform*d  you. 

Ahd.  Yes,  he  is 
Too  well  acquainted  with  the  Power  he  holds 
Over  my  mad  Affecftions :   I  want  time 
To  write  j  but  pray  you  tell  him,  if  I  were 
No  better  fteel'd  in  my  Ikong  Refolutions, 
Than  he  hath  fhown  himfelf  in  his;  or  thought 
There  was  a  Hell  hereafter,  or  a  Heav'n 
But  in  enjoying  him,  I  fliould  llick  here. 
And  move  no  further  •,  bid  him  yet  take  Comfort; 
(35)  For  fomething  I  will  do,  the  Devil  would  quake  at, 
But  ril  untie  this  Nuptial  Knot  of  Love, 
And  make  way  for  his  Willies;  in  the  meantime 

I     (34)  ^o7ne  let  me  out j  and  come  aivay;  no  more  Rage. 

SCENE      II. 

Enter  Abdella  with  a  Letter  and  Rocca. 

Abdella  Write  thus  to  jne .?]  If  this  latter  part  of  the  Line  belong 

to  Horandine ,  'tis  llrangely  odd  ;  for  why  muft  he  fay  no  more  Rage  ? 

This  implies,  that  the  Corporal  and  the  Guard  had  been  in  one  before, 

which  the  Reader  knows  is  ib  far  from  true,  that  they  were  frighted 

with  ihe  mimic  Grunt  of  a  Hoi^,  and  took  it  for  the  Devil ;  but  fup- 

pofing  Abdella  had  been  ftormnig  at  Mountferrad  Letter,  fome  time 

before  RocccC^  and  her  coming  upon  the  Stage,  thefe  mollifying  words 

of  nis  to  her  will  be  exceedingly  in  Charafter,  and  highly  proper  to 

introduce  the  angry  Speech  of  Abdella. 

(35)  Tor  fomething  I  ijcould  da, ]  Would,  which  confounds  the 

Senfe,    I  have  changed  for   at,///,  upon  the  Authority  of  the  1647 
Edition. 

Let 
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Let  him  lye  clofc,  for  he  is  ftridlly  fought  for, 
And  pradlice  to  love  her,  that  for  his  Ends 
Scorns  Fear  and  Danger, 

Enter  Oriana  and  Velleda. 

Roc.  All  this  I  will  tell  him.  ^Exit  Rocca, 

Abd.  Dofo;  farewel.     My  Lady,  with  my  Fellow, 
So  earneft  in  Difcourfe!  \Vhat-e*er  it  be, 
ril  fecond  it. 

Vel.  He's  fuch  a  noble  Husband, 
In  every  Circumftance  fo  truly  loving. 
That  I  might  fay,  and  without  FJatt'ry,  Madam, 
The  Sun  fees  not  a  Lady  but  yourfclf 
That  can  deferve  him. 

ylbd.  Of  all  Men  I  fay 
That  dare  (for  'tis  a  dcfperate  Adventure) 
Wear  on  their  free  Necks  the  fweet  Yoak  of  Woman, 
(For  they  than  do  repine,  are  no  true  Husbands) 
Give  me  a  Soldier. 

Oii.  Why,  are  they  more  loving 
Than  other  Men  ? 

Abd.  And  love  too  with  more  Judgment ; 
For,  but  obferve,  your  Courtier  is  more  curious 
To  fet  himfelf  forth  richly,  than  his  Lady  : 
His  Baths,  Perfumes,  nay  Paintings  too,  more  coflly. 
Than  his  Frugality  will  allow  to  her  ; 
His  Cloaths  as  chargeable,  and  grant  him  but 
A  thing  without  a  Beard,  and  he  may  pafs 
At  all  times  for  a  Woman,  and  with  fome 
Have  better  Welcome  :   Now,  your  Man  of  Lands 
For  the  moft  part  is  careful  to  manure  them. 
But  leaves  his  Lady  fallow  j  your  great  Merchant 
Breaks  oftner  for  the  Debt  he  owes  his  Wife, 
Than  with  his  Creditors,  and  that's  the  Reaf-'n 
She  looks  el fe where  for  Payment :  Now  your  Soldier 

Fel.  Ay  marry,  do  him  right. 

Abd.  Firll,  who  has  one, 
Has  a  Perpetual  Guard  upon  her  Honour; 
For  while  he  wears  a  Sword,  Slnndcr  herfclf 
Dares  not  bark  at  it  j  next,  Ihe  fits  at  home 

Y  2  Like 
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Like  a  great  Queen,  and  fends  him  forth  to  fetch  in 
Her  Tribute  from  all  parts  ;  which  being  brought  home, 
He  lays  it  at  her  Feet,  and  leeks  no  further 
For  his  Reward,  than  what  fhe  may  give  freely. 
And  with  delight  too,  from  her  own  Exchequer, 
Which  he  finds  ever  open. 

Ori.  Be  more  modeft. 

jibd.  Why,  we  may  fpeakof  that  we're  glad  to  tafte  of. 
Among  our  fclves  I  mean. 

Ori.  Thou  talk'fl:  of  nothing. 

Abd.  Of  nothing,  Madam  \  You  have  found  it  fome- 
thing  -, 
Or  with  the  raifing  up  this  pretty  Mount  here. 
My  Lord  hath  dealt  with  Sprites. 

Enter  Gomera. 

Ori.  Two  long  hours  abfent  ? 

Gom.  Thy  Pardon,  Sweet:  I  have  been  looking  on 
The  Prize  that  was  brought  in  by.  the  brave  Dancy 
The  valiant  Norandine^  and  have  brought  fomething. 
That  may  be  thou  wilt  like  of  j  but  one  kifs. 
And  then  poiTefs  my  Purchafe :  There's  a  piece 
Of  Cloth  of  Tiflue,  this  of  purple  Velvet, 
And  as  they  fwear,  of  the  right  Tyrian  dye. 
Which  others  here  but  weakly  counterfeit: 
If  they  are  worth  thy  ufe,  wear  them  5  if  not, 
Beftow  them  on  thy  Women. 

Abd.  Here's  the  Husband. 

Gom.  While  there  is  any  trading  on  the  Sea, 
Thou  fhalt  want  nothing ;  'tis  a  Soldier's  glory. 
However  he  negledl  himfelf,  to  keep 
His  Miftrefs  in  full  Luftre. 

Ori.  You  exceed,  Sir. 

Gom.  Yet  there  was  one  part  of  the  Prize  difpos'd  of 
Before  I  came,  which  I  grieve  that  I  mifs'd  of, 
Being  almoft  aflured,  it  would  have  been 
A  welcome  Prefent. 

Ori:  Pray  .you  fay,  what  was  it  ? 

Gom.  A  I'lirkijh  Captive  of  incomparable  Beauty, 
And  without  queftion,  in  her  Country  noble, 
;      •         .  •  Which, 
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Which,  as  Companion  to  thy  faithful  Moor, 
I  would  have  giv*n  thee  for  thy  Slave.     Ori.  But  was  Ihe 
Of  fuch  an  cxquifite  form?     Gom.  Mod  Exquifite. 
Ori.  And  vvell  delcended? 
Gom.  So  the  Habit  promis'd. 
In  which  fhe  was  ta*en, 
Ori.  Of  what  Years  ? 
Gom.  'Tis  faid 
A  Virgin  of  fourteen. 

Ori.  I  pity  her. 
And  wifli  fhe  were  mine,  that  I  might  ha*  th'  means 
T'entertain  her  gently. 

Gom.  She  is  now  Miranda% 
And  I've  heard,  made  it  her  fuit  to  be  fo. 

Ori.  Miranda's,  ?  then  her  Fate  deferves  not  Pity, 
But  Envy  rather. 

Gom.  Envy,  Oriana? 
Ori.  Yes,  and  their  Envy  that  live  free. 
Gom.  How's  this  ? 

Ori.  Why,  (he's  falPn  into  the  hands  of  one. 
So  full  of  that,  which  in  Men  we  ftile  Goodnefs, 
That  in  her  being  his  Slave,  fhc*s  happier  far 
Than  if  Ihe  were  conlirm'd  the  Sidlmi^  Miftrcfs. 

Gom.  Miranda  is  indeed  a  Gentleman 
Of  fair  defert,  and  better  hopes,  but  yet 
He  hath  his  Equals. 

Ori.  Where  ?  I  would  go  far. 
As  I  am  now,  though  much  unfit  for  Travels,  , 

But  to  fee  one  that  without  injury 
Might  be  put  in  the  Scale,  or  parallell'd. 
In  any  thing  that's  Noble,  with  Miranda  ; 
His  Knowledge  in  all  Services  of  War 
And  ready  Courage  to  put  into  a6b 
That  knowing  Judgment,  as  you  are  a  Soldier 
You  beft  may  I'peak  of.     Nor  can  you  deliver. 
Nor  I  hear  with  delight,  a  better  fubjed. 
And  Heav'n  did  well,  in  fuch  a  lovely  Feature 
To  place  fo  chafte  a  Mind  ;  for  he  is  of 
So  fvveet  a  Carriage,  fuch  a  winning  Nature, 
And  fuch  a  bold,  yet  well-difpos'd  Behaviour; 

Y  3  And 
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And  to  all  thefe,  h'as  fuch  a  charming  Tongue, 
That  if  he  would  ferve  under  Love*s  frelh  colours, 
"What  monumental  Trophies  might  he  raife, 
Of  his  free  Conquefls,  made  in  Ladies  favours  ? 

Gom.  Yet  did  not  you  refift  him,  when  he  was 
An  earneft  Suitor  to  you. 

On.  Yes  I  did  i 
And  if  I  were  again  fought  to,   I  fhould  ; 
But  muft  afcribe  it  rather  to  the  Fate 
That  did  appoint  me  yours,  than  any  Power 
Which  I  can  call  mine  own. 

Gom.  E'en  fo  .' 

Abd.  Thanks,  Fortune, 
The  l^lot  I'd,  to  raife  in  him  Doubts  of  her. 
Thou  haft  effeaed. 

0/7.  I  could  tell  you  too. 
What  caufe  1  have  to  love  him,  with  what  reafon. 
In  thankfulnefs,  he  may  expeft  from  me 
All  due  obfervance  j  but  I  pafs  that,  as 
A  benefit,  for  which,  in  my  behalf. 
You  are  his  Debtor. 

Ahd.  I  perceive  it  takes, 
By  his  changed  looks. 

Ori.  He  is  not  in  the  City, 
Is  he,  my  Lord  ? 

Gom.  Who,  Lady? 

Ori.  Why  Miranda., 
Having  you  here,  can  there  be  any  elfc 
Worth  my  enquiry  ? 

Go'rn.  This  is  fomewhat  more  [^df. 

Than  Love  to  Virtue. 

Ori.  Faith  v/hcn  he  comes  hither, 
(As  fometimes,  without  queftion,  ycu  fhall  meet  him,) 
Invite  him  home. 

Gom.  To  what  end  ? 

Ori.  To  Dine  with  us, 
Or  Sup. 

Gor/i.  And  then  to  take  a  hard  Bed  with  you  ; 
Mean  you  not  fo .'' 

Ori,  If  you  could  win  him  to  it:, 

*Twould 


The  Knight  of  Malta.  343 

•Twould  be  the  better  ;  for  his  Entertainment, 
Leave  that  to  me,  he  fhall  find  noble  Ufage, 
And  from  me  a  frt  c  welcome. 

Gom    Have  you  never 
Heard  of  a  Roman  Lady,  Oriana,    <^ 
Remembred  as  a  Piecedent  for  Matrons, 
(Chart  ones,  I  pray  you  underlland)  'vhofe  Husband, 
Tax'd  for  his  fow*r  Breath  by  his  Encmv, 
Condemn'd  his  Wife,  for  not  acquainting  him 
With  his  Infirmity? 

Ori.  *  ris  a  common  one  ; 
Her  Anfvver  was,  having  kifs'd  none  but  him. 
She  thought  it  was  a  general  Difeafe 
All  Men  were  fubjedl  to ;  but  what  infer  you 
From  that,  my  Lord  ? 

Gom.  Why,  that  this  virtuous  Lady 
Had  all  her  Thoughts  fo  fix'd  upon  her  Lord, 
That  fhe  could  find  no  fpare  time  to  fing  Praifes 
Of  any  other  j  nor  would  flie  imploy 
Her  Husband  (though  perhaps  in  debt  to  years 
As  far  as  I  am)  for  an  Inflrument 
To  bring  home  younger  Men  that  might  delight  her 
With  their  Difcourfe,  or 

Ori.  What,  my  Lord? 

Gom.  Their  Perfons, 
Or  if  I  fhould  fpeak  plainer 

Ori.   No  it  needs  not. 
You've  faid  enough  to  make  my  Innocence  know 
It  is  fufpcdled. 

Gom.  You  betray  yourfelf 
To  more  than  a  fjl'picion  j  could  you  elfe, 
To  me  that  live  in  nothing  but  love  to  you. 
Make  fuch  a  grofs  difcov*ry,  that  your  Luft 
Had  fold  that  Hearc,  I  thought  mine,  to  Miranda  ? 
Or  rife  to  fuch  a  height  in  Impudence, 
As  to  prefume  to  work  my  yielding  weaknefs 
To  play  for  your  bad  ends,  to  my  difgrace. 
The  Wittal,  or  the  Pander  ? 

Ori.  Do  not  ftudy 
To  print  more  Wounds,  (for  that  were  Tyranny) 

Y  4  Upoa 
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Upon  a  Heart  that  is  pierc'd  through  already. 

Gom.  Thy  Heart  ?  thou  haft  pierc'd  thro'  mine  Ho- 
nour, falfe  one, 
The  Honour  of  my  tjoufe;  Fool  that  I  was. 
To  give  it  up  to  thcf  deceiving  truft 
Of  wicked  Woman  ■;  For  thy  fake,  vile  Creature, 
(36)  For  all  I  have  done  well  in,  in  my  Life, 
I've  dig'd  a  Grave,  all  buried  in  a  Wife; 
For  thee  I  have  defy'd  my  conftant  Miftrels, 
That  never  fail'd  her  Servant,  glorious  War; 
For  thee  refus'd  the  Fellowfhip  of  an  Order 
"Which  Princes,  through  all  dangers,  have  been  proud 
To  fetch  as  far  as  from  Jerufalem  : 
And  am  1  thus  rewarded  ?. 

Vel.  By  all  Goodnefs 
You  wrong  my  Lady,  and  deferve  her  not. 
When  you  are  at  your  beft :  Repent  your  Rafhnefs, 
'Twill  fliow  well  in  you. 

Abd.  Do,  and  ask  her  Pardon. 

Ori.  No,  I  have  liv'd  too  long,  to  have  my  Faith,' 
My  try'd  Faith,  call'd  in  queftion,  and  by  him 
That  fhould  know  true  AfFedion  is  too  tender 
To  fufter  an  unkind  touch,  without  ruin  ; 
Study  Ingratitude,  all,  from  my  Example ; 
For  to  be  thankful  now,  is  to  be  falfe. 
But  be't  fo,  let  me  dye,  I  fee  you  wifh  it ; 
Yet  dead  for  truth,  and  pities  fake,  report 
"What  Weapon  you  made  choice  of,  when  you  kill'd  me. 

Vel.  She  faints. 

Abd.  What  hs  ve  ye  done } 

Ori.  My  laft  Breath  cannot 
Be  better  fpent,  than  to  fay  I  forgive  you  ; 
Nor  is  my  Death  untmiely,  fince  with  me 
I  take  along  what  might  have  been   hereafter 
In  fcorn  delivered  for  the  doubtful  IlTue 
Of  a  fufpefted  Mother.  [She  fwoons. 

Vel.  Oh,  llie's  gone. 

{36)  For  all  I  have  done  ivell,  in  my  Life,']  The  deficient  Meafurc 
^f  this  Verfe  I  have  filled  up  from  the  Copy  of  the  earlielt  Date. 
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Abd.  For  ever  gone.     Are  you  a  Man  ? 

Gotn.  I  grow  here. 

yi[i?d.  Open  her  Mouth,  and  pour  this  Cordial  in  it  5 
If  any  fpark  of  Life  be  unquench'd  in  her, 
This  will  recover  her. 

l^el.  *Tis  all  in  vain. 
She's  ftiff  already  :  Live  I,  and  {he  dead  ? 

Gom.  How  like  a  Murtherer  I  ftand  ?  look  up. 
And  hear  me  curie  my  felf,  or  but  behold 
The  Vengeance  I  will  take  for't,  Oriana, 
And  then  in  peace  forfake  me  :  Jealoufie, 
Thou  loathfome  Vomit  of  the  Fiends  below. 
What  defp'rate  hunger  made  me  to  receive  thee 
Into  my  Heart,  and  Soul  ?  I'll  let  thee  forth. 
And  fo  in  Death  find  eafe ;  and  does  my  fault  then 
Defcrve  no  greater  Punilliment  ?  No,  I'll  live 
To  keep  thee  for  a  Fury  to  torment  me. 
And  make  me  know  what  Hell  is  on  the  Earth: 
All  Joys  and  Hopes  forfake  me  •,  all  Men's  Malice, 
And  all  the  Plagues  they  can  inflid,  I  wifh  it, 
Fall  thick  upon  me:  let  my  Tears  be  laught  at. 
And  may  mine  En*mies  fmile  to  hear  me  groan; 
And  dead,  may  I  be  pitied  of  none.  [^Exeunt. 

SCENE      in. 

Enter  Colonna  and  Lucinda. 

Ltic.  Pray  you,  Sir,  why  was  th*  Ordnance  0'  the  Fort 
Difcharg'd  \o  fuddenly  ? 

CoL  Twas  the  Governor's  pleafure, 
In  honour  of  the  Dane^  a  Cuftom  us'd, 
To.fpeak  a  Soldier's  welcome. 

Luc.  'Tis  a  fit  one  : 
But  is  my  Malter  here  too  ? 

Col.  Three  days  fince. 

Luc.  Might  I  demand  without  ofi^ence  fo  much, 
Is*t  Pride  in  him  (however  now  a  Slave) 
That  I  am  not  admitted  to  his  Prcfence  ? 

Col.  His  courtefie  to  you,  and  to  Mankind, 
May  eafily  refolve  you,  he  is  free 

From 
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From  that  poor  Vice  which  only  empty  Men 
Efteem  a  Virtue. 

Luc.  What's  the  Reafon  then, 
As  you  imagine,  Sir  ? 

(37)  Col.  Why  I  will  tell  you  ; 
You  are  a  Woman  of  a  tempting  Beauty, 
And  he,  however  virtuous  is  a  Man, 
Subjecft  to  human  frailties  •,  and  how  far 
Ttif^y  may  prevail  upon  him,  Ihould  he  fee  you, 
He  is  not  ignorant ;  and  therefore  chufes     * 
W  -h  care  t'avoid  the  caufe  that  may  produce 
Some  ftrange  eFfeft,  which  will  not  well  keep  rank 
With  the  rare  Temperance  which  is  admir'd 
In  his  life  hitherto 

hue.  This  much  increales 
My  ftrong  Defire  to  fee  him. 

Col.  It  fliould  rather 
Teach  you  to  thank  the  Prophet  that  you  worfhip. 
That  you  are  fuch  a  Man's,  who  though  he  may 
Do  any  thing  which  Youth  and  heat  of  Blood 
Invites  him  to,  yet  dares  not  give  way  to  them : 
Your  Entertainment's  noble,  and  not  like 
Your  prefent  Fortune  j  and  if  all  thofe  Tears 
Which  made  Grief  lovely  in  you,  i*  th*  relation 
Of  the  fad  Story  that  forc'd  me  to  weep  too. 
Your  Husband's  hard  Fate,  were  not  counterfeit ; 
You  (hould  rejoice  that  you  have  means  to  pay 
A  chaft  Life  to  his  Memory,  and  bring  to  him 
Thofe  fwcets,  which  while  he  liv'd,  he  could  nottaftcof; 
But  if  you  wantonly  beftow  them  on 
Another  Man,  you  offer  violence 
To  him,  thougli  dead  ;  and  his  griev'd  Sprite  will  fufi'er 
For  your  immodefl  Loolenefs. 

Luc.  Why,  I  hope,  Sir, 
My  wiliingnefs  to  look  on  him,  to  whom 
I  owe  my  Life  and  Service,  is  no  proof 
Of  any  unchafl  purpofe. 
Col.  So  I  wifli  too, 

(37)  Col.  Why  /will  tell  you  {\   Wc  are  again  beliolden  hereto  the 
Folio  of  1647.     The  other  Books  write. 

Why  I  tell  you.  And 
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And  In  the  Confidence  it  is  not,  Lady, 

I  dare  the  better  tell  you  he  will  fee  you 

This  Night,  in  which  by  him  I  am  commanded. 

To  bring  you  to  his  Chamber,  (38)  to  what  end 

I  eafily  (hould  guefs,  was  I  Lucinda ; 

And  therefore,  though  I  can  yield  little  reafbn, 

(But  in  a  general  love  to  Womens  goodnefs) 

Why  I  fhould  be  fo  tender  of  your  Honour, 

I  willingly  would  beftow  fome  Counfel  of  you, 

And  would  you  follow  it  ? 

Luc.  Let  me  firft  hear  it. 
And  then  I  can  refolve  you. 

Col,  My  Advice  then 
Is,  that  you  would  not,  (as  raoft  Ladies  ufe 
When  they  prepare  themfelves  for  fuch  Encounters) 
Study  to  add,  by  artificial  Dreflings, 
To  native  Excellence ;  yours,  without  help, 
But  feen  as  it  is  now,  would  make  a  Hermit 
Leave  his  Death's  Head,  and  change  his  after  hopes 
Of  endlefs  Comforts,  for  a  few  fliort  Minutes 
Of  prefent  Pleafures-,  to.  prevent  v^^hich,  Lady, 
Pradice  to  take  away  from  your  Perfedlions, 
And  to  preferve  your  Chaftity  unflain'd  ; 
The  mofl  deform'd  Shape  that  you  can  put  on. 
To  cloud  your  Body's  fair  Gifts,  or  your  Mind's, 
(It  being  laboured  to  fo  chaft  an  end) 
Will  prove  the  faireft  Ornament. 

Luc.  To  take  from 
The  Workmanship  of  Heaven  is  an  Ofi\;nce 
As  great  as  to  endeavour  to  add  to  it  j 
Of  which,  V\\  not  be  guilty  :  Chaftity 
That  lodges  in  Deformity,  appears  rather 
A  Muld:  impos*d  by  Nature,  than  a  Blcfllng  •, 

(38)  ■ ■  to  rxhat  end 

I  eafily  JJ;ould  guefs,  nxere  I  Miranda  ;]  Before  we  condemn 
this  ?ijiranda,  let  us  put  the  Senfe  of  tliis  PsiTage  into  plain  Prole. 
You  are  intended  to  be  brought  into  Mirandas  Ch.tmber  tnio  T'.gbt, 
fays  Colcnnn  to  Lucinda^  and  if  f  was  Miranda,  \  cou'ci  ealily  gJe  .-  for 
what  end,  cffr.  i.  e.  if  I  fcnt  for  you,  I  couid  fureiy  tcli  v/hy  I  fent 
for  you.  Is  not  this  mighty  elegant  ?  I  doubt  not  but  niy  reader  ftes 
where  the  Fault  lies,  and  has  made  the  Correflion  for  me, 
/  eafih  Jhould guefs,  was  I  Lucinda. 

And's 
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And*s  commendable  only  when  it  conquers. 

Though  ne'er  lb  oft  allaukcd,  in  refiftance  : 

For  me,  1*11  therefore  fo  difpole  my  felf, 

That  if  I  hold  out,  it  fhall  be  with  Honour ; 

Or  if  I  yield,  Miranda  flull  find  fomcthing 

To  make  him  love  his  Vi£t'ry.  \Ex\t, 

Col.  With  what  cunning 
This  Woman  argues  for  her  own  Damnation? 
l>Jor  fhould  I  hold  it  for  a  Miracle, 
Since  they  are  all  born  Sophijlers  to  maintain 
That  Luft  is  lawful,  and  the  end  and  ufe 
Of  their  Creation  ;  would  I  never  had 
Hop'd  better  of  her,  or  could  not  believe  ; 
Though  feen  the  Ruin,  I  mud  ever  grieve.  [^Exit. 

S       C       E      N  •    E         IV. 

Enter  Miranda,  Norandine,  Servants  with  Lights. 

Mir.  1*11  fee  you  in  your  Chamber. 

Nor.  Pray  ye  no  farther  : 
It  is  a  Ceremony  I  expeft  not, 
I  am  no  Stranger  here,  I  know  my  Lodging, 
And  have  flepc  foundly  there,  when  the  Turks  Cannon 
Play'd  thick  upon  it :  O  'twas  Royal  Mufick, 
And  to  procure  a  found  Sleep  for  a  Soldier, 
(39)  Worth  forty  of  your  Fiddles.     As  you  love  me, 
Prefs  it  no  farther. 

Mir.  You  will  overcome. 
Wait  on  him  carefully. 

Nor.  I've  took,  fince  Supper, 
A  Roufe  or  two  too  much,  and  by— — — 
It  warms  my  Blood. 

Mir.  You'll  fleep  the  better  for't. 

Nor. On't,  I  fhould,  had  but  I  a  kind  Wench 

To  pull  my  Boot-hofe  off,  and  warm  my  Night-Cap, 
There's  no  Charm  like't :  I  love  old  Adamh  way  ; 
Give  me  a  diligent  Eve^  to  wait  towards  bed-time, 

(59)  Worth  forty  o/our  Fiddles. ]  I   have  given  what  I  take 

to  be  the  true  Reading  from  tlie  oldeil  folio. 

Hang 
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Hang  up  your  fmooth  Chin  Page ;  and  now  I  think  on*t. 
Where  is  your  7'urkijh  Pris'ner  ? 

Mtr.  In  the  Caftle, 
But  yet  I  never  faw  her. 

Nor.  Fie  upon  you  : 
See  her  for  Shame  ;  or  hark  ye,  if  you  would 
Perform  the  Friend's  part  to  me,  the  Friend's  part. 
It  being  a  Fafhion  of  the  laft  Edition, 

From  Panderifm  far,  now  fend  her  to  me 

(40J  You  look  ftrange  on't,  no  Entertainment's  perfeft 

Without  it  on  my  Word,  no  Livery  like  it; 

1*11  tell  her  he  looks  for  it  as  duly 

As  for  his  Fee, — There's  no  Suit  got  without  if. 

Gold  is  an  Afs  to't. 

Mir.  Go  to  bed,  to  bed. 

Nor.  Well,  if  fhe  come,  I  doubt  not  to  convert  her; 
If  not,  the  Sin  lye  on  your  Head.     Good  night. 

[£w/  Nor.  and  Servants, 

Enter  Colon  n  a  and  Lucinda. 

Col.  There  you  (hall  find  him.  Lady  5  you  know  wl^at 
I've  faid. 
And  if  you  pleafe  you  may  make  ufe. 

Luc.  No  doubt,  Sir. 

Col.  From  hence  I  fhall  hear  all.  \^He  retires. 

Mir.  Come  hither  young  one 
Beflirew  my  Heart,  a  handfome  Wench ;  come  nearer, — 
A  very  handfome  one  •,  do  not  you  grieve,  Sweet, 
You  are  a  Frifoner  ? 

Luc.  The  lofs  of  Liberty, 
No  doubt,  Sir,  is  a  heavy  and  fharp  Burden 

(40)    Nor.   Ton  look  Jlrange  on''t,  no  Entertainment's  perfeil 

Without  it  on  ?ny  Word,  no  Livery  like  it'. 
The  Paffage 

r II  tell  her  he  looks  for  it  as  duly 

As  for  his  Fee 

which  I  have  recovered  from  the  Folio  of  the  oldell  date  is  not  to 
be  found  in  the  fucceeding  Editions  ;  but  I  mull  confefs  I  don't  un- 
derhand the  latter  part  of  the  Speech  any  more  than  I  know  reafon 
why  the  Editors  of  the  Copies  of  1679  and  1711,  thought  proper  to 
drop  it. 

To 
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To  them  that  feel  it  truly :  But  your  Servant, 

Your  humble  Handmaid,  never  felt  that  Rigour, 

Thanks  to  that  noble  Will  \  no  Want,  no  Hunger 

(Companions  ftill  to  Slaves)  no  Violence, 

Nor  any  unbefceming  Adl,  we  dart  at. 

Have  \  yet  met  with  •,  all  Content  and  Goodnefs, 

Civility,  and  Svveetnefs  of  Behaviour 

Dwell  round  about  me  •,  therefore,  worthy  Mailer, 

I  cannot  fay  I  grieve  my  Liberty. 

Mir.  Do  not  you  fancy  me  too  cold  a  Soldier, 
Too  obftinate  an  Enemy  to  Youth, 
That  had  fo  fair  a  Jewel  in  my  Cabinet, 
And  in  fo  long  a  time  would  ne'er  look  on  it? 

Col.  What  can  fhe  fay  now  ? 

Imc.  Sir  I  defir'd  to  fee  ye. 
And  with  a  longing  Wifh—— 

Col.  There's  all  her  Virtue. 

Luc.  Purfu'd  that  full  Dcfire  to  give  ye  Thanks,  Sir, 
The  onl;  Sacrifice  I've  left,  and  Service, 
For  all  the  virtuous  Care  you've  kept  me  fafe  with. 

Col.  She  holds  well  yet. 

Mir,  The  pretty  Fool  fpeaks  finely : 
Come,  fit  down  here. 

Luc.  O  Sir,  'tis  mod  unfeemly. 

Mir.  I'll  have  it  fo ;  fit  clofe,  now  tell  me  truly. 
Did  you  e'er  love  yet  ? 

Luc.  (41)  My  Years  will  anfwer  that.  Sir. 

Mir.  And  did  you  then  love  truly  ? 

Luc.  So  I  thought.  Sir. 

Mir.  Can  ye  love  me  fo  ? 

Col.  Now! 

Luc.  With  all  my  Duty  i 

(41)  My  Years  nvill  anfiver  that.  Sir."]  But  what  will  her  Years  an- 
fwer ?  Is  it  aConfequence,  that  becaufe  flie  is  young, therefore  fhe  muft 
have  been  in  Love  r  The  Alteration  of  a  Letter,  which  is  but  a  fmall 
Change,  will  feemingly  fet  all  right : 

My  Tears  cui//  a»/v.er  that, 

i.  e.  Her  Tears  for  the  Lofs  of  her  Husband,  which  'cis  natural  to 
fuppofe  flie  might  burft  into,  upon  Mirandah  Quellion, 
Did  you  e'er  lo-veyet? 

I 
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I  were  unworthy  of  thofe  Favours  elfe, 
Ygu  daily  fhower  on  me. 

Mir.  What  think'ft  thou  of  mc  ? 

Luc.  I  think  ye  are  a  truly  worthy  Gentleman, 
A  Pattern,  and  a  Pride  to  th*  Age  ye  livt'  in, 
Sweet  as  the  Commendations  aU  Men  give  ye.         [Man 

Mir,  A  pretty  fl.itt*ring  Rogue,  dare  ye  kifs  that  I'weet 
Ye  fpeak  fo  I'weet  J  y  of?  Come. 

Col.  Farewel  Virtue.  j^more. 

Mir.  What  haft  thou  got  between  thy  Lips  ?  kils  once 
Sure  thou  haft  a  Spell  there, 

Luc.  More  than  e'er  I  knew,  Sir. 

Col.  All  Hopes  go  now.  [hear  mc, 

Mir.  I  muft  tell  you  a  thing  in  your  Ear,  and  you  mud 
And  hear  me  willingly,  and  grant  me  fo  too, 
*Twill  not  be  worth  my  asking  elfe. 

Luc.  It  muft  be 
A  very  hard  thing.  Sir,  and  from  my  Power, 
I  {hall  deny  your  Goodnefs 

Mir.  '  ris  a  good  Wench  ;  I  muft  lye  with  ye.  Lady, 

Luc    *Tis  fomcthing  ftrange  : 
For  yet  in  all  my  Life  I  knew  no  Bedfellow. 

Mir.  You'll  quickly  find  that  Knowledge. 

Luc.  To  what  end,  Sir? 

Mir.  Art  thou  fo  innocent,  thou  canft  not  guefs  at  it? 
Did  thy  Dreams  ne'er  dired  thee  ? 

Luc.  'Faith  none  yet.  Sir.  [fure  ; 

Mir.  1*11  tell  rhee  then  ;   I'd  meet  thy  Youth,  and  Plea- 
Give  thee  my  Youth  for  that  -,  by  Hciv'n  (lie  fires  me  i 
And  teach  thy  fair  white  Arms,  like  wanton  Ivies, 
A  thoufand  new  Embraces. 

Luc.  Is  that  all.  Sir  ? 
And  fay  I  ftiould  try,  may  not  we  lye  quietly  ? 
Upon  my  Confcience  I  could. 

Mir.  That's  as  we  make  it.  [then  ? 

Luc.   Grant  that,  that  likes  ye  beft,  what  would  ye  do 

Mir.  What  would  I  do?  certainly  V'W  no  Baby, 
Nor  brought  up  for  a  Nun  •,  hark  m  thine  Ear. 

Luc.  Fie,  fie,  Sir. 

Mir.  I  would  get  a  brave  Boy  on  thee, 
A  warlike  Boy.  Luc. 
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Luc.  Sure  we  fhall  get  ill  Chriftians. 

Mir.  We'll  mend  'em  in  the  breeding  then. 

Luc.  Sweet  Mafter. 

Col.  Never  belief  in  Woman  come  near  me  more. 

Luc.  My  bed  and  noblcfl.  Sir,  if  a  poor  Virgin, 

(For  yet  by I'm  fo)  fliould  chance  fo  far 

(42)  (Seeing  your  Excellence,  and  able  Sweetnefs) 
To  forget  hcrfelf,  and  flip  into  your  Bofome, 
Or  to  your  Bid,  out  of  a  doating  on  ye, 
Take  it  the  bed  way  -,  have  you  that  cruel  Heart, 
That  murd*ring  Mind  to  ? 

Mir.  Yes,  by  my  troth,  Sweet,  have  I, 
To  lye  with  her. 

Luc.  And  do  you  think  it  well  done  ?  [Wench, 

Mir.  That's  as  fhe'll  think  when  'tis  done  -,  come  to  bed. 
For  thou'rt  fo  pretty,  and  fo  witty  a  Companion, 
We  muft  not  part  to  Night.     Luc.  Faith  let  me  go. 
Sir,  and  think  better  on't.     Mir.  I'faiththou  (halt  not  j 
I  warrant  thee  I'll  think  on't. 

Luc.  I've  heard  *em  fay  here. 
You  are  a  Maid  too. 

Mir.  I  am  fure  I  am,  Wench, 
If  that  will  pleafe  thee. 

Luc.  I  have  feen  a  Wonder. 
And  would  you  lofe  that,  for  a  little  Wantonnefs, 
(Confider  my  fvveet  Mafter,  like  a  Man,  now) 
For  a  few  hony'd  Kifies,  flight  Embraces, 
That  Glory  of  your  Youth  ?  that  Crown  of  Sweetnefs 
Can  ye  deliver?   That  unvalued  Treafure 
Would  ye  forfake,  to  feek  your  own  Difhonour, 
What  gone,  no  Age  recovers,  nor  Repentance, 
To  a  poor  Stranger  ? 

Col.  Hold  there  again,  thou'rt  perfedl. 
Luc.  I  know  you  do  but  try  me. 
Mir.  And  I  know 
I'll  try  y'  a  great  deal  farther ;  prithee  to  bed : 

(42)  [Seeing  )'our  Excellence,  and  able  Siveetne/s)']  I  have  not  any 
c\ea.T  Ide^ofable  S^.veetne/j,  perhaps  we  fliou'd  rtdid  amiable,  'lis  true 
the  Meafure  reclaims  againlt,  tho'  the  Seafe  feems  to  demand  it.  But 
the  Reader  is  left  to  his  choice. 
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i  love  thee,  and  fo  well Come  kifs  me  once  more  ; 

Is  a  Maiden-head  ill  beftow'd  o'  me  ? 

Ltic.  What's  this,  Sir  ?  [Taking  hold  of  his  Crofs, 

Mir.  Why,  'tis  the  Badge,  Sweet,  of  that  holy  Order 
I  Ihortly  maft  receive,  the  Crofs  of  Malta. 

Luc.  What  Virtue  has  it  ? 

Mir,  All  that  we  call  virtuous. 

Luc.  Who  gave  it  firft? 

Mir.  He  that  gave  all,  to  fave  us. 

Luc.  Why  then  'tis  holy  too  ? 

Mir.  True  Sign  of  Holinefs, 
The  Badge  of  all  his  Soldiers  that  profcfs  him. 

Luc.  The  Badge  of  all  his  Soldiers  that  profefs  him  ' 
Can't  fave  in  Dangers .? 

Mir.  Yes, 

Luc.  In  Troubles,  comfort  ? 

Mir.  You  fay  true.  Sweet. 

Luc.  In  Sicknefs,  reftore  Health  ? 

Mir.  All  this  it  can  do. 

Luc.  Preferve  from  Evils  that  afHi£t  our  Frailties? 

Alir.  I  hope  flie  will  be  Chriftian;  all  thefe  truly. 

Luc.  Why  are  you  fick  then,  fick  to  Death  with  Lufl  ? 
In  danger  to  be  loft?  No  holy  Thought, 
In  all  that  Heart  ?  nothing  but  wandring  Frailties 
Wild  as  the  Wind,  and  blind  as  Death  or  Ignorance, 
Inhabit  there. 

Mir.  Forgive  me  Heav*n,  flie  fays  true;  [nefs  ? 

Luc.  Dare  ye  profefs  that  badge,  prophane  that  Good- 

Col.  Thou  haft  redeemed  thy  felf  again,  moft  rarely. 

Luc.  That  Holinefs  and  Truth  ye  make  me  wonder  at  ? 
Rlaft  all  the  Bounty  Heav'n  gives  ?  that  Remembrance- 
Co/.  O  excellent  Woman. 

Luc.  Fling  it  from  ye  quickly. 
If  ye  be  thus  refolv'd  •,  I  fee  a  Virtue 
Appear  in't  like  a  Sword,  both  Edges  flaming. 
That  will  confume  ye,  and  your  Thoughts,  to  Afties : 
Let  them  profefs  it  that  are  pure,  and  noble, 
Gentle,  and  juft  of  Thought,  that  build  the  Crofs, 

Not  thofe  that  break  it  -,  by if  ye  touch  me, 

Ev*n  in  the  Aft,  I'll  make  that  Crofs,  and  curfe  ye. 

Vol.  VII.  Z  Mir. 
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A//>.  You  fhall  not,  Fair;  I  did  diiTemble  with  yc. 
And  but  to  try  your  Faith,  I  fafhion'd  all  this  ; 
Yet  fomething  you  provok'd  me :  This  fair  Crofs, 
By  me  (if  he  but  pleafe  to  help,  firft  gave  it) 
Shall  ne'er  be  worn  upon  a  Heart  corrupted  j 
Go  to  your  Reft,  my  modeft,  honeft  Servant, 
My  fair  and  virtuous  Maid,  and  fleep  fecure  there. 
For  when  you  fuffer,  I  forget  this  Sign  here. 

Col.  A  Man  of  Men  too  :  O  moft  perfed  Gentleman! 

Luc.  All  fweet  Reft  to  you,  Sir ;  I'm  half  a  Chriftian, 
The  other  half  Til  pray  for  v  then  for  you.  Sir. 

Mir.  This  is  the  fouleft  Play  I'll  fhew  ;  good  night. 
Sweet.  [Exeunt. 


ACT     IV.      SCENE     I. 

Enter  Mountferrat  and  Rocca, 

Mount,  'T^  H  E  Sun's  not  fet  yet? 
Jl       Roc.  No,  Sir. 

Mount.  Would  it  were. 
Never  to  rife  again  to  light  the  World. 
And  yet,  to  what  vain  Purpofe  do  I  wifti  it. 
Since  though  I  were  inviron'd  with  thick  Mifts, 
Black  as  Cy7nerian  Darknefs,  or  my  Crimes, 
There  is  that  here,  upon  which  as  an  Anvil 
Ten  thoufand  Hammers  ftrike,  and  every  Spark 
They  force  from  it,  to  me's  another  Sun 
To  light  me  to  my  Shame  ? 

Roc.  Take  Hope  and  Comfort. 

Mount.  They're  Aids  indeed,  but  yet  as  far  from  me. 
As  I  from  being  innocent :  This  Cave,  fafhion'd 
By  provident  Nature,  in  this  foiid  Rock 
To  be  a  Den  for  Beafts,  alone  receives  me. 
And  having  prov'd  an  Enemy  to  Mankind, 
All  human  helps  forfake  me. 

Roc.  I'll  ne'er  leave  you. 
And  wilh  you  would  call  back  that  noble  Courage, 

That 
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That  old  invincible  Fortitude  of  yours 
That  us'd  to  (hunk  at  nothing. 

Mount.  Then  it  did  not, 
But  'twas  when  I  was  honed  ;  then  i'  th*  height 
Of  all  my  Happin^fs,  of  all  my  Glories, 
Of  all  Delights,  that  made  Life  precious  to  mc, 
I  durft  die,  Rocca;  Death  itfelf  then  to  me 
Was  nothing  terrible,  becaufe  I  knew 
The  Fame  of  a  good  Knight  would  ever  live 
Frefh  on  my  Memory ;  but  fince  I  fell 
From  my  Integrity,  and  difmifs'd  thofe  Guards, 
Thofe  fbrong  Afllirances  of  Innocence, 
That  Conftancy  fled  from  me,  and  what's  worfe. 
Now  I  am  loathfome  to  my  felf -,  and  Life 
A  Burthen  to  me,  fick'd  with  fad  Remembrance 
Of  what  I  have  done,  afnd  my  prefent  Horrors 
Unfufferable  to  me,  tortur*d  with  Defpair 
That  1  fliail  ne'er  find  Mercy  :  Heil  about  me. 
Behind  me,  and  before  me,  yet  I  dare  not. 
Still  fearing  worfe,  put  off  my  wretched  Being. 

Enter  Abdella. 

Roc.  To  fee  this  would  deter  a  doubtful  Man 
(43)  From  mifchievous  Intents,  much  more  the  Pracflicc 
Of  what  is  wicked  :  Here's  the  Moor,  look  up  Sir, 
Some  Eafe  may  come  from  her. 

Mount.  New  Trouble  rather. 
And  I  expedl  it. 

Abd.  Who  is  this?  Mountferrat  ? 
Rife  up  for  Shame,  and  like  a  River  dry'd  up 
Wich  a  long  drought,  from  me,  your  bounteous  Sea^ 
Receive  thofe  Tides  of  Comfort  that  flow  to  you  j 
If  ever  I  look'd  lovely,  if  Dtfert 
Could  ever  challenge  welcome  ;  if  Revenga, 
And  unexpeded  Wreak,  were  ever  pieafing. 
Or  could  endear  the  Giver  of  fuch  Biefi'ings, 
All  thcfc  I  come  adorn'd  with,  and,  as  due, 

(43)  From  m'l/cbievoas  Etfents, •]  TW  this  I'eading  may  be  de- 
fended, yet  I  hare  chofe  to  adopt  Intents  from  the  fir  ft  L'olw  Editioo. 

Z  -  Make 
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Make  Challenge  of  thofe  fo  long  wi(h*d  Embraces, 
Which  you,  unkind,  have  hitherto  deny'd  me. 

A'CMit.  Why,  what  have  you  done  for  me  ? 

Abd.  Made  Goviera 
As  truly  mif'rable,  as  you  thought  him  happy  ; 
Could  you  wifh  more  ? 

Mount.  As  if  his  Sicknefs  could 
Recover  me  ;  the  Injuries  1  receiv'd 
Were  Oriana's. 

jihd.  She  has  paid  dear  for  'em. 
She's  dead. 

Mount.  How? 

Md.  Dead  ;  my  Hate  could  reach  no  farther  : 
Taking  Advantage  of  her  in  a  Swoon, 
Under  Pretence  to  give  a  Cordial  to  her 
I  poifon*d  her  :  What  ftupid  Dulnefs  is  this  ? 
W^hat  you  lliould  entertain  with  Sacrifice, 
Can  you  receive  fo  coldly  ? 

Mount.  Bloody  Deeds 
Are  grateful  Oncrings,  pleafing  to  the  Devil, 
And  thou,  in  thy  black  Shape,  and  blacker  A<5lions, 
Being  Hell's  perfei5l  Charaflcr,  art  delighted 
(44)  To  do  what  I,  though  infinitely  wicked. 
Tremble  to  hear;  thou  haft,  in  this,  ta'en  from  me 
All  Means  to  make  amends  with  Penitence, 
To  her  vvrong'd  Virtues,  and  difpoil'd  me  of 
The  poor  Remainder  of  that  Hope  was  left  me. 
For  all  I  have  already,  or  muft  fufier. 

Abd.  I  did  it  for  the  beft. 

Mir.  For  thy  worfl  Ends, 
And  be  afllir'd  but  that,  I  think,  to  kill  thee 
Would  but  prevent,  what  thy  Defpair  muft  force  thee 
To  do  unto  thy  felf,  and  fo  to  add  to 
Thy  moft  aflur'd  Damnation,  thou  wert  dead  now. 
But  get  thee  from  my  Sight ;  and  if  Luft  of  me 
Didxver  fire  thee  (Love  I  cannot  call  it) 

'44)  To  do  i':hat  1  tJ ought J    This  nonfenfical  Reading  both 

Mr.  Se'iLard  and  my  felf  reje£ted  for  though,  before  we  faw  the  Copy 
»f  1647,  which  happily  confirmed  our  Conjecture. 

Leap 
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Leap  down  from  thofe  fteep  Rocks,  or  take  advantage 
Of  the  next  Tree  to  hang  thy  felf,  and  then 
I  may  Jaugh  at  it.     Abd.  In  the  mean  time  I  mufl 
Be  bold,  to  do  fo  much  for  you  ;   ha,  ha. 

Mount.  Why  grin'ft  thou,  Devil  ? 

Abd.  That  *tis  in  my  power 
To  punifh  thy  Ingratitude  ;  I  made  trial 
But  how  you  ftood  affefled,  and  fince  I 
Know  I*m  us'd  only  for  a  Property, 
I  can  and  will  revenge  it  to  the  full. 
For  underftand  in  thy  contempt  of  me, 
Thofe  hopes  of  Ortana^  which  I  could 
Have  chang'd  to  certainties,  are  loll  for  ever, 

Mount.  Why,  lives  fhe  P 

Abd.  Yes,  but  never  to  Mount  ferrate 
Although  it  is  in  me,  with  as  much  eafe 
To  give  her  freely  up  to  thy  Poflefiion, 
As  to  remove  this  Rufh  \  which  yet  defpair  of: 
For  by  my  much  wrong'd  Love,  Flattery,  nor  Threa:s, 
Tears,  Prayers,  norVows,  fliall  ever  win  me  to  it : 
So  with  my  Curfe  I  leave  thee. 

Mount.  Prithee  ftay, 
Thou  know'ft  I  dote  on  thee,  and  yet  thou  arc 
So  peevifli,  and  perverfe,  fo  apt  to  take 
Trifles  unkindly  from  me. 

Abd.  To  perl  wade  me 
To  break  my  Neck,  to  hang,  then  damn  my  felf. 
With  you  are  Trifles. 

Mount.  *Twas  my  Melancholy 
That  made  me  fpeak  I  know  not  what ;  forgive, 
I  will  redeem  my  fault. 

Roc.  Believe  him.  Lady. 

Mount.  A  thoufand  times  I  will  demand  thy  Pardon, 
And  keep  the  reckoning  on  thy  Lips  with  KiflTes. 

Abd,  There's  fomething  elfe,  that  would  prevail  more 
with   me. 

Mount.  Thou  flialt  have  all  thy  wiflies,  do  but  blefs  ma 
With  means  to  fatisfie  my  mad  Defircs 
For  once  in  Qr'iana^  and  for  ever 
I  am  thine,  only  thine,  my  befl:  Abdella, 

Z  3  Ahl 
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Jhi.  Were  I  aflfurM  of  this,  and  that  you  would. 

Having  cnjoy*d  her- ■ 

Mount.  Any  thing  :  make  choice  of 
Thine  own  conditions. 

Jbd.  Swear  then,  that  pcrform*d, 
(To  tree  me  from  all  doubts  and  fears  hereafter) 
To  give  me  leave  to  kill  her. 

Mount.  That  our  fafety 
Muft  of  necefiity  urge  us  to. 

Abd.  Then  know 
It  was  not  Poifon,  but  a  deeping  Potion 
Which  fhe  receiv'd  ;  yet  of  fufficient  ftrength 
So  to  bind  up  her  Senfes,  that  no  fign 
Of  life  appear*d  in  her  ;  and  thus  thought  de.^d. 
In  her  beft  Habit,  as  the  Cuftom  is 
You  know  in  Malta,  with  all  Ceremonies 
She*s  buried  in  her  Family's  Monument, 
r  th'  Temple  of  St.  John-y  I'll  bring  you  thither. 
Thus,  as  you  are  difguis'd ;  fome  fix  hours  hence 
The  Potion  will  leave  working. 

Roc.  Let  us  hafte  then. 

Mount.  Be  my  good  Angel,  guide  me. 

Abd.  But  remember 
You  keep  your  Oath. 

Mount.  As  I  defire  to  profpcr 
In  what  I  undertake. 

Jbd.  I  ask  no  more.  [^Eyeunt, 

S      C      E       N      E        II. 

Enter  Miranda,   Norandine,  and  Colonna. 

Col.  Here,  Sir,  I've  got  the  Key;  I  borrow'dit 
Of  him  that  keeps  the  Church,  the  Door  is  open. 

AJir.  Look  to  tlie  Horfes  then,  and  pleafe  the  Fellow. 
After  a  few  Devotions,  I'll  retire. 
Be  not  far  ofF,  there  may  be  fome  ufc  of  ye. 
Give  me  the  Light :  Come  Friend,  a  few  good  Prayers 
"Were  not  beftow'd  in  vain  now,  e'en  from  you.  Sir. 
Men  that  are  bred  in  Blood,  have  no  way  left  'em. 

No 
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No  Bath,  no  Purge,  no  Time  to  wear  it  out 

Or  wafli  it  off,  but  Penitence,  and  Prayer : 

I  am  to  take  the  Order,  and  my  Youth 

Loaden  I  mud  confcfs  with  many  Follies, 

Circled  and  bound  about  with  Sins  as  many 

As  in  the  Houle  of  Memory  live  Figures. 

My  Heart  1*11  open  now,  my  Faults  confefs, 

(45)  And  rife  a  new  Man,  Heav'n,  I  hope,  t*  a  new  life. 

Nor.  I  have  no  great  Devotion,  at  this  inftant. 
But  for  a  Prayer  or  two,  i  will  not  out  bir  ; 
Hold  up  your  Finger  when  you've  pray'd  enough, 

Mir*  Go  you  to  that  end. 

Nor.  I  (hall  ne*er  pray  alone  fure, 
I  have  been  fo  us'd  to  anfwer  the  Clerk :  would  I  had  a 
Cufhion,  for  I  (hall  ne'er  make  a  good  Hermit,  and  kneel 
'till  my  Knees  are  Horn  j  thele  Stones  are  plaguy  hard  ; 
where  (hall  I  begin  now  ?  for  if  I  do  not  obferve  a  method, 
I  (hall  be  out  prefently. 

Ori.  Oh,  oh. 

Nor,  What's  that,  Sir  ?  did  ye  hear  ? 

Mir.  Ay  j  to  your  Prayers. 

Nor.  'Twas  hereabouts,  (46)  't  has  put  me  clean  awry 
now,  I  (hall  ne'er  get  in  again — ha, —  By  Land,  and 
Water,  all  Children  and  all  Women  j  ay,  there  it  was 
I  left. 

Ori.  Oh,  oh. 

Nor.  Ne*er  tell  me,  Sir, 
Here's  fomething  got  amongfl  us. 

Mtr.  I  heard  a  Groan, 
A  difmal  one, Ori.  Oh,  oh. 

Nor.  Here,  'tis  here.  Sir,  'tis  here,  Sir ; 
A  Devil  in  the  Wall. 

Mir.  'Tis  fome  Illufion 
To  fright  us  from  Devotion Ori.  Oh,  oh. 

(45)  And  \\(c  a  nrzv  Man, ]     Sf)  Mr.  Sezvard  \\\l.\\   me  CC(- 

reeled  the  Text,  and  fo  reads  the  Copy  of  1647. 

(46)  ^t  has  put  me  clean  :\.'f/^y  ftovj,']  To  put  one  av:ny  fr^m  one's 
Prayers,  is  an  odd  Expreflion  for  putting  cut  ;  I  conjediur'd  that  to 
make  the  Paffage  phiner  we  nioiild  read  aivry,  but  durll  not  have  pro- 
pofed  it  had  it  not  been  confirmd  by  the  i'Viio  of  1647. 

Z  4  Nor. 
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Nor.  Why  'tis  here, 
(47)  The  Spirit  of  a  Huntfman  choak*d  with  Butter: 
Here's  a  new  Tomb,  new  Trickments  too. 

Alir.  For  certain. 
This  has  not  been  three  days  here. 

Nor.  And  a  Tablet 
With  Rhimes  upon't. 

Mir.  I  prithee  read  'cm,  NoramUne. 

Nor.  An  Epi—  an  Epi — taph,  I  think  *tis  ;  ay  'tis 
taph,  an  Epitaph  upon  the  mod  excell,  excel — Jcnc— 
and 

Mir.  Thou  canft  not  read. 

Nor.  I've  fpoil'd  mine  Eyes  with  Gun-powder. 

Mir,  An  Epitaph  upon  the  mod  virtuous,  and  excel- 
lent Lady,  the  Honour  of  Chaftity,  Oriana. 

Ncr.  Tlie  grand  IVIafter's  Sifter?  how  a  devil  came  (he 
here  ?  v;hen  flipt  flie  out  o'  th'  way  ?  the  Stone's  but  half 
upon  her. 

Mir.  It  is  a  fudden  change  :  certain  the  mifchief 
^ Mountferrat  ofFer'd  to  her  broke  her  Heart- ftrings. 

Nor.  Would  he  were  here,  I'd  be  the  Clerk  my  fejf. 
And  by  this  little  light,  I'd  bury  him  alive  here: 
Here's  no  lamenting  now.     Ori.  Oh,  oh. 

Nor.  There  'tis. 

Mir.  Sure  from  the  Monument,  the  very  Stone  groans 
for  her. 
Oh,  dear  Lady,  blt-fling  of  Women,  virtue  of  thy  Sex ; 
How  art  thou  fct  for  ever,  how  ftol'n  from  us. 
Biblingand  prating  now  converfe  with  Women. 

Nor.  Sir,  it  rifcs,  it  looks  up.  \_She  rifes  up. 

AJir.  Hcav'n  blefs  us. 

Nor.  It  is  in  Woman's  Cloaths,  it  rifes  higher. 

Mir.  h  looks  about,  and  v/onders  -,  fare  fhe  lives,  Sir. 
?Tis  fhe,  'tis  Oriana.,  'tis  that  Lady. 

Nor.  Shall  I  go  to  her  ?    Ori.   Where  am  I ! 

Mir.  Stand  Hill. 

(47)  The  Spirit  cf  a  Huntfinan  choaUd  vuth  Bufier:]  As  I  can 
fee  no  Humour  in  an  Hunt/man  s  being  cboak^d  'with  Butter,  I  make 
no  doubc  of  its  being  a  Corruption  for  Dutchman,  who  are  always 
iHL'gh'd  at  ^z-:  eating  fuch  Quantities  of  oyl'd  Butter.  T,  Seivnrd. 

Ori, 
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Ori.  What  Place  is  this  ? 

Nor.  She  is  as  live  as  I  am. 

Ori.  What  i'mell  of  Earth,  and  rotten  Bones,  what 
dark  Place? 
Lord,  whither  am  I  carried  ? 

Nor.  How  fhe  flares. 
And  fets  her  Eyes  on  him. 

Mir.  How  is't,  dear  Lady  ? 
D*  you  know  me  ?  how  fhe  Ihakes  ? 

Ori.  You  are  a  Man. 

Mir.  A  Man  that  honours  you. 

Ori.  A  cruel  Man, 
Ye  are  all  cruel  •,  are  you  in  your  Grave  too  ? 
For  there's  no  trufting  cruel  Man,  above  ground. 

Nor.  By*r  Lady  that  goes  hard. 

Mir.  To  do  you  Service, 
And  to  reftore  ye  to  the  Joys  you  were  in 

Ori.  I  was  in  Joys  indeed,  and  hope 

Mir.  She  finks  again, 
Again  fhe's  gone,  (he's  gone  ;  gone  as  a  Shadow, 
She  finks  for  ever.  Friend. 

Nor.  She  is  cold  now. 
She's  certainly  departed,  I  muft  cry  too. 

Mir.  The  blefled  Angels  guide  thee;  put  the  Stone  to. 
Beauty  thou'rt  gone  to  Dull,  Goodnefs  to  Alhes.  ' 

Nor.  Pray  take  it  well ;  we  mud  all  have  our  hours.  Sir. 

Mir.  Ay,  thus  we  are,  and  all  our  painted  Glory, 
A  bubble  that  a  Boy  blows  into  th'  Air, 
And  there  it  breaks. 

Nor.  I  am  glad  ye  fav'd  her  Honour  yet. 

Mir.  Would  I  had  fav'd  her  Life  now  too :   Oh  Heav*n, 
For  fuch  a  Blefiing,  fuch  a  timely  BlefTing ! 
O  Friend,  what  dear  content  'cwould  be,  what  Story 
To  keep  my  Name  from  Worms?     Ori.  Oh,  oh. 

A'br.  She  lives  again. 
'Twas  but  a  Trance. 

Mir.  Pray  ye  call  my  Man  in  prefently. 
Help  with  the  Stone  firll,  oh  (he  Itirs  again. 
Oh  call  my  Man,  away. 

Nor.  I  fly,  I  fly,  Sir.  [Exit. 

Mir. 
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Mir.  tJpon  my  Knees,  O  Hcav'n,  O  Heav'n,  I  thank 
thee. 

Enter  Colonna,  and  Norandinc. 

The  living  heat  fleals  into  every  Member ; 
Come,  help  the  Coffin  out  foftly,  and  fuddcniy  % 
Where  is  the  Clerk  ? 

Col.  Drunk  above  ;  he  is  fure.  Sir. 

Mir.  Sirrah,  you  muft  be  fecrct. 

Col.  As  your  Soul,  Sir. 

Mir.  Softly  good  Friend,  take  her  into  your  Arms. 

Nor.  Put  in  the  cruft  again. 

Mir.  And  bring  her  out  there,  when  I  am  a  Horfeback 
My  Man  and  I  will  tenderly  conduft  her 
Unto  the  Fort  •,  (lay  you,  and  watch  what  iflue. 
And  what  Enquiry's  for  the  Body. 

Nor^  Well,  Sir. 

Mir.  And  when  y*  have  done,  come  back  to  me. 

Nor.  I  will. 

Mir,  Softly,  oh  foftly. 

Nor.  She  grows  warmer  flill,  Sir. 

Col.  What  fhall  I  do  with  th»  Key  .? 

Mir.  Thou  canft  not  (lir  now. 
Leave  it  i*ch'  Door,  go  get  the  Horfes  ready.       [Exeunt, 

Enter  Rocca,  Mountferrat,  and  Abdella  with 
a  dark  Lanthorn. 

Roc.  The  Door's  already  open,  the  Key  in  it. 

Mount.  What  were  thofe  paft  by  ? 

Roc.  Some  fcout  of  Soldiers,  I  think. 

Mount.   It  may  well  be  fo,  for  I  faw  their  Horfes  : 
They  faw  not  us,  I  hope.    Abd.  No,  no,  we  were  clofe, 
Bcfide  they  were  far  off.  Mount.  What  time  of  Night  is't  ? 

jibd.  Much  about  twelve,  I  think. 

Roc.  Let  me  go  in  firft. 
For  by  the  leaving  open  of  the  Door  here. 
There  may  be  fome  Body  i' th'  Church  5  give  mc  the 
Lanthorn. 

Abd.  You'll  love  me  now,  I  hope. 

Mount. 
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Mount.  Make  that  good  to  me 
Your  Promife  is  engag'd  for. 

Abd.  Why  ftie*s  there 
Ready  prepar*d,  and  much  about  this  time 
Life  will  look  up  again. 

Roc.  Come  in,  all's  fure. 
Not  a  Foot  ftirring,  nor  a  Tongue. 

Mount.  Heav*n  blefs  me, 
I  ne'er  enter*d,  with  fuch  unholy  Thoughts, 
This  Place  before. 

Abd.  Ye  are  a  fearful  Fool, 
If  Men  have  Appetites  allowed  'cm. 
And  warm  Defires,  are  there  not  ends  too  for  *cm  ? 
Mount.  Whither  fliall  we  carry  her? 
Roc.  Why,  to  the  Bark,  Sir, 
I  have  provided  one  already  waits  us ; 
The  Wind  (lands  wondrous  fair  too  for  our  Pafiage. 
Abd.  And  there  when  ye've  enjoy'd  her,  for  ye've  that 
liberty. 
Let  me  alone  to  fend  her  to  feed  Fifhes  : 
ril  no  more  fighs  for  her. 

Mount.   Where  is  the  Monument  ? 
Thou'rt  fure  fhe  will  awake  about  this  time?  Abd.  Moft 

fure, 
If  fhe  be  n*t  knockt  o'th'  Head  :  give  me  the  Lanthorn, 
Here  'tis ;  how's  this,  the  Scone  olf  ? 

Roc.  Ay,  and  nothing 
Within  the  Monument,  that's  worfe  ',  no  Body 
I'm  fure  of  that,  nor  fign  of  any  here, 
But  an  empty  CofKn. 
Mount.  No  Lndy  ? 
Roc.  No,  nor  Lord,  Sir, 
This  Pyc  has  been  cm  up  before, 
Abd.  Either  the  Devil 

Muft  do  thefe  tricks 

Mount.  Or  thou,  t!icu  damn'd  one,  worfe 
Thou  black  fwoln  pitchy  cloud,  of  all  my  Affl!(^ions ; 
Hiou  night  Hag,  gotten  when  the  bright  Moon  fuffer'd  -, 
Thou  Hell  it  fclf  confin'd  in  Flefli  ;  what  trick  now? 
Tell  me,  and  tell  me  quickly  what  thy  mifchief 

His 
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Has  done  with  her,  and  to  what  end,  and  whither 
Thou  haft  removed  her  Body,  or  by  this  holy  Place 
This  Sword  fhall  cut  thee  into  thoufand  pieces, 
A  thoufand  thoufand,  ftrow  thee  o'er  the  Temple 
A  Sacrifice  to  thy  black  Sire,  the  Devil. 

Roc.  Tell  him,  you  fee  he's  angry. 

Abd.  Let  him  burlt, 
Neither  his  Sword  nor  Anger  do  I  Ihake  at. 
Nor  will  I  yield,  to  feed  his  poor  Sufpicions, 
His  idle  Jcaloufies,  and  mad  Dogs  heats. 
One  thought  againft  my  fclf :  Ye've  done  a  brave  deed, 
A  manly,  and  a  valiant  piece  of  Service : 
When  ye've  kilTd  me,  reckon't  amongft  your  Battels ; 
I'm  forry  y'  are  fo  poor,  fo  weak  a  Gentleman, 
Able  to  (land  no  Fortune  :  I  difpofe  of  her  ? 
My  Mifchief  make  her  away?  a  likely  ProjedV, 
I  muft  play  booty  *gainft  my  felf ;  if  any  thing  crofs  yc, 
I  am  the  Devil,  and  the  Devil's  Heir, 
All  Plagues,  all  Mifchiefs 

Mount.  Will  ye  leave  and  do  yet? 

Abd.  I've  done  too  much. 
Far,  far  too  much,  for  fuch  a  thanklefs  Fellow  : 
If  I  be  Devil,    you  created  me  ; 
I  never  knew  thofe  Arts,  nor  bloody  Practices 

( o'  your  cunning  Heart,  that  Mine  of  mifchief) 

Before  your  Flatt*ries  won  'em  into  me. 

Here  did  I  leave  her,  leave  her  with  tliat  certainty 

About  this  Hour  to  wake  again. 

Mount.  Where  is  ilie  ? 
This  is  the  lafl:  demand. 

Aid.  Did  I  now  know  ir. 
And  were  1  fure,  this  were  my  lateft  minute, 
J  would  not  tell  thee:  Strike,  and  then  I'll  curfe  thee. 

Roc.  I  fee  a  Light,  ftand  clofe,  and  leave  your  angers. 
We  all  mifcarry  elfe. 

Enter  Gomera,  and  Page  with  a  Torch. 

Jhd.  I  am  now  carelefs. 

Mount.  Peace,  prithee  peace.  Sweet,  peace,  all  Friends. 

Jbd.  Stand  clofe  then, 

Gom. 
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Gem.  Wait  there,  Boy,  with  the  light,  'till  I  call  to  thee  : 
In  darknefs  was  my  Soul  and  Senfes  clouded 
When  my  fair  Jewel  fell,  the  night  of  Jealoufie 
In  all  her  blacknefs  drawn  about  my  Judgment ; 
No  light  was  let  into  me,  to  diftinguifii 
Betwixt  my  fudden  Anger  and  her  Honour  •, 
A  blind  fad  Pilgrimage  fhall  be  my  Penance, 
No  comfort  of  the  day  will  I  look  up  at : 
Far  darker  than  my  jealous  Ignorance, 
Each  place  of  my  aboad  fhall  be :  My  Prayers 
No  ceremonious  lights  Ihall  fet  off  more : 
Bright  Arms,  and  all  that  carry  Luftre,  Life, 
Society,  and  Solace,  I  forfake  ye. 
And  were  it  not  once  more  to  fee  her  Beauties, 
(For  in  her  Bed  of  Death,  f!ie  mull  be  fweet  ftill,) 
And  on  her  cold  fad  Lips  feal  my  Repentance  ; 
(48)  Thou  Child  of  Hcav'n,  fair  Light,    I  could  not 
mifs  thee. 

Mount.  I  know  the  Tongue,  would  I  were  out  again. 
IVe  done  him  too  much  wrong  to  look  upon  him. 

uibd.   There  is  no  (hifcing  now,  Boldnefs  and  Confidence 
Muft  carry 't  now  away  *,  he's  but  one  neither. 
Naked  as  you  are,  of  a  Strength  far  under. 

Mount.  But  h'as  a  Caufe  above  me. 

yHbd.  That's  as  you  handle  it. 

Roc.  Peace,  he  may  go  again,  and  never  fee  us. 

(48)   Thou  Child  of  Hcav'n,  fair    Light,  I  could  not  mifs   thee,  j 

Mr.  .Sfw^jri/ propofes  reading  here,     1  luould  not  ufe  thee,  and 

owns,  indeed,  that  the  Change  made  is  a  large  one.  But  either  fome 
Scnfe  of  the  old  Text  has  efcaped  him,  or  elfe  it  hath  no  fort  of  Co- 
herence with  the  reft  of  the  Sentence,  or  the  evident  Intention  of  G'j- 
mera.  And  adds  farther,  that  if  a  Change  be  neceflary,  he  believes 
what  he  has  made  will  bid  fair  for  being  the  Original,  and  that  this 
is  the  grcateft  Certainty  we  can  arrive  at,  in  verbal  Criticifms,  when 
all  the  former  Editions  concur  in  the  Corruption. 

I  muft  beg  leave  to  dilTent  from  my  good  Friend  here,  for  though 
I  think  there  is  occafion  for  a  Change,  yet  fuch  a  large  ore  as  he  re- 
commends, I  can  by  no  means  allow  of.  What  Gomera  intends  tc  fay 
is  only  this  ;  that  unlefs  it  was  to  fee  the  Beauty  of  his  (fuppofed) 
dead  Wife,  l^c.  he  never  fhould  dejire  cr  nvant  light  more.  Now 
this  by  an  eafy  Change  may  be  made  out  thus, 

fair  Light,   1  fhou'd  r.ot  mifs  thee. 

Gom. 
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Gem.  I  feci  I  weep  apace,  but  where's  the  Flood, 
The  torrent  of  my  Tears,  to  drown  my  Fault  in  ? 
1  would  I  could  now,  like  a  loaden  Cloud, 
Begotten  in  the  nioift  South,  drop  to  nothing. 
Give  me  the  Torch,  Boy, 

Rcc.  Now  he  mufl  difcover  us. 
Abd.  He  has  already,  never  hide  your  Head, 
Be  bold  and  brave,  if  we  mufl  die  together 

Gom.  Who's  there  ?  What  Friend  to  Sorrow  ?  th*  TcJmb 
wide  open. 

The  Stone  off  too?  the  Body  gone?  by • 

Look  to  the  Door  Boy :  Keep  it  faft,  who  are  yc  ? 
What  facriiegious  Villains  ?  Falfe  Mountferrat^ 
The  Wolf  to  Honour,  has  thy  hellifli  Hunger 
Brought  thee  to  tear  the  Body  out  o*ch*  Tomb  too  ? 
Has  thy  foul  Mind  fo  far  wrought  on  thee?  ha, 
Are  you  there  too?  Nav,  then  1  fpy  a  Villany 

[Xo  Abdella. 
I  never  dream'd  of  yet,  (49)  thou  finful  Ufher, 
Bred  from  that  Rottenncfs,  thou  Bawd  to  Mifchicf, 
D*  you  blufh  through  all  your  Blacknefs  ?    Won't  that 
hide  it  ? 
Abd.  I  cannot  fpeak. 

Go7n.  You're  well  met,  with  your  Dam,  Sir; 
Art  thou  a  Knight  ?  Did  ever  on  that  Sword, 
The  Chriftian  Caufe  fit  nobly  ?  Could  that  Hand  fight. 
Guided  by  Fame  and  Fortune  ?  That  Heart  inflame  thee, 

"With  virtuous  Fires  of  Valour  ? To  fall  off. 

Fall  off  fo  fuddenly,  and  with  fuch  Foulnefs, 
As  the  falfe  Angels  did,  from  all  their  Glory  ? 
Thou  art  no  Knight,  Honour  thou  never  heard'ft  of. 
Nor  brave  Defires  could  ever  build  in  that  Bread. 
Treafon,  and  tainted  Thoughts,  are  all  the  Gods 

(49)  '   tho%  finful  IJJher, 

Bred  from  that  Rottennefs,  that  Banvd  to  Mifchief^  That 
Banud  plainly  implies  Mountferrat,  but  the  Reader  can't  but  know 
this  to  be  a  Coatr^ididion  :  For  not  Mountferrat,  but  Abdella  claims 
that  Charafter.  We  mull  read,  therefore,  thou,  as  Mr.  Se^juard  and 
my  felf  conjefturcd,  and  for  which  wc  have  the  Concurrence  of  the 
folio  of  1647. 

Thou 
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Thou  worfliip'ft,  all  the  Strength  thou  hadft,  and  Fortunes  j 
Thou  didft  things  out  of  Fear,  and  falfe  Heart,  Villain, 
Out  of  clofe  Traps  and  Treach'ries,  they  have  railed  thee. 
Mount.  Thou  rav'ft,  old  Man. 
Gofji.  Before  thou  get'ft  off  from  mc, 
Hadft  thou  the  Glory  of  thy  firft  Fights  on  thee. 
Which  thou  haft  bafely  loft,  thy  noblcft  Fortunes, 
And  in  their  greateft  Luftres,  I  would  make  thee. 
Before  we  part,  confefs,  (nay  kneel,  and  do  it. 
Nay,  crying  kneel,  coldly,  for  Mercy,  crying  :  ) 
Thou  art  the  recreanc'ft  Rogue  time  ever  nourifh*d, 
(50)  Thou  art  a  Dog,  I'll  make  thee  fwear,  a  Dog, 
A  mangy  Cur  Dog  •,    d*  you  creep  behind  the  Altar? 
Look  how  it  fweats,  to  fhelter  fuch  a  Rafcal : 
Firft,  with  thy  ven'mous  Tooth  infc6l  her  chafte  Life, 
And  then  not  dare  to  do ;  next,  rob  her  Reft, 

Steal  her  dead  Body  out  o*th*  Grave. 

Alount.  I  have  not. 

Com,  Prithee  come  out,  this  is  no  Place  to  quarrel  in. 
Valiant  Mountferrat^  come. 
Mount.  I  will  not  ftir. 
Gom.  Thou  haft  thy  Sword  about  thee, 
That  good  Sword  that  ne'er  fail'd  thee  ;  prithee  come. 
We'll  have  but  five  Stroaks  for  it ;  on,  on  Boy, 
Here  is  one  would  fain  be  acquainted  with  thee,         [Sir, 
Wou*d  wondrous  fain  cleave  that  Calves  Head  of  yours. 
Come,  prithee  let's  difpatch,  the  Moon  fhines  finely  : 
Prithee  be  kill'd  by  me,  thou  wilt  be  hang'd  clfe  ; 
But  it  may  i)e,  thou  longeft  to  be  hang'd. 

Roc.  Out  with  him,  Sir, 
You  ftiall  have  my  Sword  too  ;  when  ke'sdifpatch'donce. 
We  have  the  World  before  us. 
Gom.  Wilt  thou  walk  Fellow, 

(50)  Thou  art  a  Dog,   III  make  thee  fwear,  a  Dog-,]  The  firft  Folio 
Copy  has  an  Addition  to  this  Verfe,  which  is  wrote  there  thus, 

ril  make  thee  f'u.'ear  a  Dog  Itav'd. 

But  what  bufinefs  pa^v'd  has  here  J  can't  diicover  ;  z  faiT d Dogm ^^ 
Bear-garden  Language,  I  believe,  is  no  more  than  a  Dog  talicn  off  cbe 
Bear,  by  w  renching  his  Mouth  open  to  make  him  leave  his  bold.  Pof- 
fibly  the  Poets  might  have  wrote  it  thus,  a  Dog  Jiari^'dt  and  then 
A  margy  Cur  Dog  may  follow  agreeably  enough. 

I 
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J  never  knew  a  Rogue  hang  Arfc-ward  ioj 
And  fuch  a  defp'race  Knave  too. 

jlbd.  Pray  go  with  him. 
Something  I'll  promife  too. 

Mount.  You  would  be  kill'd  then? 
No  Remedy,  I  fee. 

Gom.  If  thou  darft  do  it  ? 

Mount.  Yes  now  I  dare  ;  lead  out,  I'll  follow  prefently* 
Under  the  Mount  I'll  meet  ye. 

Gom.  Go  before  me, 
I'll  have  ye  in  a  String  too. 

Mount.  As  I'm  a  Gentleman, 
And  by  this  holy  Place  I  will  not  fail  thee. 
Fear  not,  thou  Ihalt  be  kill'd,  take  my  Word  for  it 
I  will  not  fail. 

Gom.  If  thou  fcap'ft  thou  haft  Cats  Luck. 
The  Mount  ? 

Mount.  The  fame  ;  make  hafte,  I'm  there  before  elfe. 

Go?n.  Go  get  ye  home  ;   now  if  he  fcape  I'm  Coward, 

Mount.  Well,  now  1  am  refolv'd,  and  he  (hall  find  it. 

{^Exeunt, 

SCENE         III. 

Enter  ^Miranda,  Euclnda,  and  Colonna. 

Mir.  How  is  it  with  the  Lady  ? 

Ltic.  Sir,  as  well 
As  it  can  be  with  one,  who  feeling  knows  now 
What  is  the  Curfe  the  divine  Juftice  laid 
On  the  firft  finful  Woman. 

Mir.  Is  Ih*  in  Travel  ? 

Luc.  Yes,  Sir,  and  yet  the  Troubles  of  her  Mind 
AfRidl  her  more,  than  what  her  Body  fuflers; 
For  in  th'  Extremity  of  her  Pain,  llie  cries  out. 
Why  am  I  here  ?  Where  is  my  Lord  Gomera  ? 
Then  fometimes  names  Mira?fda,  and  then  fighs. 
As  if  to  fpeak,  whatqucftionlefs  fhe  loves  well, 
If  heard,  might  do  her  Inj'ry. 

Col.  Heav'n's  fweet  Mercy 
Look  gently  on  her. 

Mir^ 
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Mir.  Prithee  tell  her,  my  Prayers 
Are  prefent  with  her,  and  good  Wench  provide 
That  (he  want  nothing  :   What's  thy  Name  ? 

Imc.  Lucinda. 

Mir.  Luanda  ?   There*s  a  profperous  Omen  in  it. 
Be  a  Lucina  to  her,  and  bring  Word 
That  fhe  is  {a.{^  deliver'd  of  her  Burthen, 
And  thy  Reward's  thy  Liberty:  Come  Colonna 
"We  will  go  fee  how  ih'  Engineer  has  mounted 
The  Cannon  the  great  Mafl:cr  font  \  be  careful 
To  view  the  Works,  and  learn  the  Difcipiine 
That  is  us'd  here :  I  am  to  leave  the  World, 
And  for  yoUr  Service,  which  I  have  found  faithful^ 
The  Charge  that's  mine,  if  1  have  any  Power, 
Hereafter  may  concern  you. 

Col.   I  ftill  find 
A  noble  Mafter  in  you. 

Mir.  'Tis  but  Juftice, 
Thou  doft  defer ve  it  in  thy  Care,  and  Duty.        [Exeunf, 

SCENE         IV. 

Efiler  Gomera,  Mountferrat,  Rocca,  Abdella 
wilb  a  Pijlol. 

Com.  Here's  even  Ground,  I'll  ftir  no  Foot  beyond  ifj 
Before  I  have  thy  Head. 

Mount.  Draw,  Rocca, 

Gom.  Coward, 
Hath  inward  Guilt  robb'd  thee  as  well  of  Courage: 
As  Honefty  ?  that  without  Odds  thou  dar'Il  not 
Anfwer  a  fingle  En'my  ? 

Mount.  All  Advantage 
That  I  can  take,  expedt. 

Roc.  We  know  you're  valiant ; 
Nor  do  we  purpofe  to  make  farther  Trial 
Of  what  you  can  do  now,  but  to  difpatch  you. 

Mount.  And  therefore  fight,  and  pray  together, 

Gom.  Villains, 
Whofe  Bafenefs,  all  difgraceful  Wordi  made  one, 

Vol.  VII,  A»  Cannot 
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Cannot  exprefs-,  fo  ftrong  is  the  good  Caufe 
That  feconds  me,  that  you  fliaJl  tcci,  with  Horror 
To  yonr  proud  Hopes,  what  ftrcngih  is  in  that  Arm, 
Tliough  old,  that  holds  a  Sword  made  fliarp  by  Juftice, 

Jbd.  You  come  then  here,  to  prate  ?  [H^ht. 

Alount.  Help,  Rocca,  now, 
Or  I  am  loft:  for  ever ;  how  comes  this  ?    \lie  hdifarm^d. 
Are  Villahy  and  VVeaknefs  Twins? 

Py.r:c.   I'm  gone  too. . 

Com.  You  (hall  not  fcape  me,  Wretches, 

Ahd.  I  muft:  do  it. 
All  will  go  wrong  elfe.  \ShQoti  him. 

Com,  Treacherous  bloody  Woman, 
What  haft:  thou  done  ? 

yHbd   Done  a  poor  Woman's  part. 
And  in  an  Inftant,  what  thefe  Men  fo  long 
Scood  fooling  for 

Mount.  This  Aid  was  unexpefled, 
I  kifs  thee  for*t. 

Roc.  His  right  Arm's  only  fhot, 
And  that  compciTd  him  to  forfake  his  Sword, 
He's  elfe  un wounded. 

Alount.  Cut  his  Throat. 

Abd.  Forbear. 
Yet  do  not  hope  'tis  with  Intent  to  fave  thee. 
But  that  thou  may'ft:  live  to  thy  farther  Torment, 
To  fee  who  triumphs  o'er  thee  ;  come  Mouniferrat^ 
Here  join  thy  Foot  to  mine,  and  let  our  Hearts 
Meet  with  our  Hands,  the  Contradt  that  is  made 
And  cemented  with  Blood,  as  this  of  ours  is. 
Is  a  more  holy  San6bion,  and  much  furer, 
'I  han  all  the  fuperftitious  Ceremonies 
You  Chriftians  ufe. 

Enter  Norandine. 

Roc.  Who's  this.? 
Alount.  Betray 'd  again  ? 

Nor.  By  the  Report  it  made,  and  by  the  Wind, 
1  he  Piftoi  was  difcharg*d  here. 
Co?n.  Ncrandiiiey 

As 
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As  ever  thou  lov'ft  Valour,  or  wear'ft  Arms 
To  punifli  Bafenefs,  fhew  it. 

Nor.  O  the  Devil, 
Gomera  wounded,  and  my  Brache,  Mack  Beauty 
An  A<5lor  in  it? 

j^bd,  Ifthouftrik'fl:,  I'll  flioot  thee. 

Nor.  How !  fright  me  with  your  Pot-Gun  ?  What  art 
thou  ? 
Good  Heav'n,  the  Rogue, theTraitor  Rogue,  Mcuntferrat ' 
To  fwinge  the  Nell  of  you,  's  a  Sport  unlook'd  for, 
Heil's' confume  you. 

Mount.  As  thou  art  a  Man, 
(I'm  wounded,)  give  me  time  to  anfwer  thee. 

Gom.    Durft  thou  urge  this  ?   this  Hand  can  hold  a 
Sword  yet. 

Nor.   Well  done;  to  fee  this  Villain,  makes  my  Hurts 
Bleed  frefh  again,  but  had  I  not  a  Bone  whole. 
In  fuch  a  Caufe  1  fhould  do  thus,  thus  Rafcals. 

Enter  Corporal  and  U^atch, 

Cor.  Difarm  them,  and  fhoot  any  that  reHfls. 

Gom.  Hold  Corporal,  I  am  Goinera. 

Nor.  It's  well  yet,  that  once  in  an  Age  you  can 
Remember  what  you  watch  tor :  1  had  thought 
You  had  again  been  making  out  your  Parties 
For  fucking  Pigs^  'Tis  well,  as  you  will  anfwer 
The  contrary  with  your  Lives,  fee  thefe  forth  coming. 

Cor.  That  we  fhall  do. 

Nor,  You  bleed  apace  ;  good  Soldiers, 
Go  help  him  to  a  Surgeon. 

(51)  Roc.  Dare  the  worfl:,     • 
And  fufier  like  your  felf. 

yibd.  From  me  learn  Courage. 

Nor.  Now  for  Miranda.,  this  News  will  be  to  him 
As  welcome  as  'tis  unexpected  :  Corporal, 
Ihere's  fomething  for  thy  Care  to  Night :  my  Horfe  there, 

\_Exeunto 

(51)   Roc.   Dare  the'ivoiJi'\  I  fufpefl  a  Speech  of  Mountferrat's  is 
droj't  upon  us,  here,  and  perhaps  the  Reader  may  hzoi lay  Opinion. 

Aa  2  ACT 
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ACTV.      SCENE     I. 

Enter  Oriana  and  Lucinda. 

0;/.TT  OW  does  my  Boy? 

■  JL  Jl      Luc,  Oh  wondrous  lufty,  Madam, 
A  little  Knight  already:  You  fhall  live 
I'o  fee  him  tofs  a  Turk. 

Or'i.  Gentle  Luc'wda, 
Much  muft  1  thank  thee  for  thy  Care  and  Service. 

Enter  Miranda,  Norandine,  a7id  Colonna. 

And  may  I  grow  but  flrong  to  fee  Faktta, 
My.  Brother,  and  my  Husband,  thou  flialt  find 
1  v^'ill  not  barely  thank  thee. 

Mir.  Look  Captain,  v^'e  muft  ride  away  this  Morning, 
The  Auberge  fits  to  Day,  and  the  great  Mafter 
Writes  plainly,  I  muft,  or  deliver  in 
(The  Year  cxpir'dj  my  Probation  Weed, 
C)r  take  the  Cloak  •,  you  likewife  Norandine, 
For  your  full  Service,  and  your  laft  Afliftance 
]n  falle  Mount ferrat\  Apprchenfion 
Are  here  commanded  to  afi!bciate  me; 
My  Twin  in  this  high  Honour. 

Nor.  I'll  noneon'ti  do  they  think  to  bind  me  to  live 
chafte,  fober,  and  temperately,  all  Days  of  my  Life  ?  they 
may  as  foon  tyc  an  EngUllmian  to  live  fo  :  I  fliall  be  a 
fweet  Dane,,  a  fvveet  Captain,  go  up  and  down  drink- 
ing fmall  Beer,  and  fvvearing  *ods  neagues  :  No,  1*11  live 
a  inquire  at  Arms  ftill,  and  do  thou  fo  too,  and  thou 
be'ft  wife:  I  have  found  the  Myftery  now,  why  the  Gen- 
tlemen wear  but  three  Bars  of  the  Crofs,  and  the  Knights 
the  whole  one. 

Mir.  Why  Captain  } 

Ncr.  Marry,  Sir,  to  put  us  in  Remembrance,  we  are  but 
three  Qiiarters  crofsM  in  our  Licence,  and  PJeafures ;  but 
the  poor  Knights  cofi'd  altogether :    the  Brothers  at 

Arms, 
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Arms,  may  yet  meet  with  their  Sifters  at  Arms,  now 
and  then,  in  Brotherly  Love  ;  but  the  poor  Knights  can- 
not get  a  iady  for  Love  nor  Mony  ;  'tis  not  fo  in  other 
Countries  I  wis  \  pray  haftc  you,  for  I'll  along,  and  fee 
what  will  come  on't.  \^Lxit. 

Mir,  Coionna^  Itrait  provide  all  NecefTaries 
For  this  Remove,  the  Litter  for  the  Lady, 
And  let  Luanda  bear  her  Company, 
You  (liall  attend  on  me. 

Col.  With  all  my  Duties.  [Exit. 

Mir.  How  fare  you,  gracious  Miftrefs  ? 

Ori.  O  Miranda^ 
You  pleas'd  to  honour  me  with  that  fair  Title 
When  I  was  free,  and  could  difpofe  my  felf ; 
But  now,  no  Smile,  no  Word,  no  Look,  no  Touch 
Can  I  impart  to  any,  but  as  Theft 
From  my  Gomcra^  and  who  dares  accept, 
Is  an  Ulurper. 

Mir.  Leave  us;  I  have  touch'd  thee,     [£".%'// Lucinda. 
(Thou  fairer  Virtue,  than  thou'rt  beautiful) 
Hold  but  this  Teft,  fo  rich  an  Ore  was  never 
Try'd  by  the  Hand  of  Man,  on  the  vaft  Earth  : 
Sit,  brighteft  Oriana\  is  it  Sin 
Still  to  profcfs  I  love  you,  ftill  to  vow 
I  fliall  do  ever  ^  Heav'n  my  Witnefs  be, 
'Tis  not  your  Eye,  your  Cheek,  your  Tongue,  no  part 
That  fuperficially  doth  fnare  young  Men, 
Which  has  caught  me ;  read  over  in  your  Thoughts 
The  Story  that  this  Man  hath  made  of  you. 
And  think  upon  his  Merit. 

Ori.  Only  Thought 
Can  comprehend  it. 

Mir.  l^i)  And  can  you  be  fo 
Cruel,  thanklefs,  to  deftroy  his  Youth 

i^i)    And  can  \ou  he  fo 

Cruel,   thunkleji, ]     Mr.  Seavard  propofes    reading    Cryel 

and,  or  which  he  prefers  to  the  former.  Cruelly  thankUfs,'    •-•  1  read 
Can  you  be  fo 

Cruel,  fo  thanklefs.  The  Reader  ic:;y  tukc  which  he 

likes  bed. 

A  a  5  Tfat 
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That  fav'd  your  Honour,  gave  you  double  Life, 
Your  own,  and  your  fair  Infant's  ?  that  when  Fortune 
(The  blind  Foe  to  all  Beauty,  that  is  good) 
Bandied  you  from  one  Hazard  to  another, 
Was  ev'n  Heav'n's  Meffenger,  by  Providence 
Call'd  to  the  Temple,  to  receive  you  there. 
Into  thefe  Arms,  to  give  Eafe  to  your  Throwes, 
As  if't  had  thunder'd,  take  thy  due  Miranda^ 
For  fhe  was  thine  :  Gomera\  Jealoufie 
Struck  Death  unto  thy  Heart ;  to  him  be  dead. 
And  live  to  me,  that  gave  thee  fecond  Life  : 
Let  me  but  now  enjoy  thee  :  Oh  regard 
The  torturing  Fires  of  my  Affedlions  \ 

Oti.  Oh  mafter  them,  iXliranda^  as  I  mine  ; 
"Who  follows  his  Defires,  fuch  Tyrants  ferves 
As  will  opprefs  him  infupportably. 
My  Flames,  Miranda^  riie  as  high  as  thine. 
For  I  did  love  thee  'fore  my  Marriage  ; 
Yet  would  I  now  confent,  or  could  I  think 
Thou  wert  in  earneft,  Cwhich  by  all  the  Souls 
That  have,  for  Chaftity,  been  fandtify'd, 
I  cannot)  in  a  Moment  I  do  know 
Thoud'ft  call  fair  Temperance  up  to  rule  thy  Blood  ; 
Thy  Eye  was  ever  chafte,   thy  Countenance  too,  honefl, 
And  all  thy  Wooing  was  like  Maidens  Talk  ; 
Who  yicldeth  unto  Pleafures,  and  to  Lull, 
Is  a  poor  Captive,  that  in  golden  Fetters, 
And  precious,  as  he  thinks,  but  holding  Gyves, 
Frets  out  his  Life. 

Mir.  Find  fuch  another  Woman, 
And  take  her  for  his  Labour,  any  Man. 

Ori.  1  was  not  worthy  of  thee,  at  my  bed, 
Heav'n  knew  I  was  nor,  I  had  had  thee  elfe. 
Much  lefs  now,  gentle  Sir  -,  Miranda's  Deeds 
Have  been  as  white  as  Oiiana^s  Fame, 
From  the  Beginning  to  this  Point  of  time. 
And  fhall  we  now  begin  to  ftain  both  thus  ? 
Think  on  the  Legend  which  we  two  fliall  breed 
Continuing  as  we  are,  for  chafteft  Dames 
And  boldcft  Soldiers  to  perufe  and  read. 

Ay 
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Ay  and  read  thorough  \  free  from  any  A61 
To  caule  the  Modtft  caft  the  Book  away. 
And  the  moft  honour'd  Captain  fold  it  up. 

Mir.  Faireft,  let  go  my  Hand;  my  Pulfe  beats  thick. 
And  my  mov'd  Blood  rides  high  in  every  Vein, 
Lord  of  thy  felf  now,  Soldier,  and  ever: 
I  would  not  for  Jleppo^  this  frail  Bark, 
This  Bark  of  Flcfh,  no  better  Steers-man  had 
Than  has  Mountferr  af  s  \  may  you  kifs  me.  Lady? 

On.  No ;  though't  be  no  cflential  Injury, 
It  is  a  Circumfbance  due  to  my  Lord, 
Tononeelfe;  and  my  deareft  Friend,  if  Hands 
Playing  together,  kindle  Pleat  in  you. 
What  may  x.\\t  Game  at  Lips  provoke  unto  ? 

Mir.  Oh  what  a  Tongue  is  here?  vvhilft  fhedoth  teach 
My  Heart  to  hate  my  fond  unlawful  Love, 
She  talks  me  more  in  Love,  with  Love  to  her  ; 
My  Fires  Hie  quencheth  with  her  Arguments, 
But  as  file  breaths  'em,  they  blow  frelher  Fires. 
Sit  further;  now  my  Flame  cools ;  Flusband  !  Wife! 
There  is  fome  holy  Myft'ry  in  thofe  Names 
That  fure  th*unmarried  cannot  underftand. 

On.  Now  thou  art  ftrait,  and  doft  enamour  me. 
So  far  beyond  a  carnal  earthly  Love, 
My  very  Soul  doats  on  thee,  and  my  Spirits 
Do  embrace  tliine,  my  Mind  doth  thy  Mind  kifs, 
And  in  this  pure  Conjunction  we  enjoy 
A  heav*nlicr  Pleafure  than  if  Bodies  met : 
This,  this  is  perfect  Love ;  the  other  fliort 
Yet  languifhing  fruition,  ev*ry  Swain 
And  fwearing  Groom  may  clafp,  but  ours  refin'd 
Two  in  ten  Ages  cannot  reach  unto ; 
Nor  is  our  fpiritual  Love,  a  barren  Joy  \ 
For  mark  what  bleflcd  Iffuc  we'll  beget, 
(Dearer  than  Children  to  Pofterity,) 
A  great  Example  to  Mens  Continence, 
And  Womens  Chaftity,  that  is  a  Child 
More  lair  and  comfortable,   tha^  any  Heir. 

Mir.  If  all  Wives  were  but  fuch,  Luft  would  not  find 
One  comer  to  inhabit,  Sin  would  be 

Aa  4  So 
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So  ftrange,    RemifTion  fuperfluous : 
But  one  Petition,  and  I've  done. 

Ori,  What,   Sweet. 

Mir.  To  call  me  Lord,  if  the  hard  Hand  of  Deatl) 
Seize  on  Gomera  firft. 

Ori.   Oh,  much  too  worthy  ; 
How  much  you  undervalue  your  own  Price, 
To  give  your  unbought  felf,  for  a  poor  Woman, 
That  has  been  once  lold,  us'd,  and  loft  her  Show  ? 
I  am  a  Garment  worn,  a  Veflel  crack'd, 
A  Zojie  unty'd,  a  Lilly  trod  upon, 
A  fragrant  Flower  cropt  by  another  Hand  ; 
My  Colour  fully*d,  and  my  Odour  chang*d. 
If  when  I  was  new  bloflbm'd,  I  did  fear 
My  felf  unworthy  of  Miranda's  Spring  ; 
Thus  over-blown,  and  feeded,  I  am  rather 
Fit  to  adorn  his  Chimney,  than  his  Bed. 

Mir.  Rife,  Miracle,  fave  Malta  with  thy  Virtue  : 
If  words  could  make  me  proud,  how  has  (he  fpoke. 
Yet  I  will  try  her  to  the  very  Block; 
Hard-hearted  and  uncivil  Oriana^ 
Ingrateful  Payer  of  my  Induftries, 
That  with  a  foft  painted  Hypocrifie 
Cozen'ft,  and  jeer'ft  my  Perturbation, 
{c^'^)  Expeft  a  witty  and  a  fell  Revenge  : 
My  comfort  is,  all  Men  will  think  thee  falfe, 
Befide  thy  Husband,  having  been  thus  long 
(On  this  occafipn)  in  my  Fort,  and  Power 

Enter  Norandine,  Colonna,  and  Lucinda  with  a  Child, 

ril  hear  no  more  words :  Captain,  let's  away. 
With  all  care  fee  to  her  ;  and  you,  Lucinday 
Attend  her  diligently  ;  fhe*s  a  Wonder. 

Nor.  Have  you  found  fhe  was  well  delivered  ? 
What,  had  fhe  a  good  Midwife,  is  all  well  ? 

Mir.  You're  merry,  Norandine. 

(53)  ExpeSi  a  witty  and  a  fell  Revenge  :  ]  The  Coupling  of  thefe 
two  Epithets,  perhaps,  never  was  from  the  Poet's  Pen.  I  am  inclin'd 
to  think  that  we  have  the  fame  Corruption  here,  as  in  T/je  Wild-goof e 
Clpace ;  and  that  in  both  Places  we  Ihould  read  not  <u:itty,  hnfweig/j/y. 

Luc, 
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Luc.  Why  weep  you.  Lady  ? 
Ori.  Take  the  poor  Babe  along. 
Col.  Madam,  'tis  here. 

Ori.  Diflembling  Death,  why  didft  tiioii  let  me  live 
To  fee  this  change,  my  greateft  Caufc  to  grieve?  \^Exewity 

(54)      SCENE      II. 

[Synnet,  i.e.  Flour  ijh  of  Trumpet  si 

Enter  Adorius,  Caftriot,  Valetta,  Gomera,  Knights,  two 
Bijhcps,  Mouniferrac  guarded  hy  Corporal  and  SoldierSy 
AbdclJa,  a  Genikman  with  a  Cloak.,  Sword.,  and  Spurs, 

Val.  A  tender  Husband  haft  thou  Ihew'd  thyfclf, 
IVly  deareft  Brother,  and  {c:c^)  thy  Memory, 
After  my  Life,  in  brazen  Characters 
Shall  monumentaUy  be  regifter'd 
To  Ages  confequent,  {c^6)  till  Time's  running  Hand 
Beats  back  the  World  to  undiftinguiHi'd  Chacs^ 

And 

(54)       SCENE      IL 

Enter  Aflorius,  Cafiriot^  Valettn,  Gomera,  Spinet,  Knights,  two  Bilhop?, 
Mountferrat  guarcfed  by  Corporal  and  So'diers,  Abddla,  a  Gentleman 
with  a  Cloak,  Sword,  and  Spurs ;  Gomera.'\  This  Stage  dircdion  feeir.s 
not  to  be  faaltlefs.  S\7!t:et,  a  Term  us'd  oft  by  Shake/fear,  and  once 
before  this  by  our  Authors  in  l^alcntinian  for  a  Floin-ijk  of  Truwpcti,  is  here 
made  a  Perlon  equal  in  Dignity  to  Valetta,  Sec.  Then  to  put  two  GoKcras 
upon  us  wiien  one  was  i"  fiicient,  muft  at  leaft  be  acknov.  ledg'd  as  ano- 
ther Overflight.  But  the  highcll:  Objcttion  is  not  fo  much  againil  the 
Editors  as  the  Authors  of  this  Play,  for  the  very  great  UjuiHion  of 
Rocca's  Name  and  Punifhinent.  He,  'tis  true,  was  not  fuch  an  enor- 
mous Offender  as  Mountferrat  and  Ahdella,  yet  poetic  Juilice,  in  forrse 
Shape,  (hould  doubtlefs  nave  arrelled  him,  for  being  fo  deeply  cor.ccm'd 
in  fupport  ot  their  VilUny. 

(55)  —  — —  thy  memory t 

After  my  life,  in  brazen  Cbaraclers 

Shall  7nonuintntally  be  regijler''d,  ic]  If  the  Reader  would  give 
me  leave,  I  would  propofe  reading  thy  tor  my.  I  think  it  better,  and  fo 
perhaps  may  he  too. 

(^6)  till  Time's  runnivf^  Hand 

Beats  back  the  M^orld  to  undijlingtiifi^d  Chaos  ]    Riivnirg  is,  I 

allow,  a  proper  Epithet  to  Time,  but  Time's  running  Hand  beating  the 

Vol.  Vlf.  IJ'orld 
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And  on  the  Top  of  that  thy  Name  fhall  Hand 
Frefli,  and  without  Decay. 

Gom.  O  honour'd  Sir! 
If  hope  or  this,  or  any  Blifs  to  come. 
Could  hit  my  Load  of  Grief  off  from  my  Soul, 
Or  expiate  the  Trefpafs  'gainft  my  Wife, 
That  in  one  Hour's  Sufpicion  1  begat, 
1  might  be  won  to  be  a  Man  again. 
And  lare  hke  other  Husbands,  flecp  and  cat. 
Laugh,  and  forget  my  pleafing  Penitence ; 
But  till  old  Nature  can  make  fuch  a  Wife 
Again,  I  vow  ne*er  to  refume  the  Order 
And  Habits  that  to  Men  are  ncceffary  ; 
All  Breath  I'll  fpend  in  Sighs,  all  Sound  in  Groans, 
And  know  no  Comp'ny  but  my- wafting  Moans. 

JJlo.  This  will  be  wilful  Murder  on  yourfclf. 
Nor  like  a  Chriftian  do  you  bear  the  Chance 
Which  th'  infcrutable  Will  of  Heav'n  admits. 

Go7n.  What  would  you  have  my  Weaknefs  do,  that  has 
Suffer'd  itfelf  thus  to  be  pradis'd  on 
By  a  damn'd  Hell-hound,  and  his  agent  Dam, 
The  impious  Midwife  to  abortive  Births, 
And  cruel  Inftrument  to  his  Decrees  ? 
By  Forgery  they  firft  affail'd  her  Life,       • 
Keav'n  playing  with  us  yet,  in  that,  he  wrought 
My  dearcft  Friend,  the  Servant  to  her  Virtue, 
To  Combat  me,  againft  his  Miftrefs'  Truth. 
That  yet  effedlefs,  this  enchanting  Witch 
Bred  baneful  Jealoufy  againft  my  Lady, 
My  moft-  immac'late  Lady,  which  feiz'd  on  her 
Almoft  to  Death :  Oh  yet !  not  yet  content. 
She  in  my  Hand  put  (to  reftore  her  Life 
As  I  imagin'd)  what  did  execute 
Their  dev'lifli  Malice  ;  fiirther,  great  with  Child 
Was  this  poor  Innocent,  that  too  was  loft. 
They  doubled  Death  upon  her  j  not  ftaying  there, 

TFor/^  to  C\\ao%  does  not  feem  to  me  a  very  clear  and  confident  Meta- 
phor ;  and  as  Ruhiing  is  fo  very  near  the  trace  of  the  Letters,  and  ap. 
pears  to  have  nuich  more  Propriety  and  Energy  than  the  former,  [ 
think  it  bids  fair  for  having  bcea  the  Original.  Mr.  Se^^arJ. 

They 
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They  have  done  violence  unto  lier  Tomb, 
Not  granting  Rell  unto  her  in  the  Grave ; 
I  wilh  Miranda  had  enjoy 'd  my  Prize  i 
For  fure  I'm  punilh'd  tor  ufurping  her. 
Oh  what  a  Tyger  is  refifted  Lull  ? 
How  it  doth  forage  all  ? 

Mount.  Part  of  this  Tale 
I  grant  you  true ;  but  'twas  not  poifon  giv*n  her  ? 

Abd.   I  would  it  had,  we  had  been  tar  enough. 
If  we  had  been  fo  wife,  and  had  not  now 
Stood  curt'fing  for  your  Mercies  here. 
,  Mount.  Bcfides, 
What  is  become  o'  th'  Body  we  know  not. 

Val.  {^y)  Peace,  Impudents  ; 
And,  dear  Gomcra^  pradice  Patience 
As  I  my  felf  muft ;  by  fome  means  at  Jail 
We  ihall  dilTolve  this  Riddle. 

Gom.  Wherefore  comes 
This  Villain  in  this  Feftival  Array, 
As  if  he  triumph'd  for  his  Treachery  ? 

Gajl.  That  is  by  our  Appointment :  give  us  leave. 
Yell  fnall  know  why  anon. 

Enter  Miranda,  Norandine,  and  Colonna. 

(58)  Val  One  of  th'  Efguard. 
Efg.  The  Gentlemen  are  come. 
Val.  Truce  then  a  while, 
With  our  fad  thoughts  ;  what,  are  you  both  refolv*d? 

^57)  Peace ^  Impudent s  ;]  So  reads  the  firfl  Folio  Copy,  which  I  pre- 
fer 10  the  Ledion  of  the  other  Books, 
Peace,  Impudence. 
(58)  Valetta.  0;.tr  of  th'  Efguard. 

Efg.  T/^£■  Gentkmen  are  come.'\  Mr.  SexvarJ  faw  with  me, 
that  to  pui  One  of  the  Elguard  into  I'^aletta's  Mouth,  was  fallc  and  ri- 
diculous. The  Stage  Dircdion  was  undoubtedly  given  by  our  Au- 
thors thus, 

Enter  one  of  the  Efguqrd. 
Ffg.  T^he  Gentlemen  are  come. 
V  aiCtta.   Truce  then  a  ix:hile 

With  your  Jad  thoughts. 
Enter  Miranda^  Norandine  and  Colonna, 
What,  ate  yr.u  loth  rejhlvd?  &c. 
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Nor.  Not  I,  my  Lord,  your  down-right  Captain  ftill, 
1*11  Jive,  and  ferve  you,  not  that  altogether 
I  want  compunftion  of  Confcience, 
I  have  enough  to  fave  me,  and  that's  all  ; 
Bar  me  from  Drink,  and  Drabs  ?  — ev'n  hang  me  too— 
You  muft  ev'n  make  your  Captains  Capons  firft  \ 
I  have  too  much  Flefh  for  this  fpiritual  Knighthood, 
And  therefore  do  defire  forbearance.  Sir, 
'Till  I  am  older,  or  more  mortily'd  j 
I  am  too  found  yet. 

Val.   What  fay  you,  Miranda  ? 

Mir.  With  all  pure  Zeal  to  Heav'n,  Duty  to  you, 
I  come  to  undergo't. 

Val.  Proceed  to  th*  Ceremony.  [Title 

Gom.  Before    you  match    with  this    bright  honour'd 
Admir'd  Miranda^  pardon  what  in  Thought 
lever  did  tranfgrefs  againfl  your  Virtue-, 
And  may  you  find  more  Joy  with  your  new  Bride, 
Than  poor  Gomera  e'er  enjoy'd  with  his ; 
But  'twas  mine  own  Crime,  and  I  fufFer  for't : 
Long  wear  your  Dignity,  and  worthily, 
Whilft  I  obfcurely  in  fome  (59)  Corner  vanifli. 

Mir.  Have  ftronger  thoughts,  and  better  j  firft  I  crave. 
According  to  the  Order  of  the  Court, 
I  may  difpofe  my  Captives,  and  the  Fort, 
That  with  a  clean  and  purified  Heart 
The  fitJier  I  may  endue  my  Robe. 

All.  'Tis  granted. 

Enter  Oriana  vaiVd^  Ladies^  Luclnda  with  a  Child, 

Mir.  Bring  the  Captives.     To  your  charge 
And  ftaid  Tuition,  my  moft  noble  Friend, 
I  then  commend  this  Lady;  ftart  not  off, 
A  fairer  and  a  charter  never  liv'd  ; 
By  her  own  choice  you  are  her  Guardian  i 
For  telling  her  I  was  to  leave  my  Fort, 
And  to  abandon  quite  all  worldly  cares, 

(59)  '—Corner 'varnijh.'\  The  firfl  Folio  Edition  happily  knows 
of  no  iuch  ridiculous  Reading  as  this,  and  'tis  from  that  Copy  that  I 
have  reformed  the  prefent  Text. 

Her 
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Her  own  requeft;  was,  to  Gomera^s  Hands 

She  might  be  giv*n  in  Cuftody,  for  fhe'ad  heard 

He  was  a  Gentleman,  wife,  and  temperate. 

Full  of  Humanity  to  Women-kind, 

And  'caufe  he  had  been  married,  knew  the  better 

How  to  entreat  a  Lady. 

Fal.  What  Country-woman  is  fhe? 

Mir.  Born  a  Greek. 

yal.  Gomera^  'twill  be  barbarous  to  deny 
A  Lady,  that  unto  your  Refuge  flies. 
And  feeks  to  fhrowd  her  under  Virtue's  Wing. 

Gom.  Excufe  me,  noble  Sir ;  (60)  oh  think  me  not 
So  dull  a  Devil,  to  forget  the  lols 
Of  fuch  a  matchlefs  Wife  as  I  poflefs'd," 
And  ever  to  endure  the  fight  of  Woman  : 
"Were  fhe  the  Abftradt  of  her  Sex  for  Form, 
The  only  Warehoufe  of  Perfe61:ion, 
Were  there  no  Rofe  nor  Lilly  but  her  Cheek, 
No  Mufick  but  her  Tongue,  Virtue  but  hers,  ^ 

She  muft  not  reft  near  me  ;  my  Vow  is  graven 
Here  in  my  Heart,  irrevocably  breath'd. 
And  when  I  break  it— — 

Jfio.  This  is  rudenefs,  Spaniard., 
Unfcafonably  you  play  tiie  Timonijl^ 
Put  on  a  Difpofition  is  not  yours. 
Which  neither  fits  you,  nor  becomes  you. 

Gom.  Sir. 

Caft.  We  cannot  force  you,  but  we  would  perfwade. 

Gom.  Befeech  you,  Sir,  no  more,  I  am  refolv'd 
To  forfake  MaUct^  tread  a  Pilgrimage 

(60)  I  ■■ — think  me  not 

So  dull  a  Devil, — ]  Thofe  Errors,  which  leave  fome  poor 
Senfe,  are  often  the  moll  dangerous :  Tliis  I  believe  was  the  Cafe  of 
Time's  running  Hand,  quoted  above;  the  fame  I  think  in  this  Inllance. 
I  hefitated  upon  it  from  the  lovs  ncfs  of  the  Expreffion,  when  I  per- 
ceived that  the  Change  of  a  finglc  Letter  wou'd  give  a  noble  and  a 
nervous  Senfe, 

So  full  a  Devil, 

/.  e.  Think  me  not  fo  altogether  a  Devil  as  to  forget  the  worth  of  her 
I  have  killed.  The  u{e  of  full  in  this  manner  1  cou'd  give  many 
InlUnceg  of.  Mr.  SezvarJ. 

To 
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To  fair  Jerufalcm,  for  my  Lady's  Soul, 
And  will  not  be  diverted. 

Mir.  You  muft  bear 
This  Child  along  w*  ye  then. 

Gom.  What  Child  ? 

ylll.  How*s  this? 

Mir.  Nay  then,  Gomera^  thou*rt  injurious  ; 
This  Child  is  thine,  and  this  rejcdled  Lady 
Thou  haft  as  often  known,  as  thine  own  Wife, 
And  this  I'll   make  good  on  thee,  with  my  Sword. 

Gom.  Thou  durft  as  well  biafpheme  :  if  fuch  a  fcandal— 
(I  crave  the  Rights  due  to  a  Gentleman) 
Woman,  unvail. 

Ori.  Will  you  refufe  me  yet? 

Gom.   My  Wife! 

Val.  My  Sifter! 

Go7n.  Some  Body  thank  Heav'n, 
I  cannot  fpeak. 

All.  All  Praife  be  ever  given. 

Mount  Thh  faves  our  lives,  yet  would  flie  had  been  dead  5 
The  very  fight  of  her  afflifls  me  more 
Than  fear  of  Puniftiment,  or  my  Difgracc. 

Val.  How  came  you  to  the  Temple  ? 

Mir.  Sir,  to  do 
My  poor  Devotions,  and  to  offer  Thanks 
For  fcaping  a  Temptation  near  performed 
With  this  fair  Virgin.     I  reftore  a  Wife 
Earth  cannot  parallel ;  and  bufie  Nature, 
If  thou  wilt  ft  ill  make  Women,  but  remember 

To  work  'em  by  this  Sampler take  heed,  Sir, 

Henceforth  you  never  doubt,  Sir. 

Gem.  When  I  do. 
Death  take  me  fuddenly, 

Mir.  T*  increafe  your  Happinefs 
To  your  beft  Wife  take  this  Addition. 

[  Gives  him  the  Child. 

Gom.  Alack  my  poor  Knave. 

VaL  The  confeftion 
The  Moor  made  't  feems  was  truth. 

Nor. 
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"Nor.  Marry  was  it,  Sir  -,  the  only  truth  that  ever  ifTued 
out  of  Hell,  which  her  black  Jaws  refemble ;  a  plague 
o*  your  Bacon-face,  you  muft  be  giving  drinks  witn  a 
Vengeance  ;  all  thou  branded  Bitch,  do  ye  ftare  goggles? 
I  hope  to  make  Winter-boots  o'  div  Hide  yet,  fhc  fears 
not  damning  :  Hell  fire  cannot  parch  her  blacker  than  fhe 
is:   D'  ye  grin,  Chimney-fweeper  ? 

Ori.  What  is't,  Miranda? 

Mir.  That  you  would  pleafe  Z^nW^  might  attend  you. 

Col.  That  Suit,  Sir,  I  confent  not  to. 

Luc.  My  Husband  ? 
My  dearefl:  Angela  ? 

Nor.  More  Jiggani'hohs ;  is  not  this  the  Fellow  that 
fwum  like  a  Duck  to  th'  Shore  in  our  Sea-fervice? 

Col.  The  very  fame  j  do  not  you  know  me  now.  Sir, 
My  Name  is  Angelo^  though  Colonna  vail*d  it. 
Your  Country-man  and  Kinfman,  born  in  FlorencCy 
Who  from  the  Neighbour-Ifland  here  of  Goxci 
Was  Captive  led,  in  that  unfortunate  Day 
When  the  Turk  bore  with  him  three  thoufand  Souls; 
Since,  in  Conjlantinople  have  I  liv*d. 
Where  I  beheld  this  Turhifij  Djmfel  firfl. 
A  tedious  Suitor  was  I  for  her  Love, 
And  pitying  fuch  a  beauteous  Cafe  ihould  hide 
A  Soul  prophan'd  with  Infidelity, 
I  labour'd  her  Converfion  with  my  Love, 
And  doubly  won  her;  to  fair  Faith  her  Soul 
She  firft  betroth'd,  and  then  ht^r  Faith  to  me  ; 
But  fearful  there  to  confummate  this  Contra6l 
We  fled,  and  in  that  flight  were  ta'en  again 
By  thofe  fame  Gallies,  'fore  Valelta  fought: 
Since  in  your  Service  I  attended  her. 
Where,  what  I  faw,  and  heard,  hathjoy'd  me  more 
Than  all  my  pad  Afflidlions  griev'd  before.  [randa^ 

Fal.  Wonders  crown  Wonders  •,  take  thy  Wife :  Mi- 
Be  henceforth  called  our  Malta's  better  Angel, 
And  thou  her  evil,  Mountferrat. 

Nor.  We'll  call  him  Cacodemon^  with  his  black  Gib 
there,  his  Succuha^  his  Devil's  Seed,  his  Spawn  oi  Phle- 
gethoHy  that  o'  my  Confcicnce  was  bred  o'  the  Spume  of 

Cocytus  i 
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Cocytus ;  do  ye  fnarle,  you  black  Jill  ?  fhe  looks  like  the 
Pidlure  o^  America. 

p'al.  Why  ftay  we  now  ? 

Mir.  This  lart  Petition  to  the  Court, 
I  may  bequeath  the  keeping  oF  my  Fort 
To  this  my  Kinfman,  tow*rd  the  Maintenance 
Of  him,  and  his  fair  virtuous  Wife  ;  Difcreet^ 
Loyal,  and  Valiant  I  dare  give  him  you. 

Val,  You  muft  not  ask  in  vain.  Sir. 

Cd.  My  belt  thanks 
To  you  my  noble  Coufin,  and  my  fervice 
To  the  whole  Court;  may  I  deferve  this  Bounty. 

Vd.  Proceed  to  th*  Ceremony,  one  of  our  Efguard 
Degrade  Mountferrat  firft. 

Mount.  I  will  not  fue 
For  Mercy,  'twere  in  vain  5  Fortune  thy  word.     \_Mufick, 

An  Altar  difcover^d^  with  'Tapers^  and  a  Book  on  it.  The 
two  Bi/hops  Jland  on  edch  fide  of  it  j  Mountferrat,  as  the 
Song  isftnging,  afcends  up  the  Altar. 

See,  fee,  the  fain  of  Honour .,  Virtue's  foe. 
Of  Virgin' s  fair  Fames  the  foul  Overthrow  ^ 
T'hat  broken  hath  his  Oath  of  Chafity, 
'Difhonour''d  much  this  holy  Dignity, 
Off  with  his  Robe,  expel  him  forth  this  Place., 
jVhilfl  we  rcjoyce,  andfing  at  his  Difgrace. 

Val.  Since  by  thy  A6lions  thou  haft  made  thy  felf 
Unworthy  of  that  worthy  Sign  thou  weaf  ft. 
And  of  our  facred  Order,  into  which 
For  former  Virtues  we  receiv'd  thee  firft. 
According  to  our  Statutes,  Ordinances, 
For  Praiie  unto  the  good,  a  Terror  to 
The  bad,  and  an  Example  to  all  Men  ; 
"We  here  deprive  thee  of  our  Habit,  and 
Declare  thee  unworthy  our  Society,  '"": 

From  which  we  do  expel  thee,  as  a  rotten. 
Corrupted  and  contagious  Member. 

Efg.  Ufing  th'  authority  the  Superior 
Hath  giv*n  unto  me,  I  untie  this  Knot, 

And 
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And  take  from  thee  the  pleafing  Yoak  of  Heav*n  : 
We  take  from  off  thy  Bread  this  holy  Crofs 
Which  thou  haft  made  thy  Burthen,  not  thy  Prop ; 
Thy  Spurs  we  fpoil  thee  of,  (6i)  leaving  thy  Heels 
Bare  of  thy  Honour,  that  have  kick*d  againlt 
Our  Order's  Precepts  ;  next  we  reave  thy  Sword, 
And  give  thee  armlefs  to  thy  Enemies, 
For  being  Foe  to  Goodnefs,  and  to  Heav'n  ; 
Laft,  'bout  thy  ftiff  Neck,  we  this  Halter  hang. 
And  leave  thee  (62)  to  the  Mercy  of  the  Court, 
VaU  Inveft  Miranda. 

SONG. 

Tair  Child  of  Virtue^  Honour's  bloom, 

That  here  with  hurning  Zeal  dojl  come^ 

With  Joy  to  ask  the  fVhite- crofs  Cloak, 

^nd  yield  unto  this  pleafing  Toak, 

That  being  young,  vows  Chajiity, 

And  chufeji  wilful  Poverty  ; 

jls  this  Flame  mounts,  Jo  mount  thy  Zeal,  thy  Glory 
Rife  pafl  the  Stars,  and  fix  in  Heaven  thy  Story, 

1  Biff  J.  What  crave  you,  gentle  Sir  ? 
Mir.  Humble  admittance 

To  be  a  Brother  of  the  holy  Hofpital 
Of  great  Jerufalem. 

2  Biffj.  Breath  out  your  Vow* 

Mir.  To  Heav'n,  and  all  the  Bench  of  Saints  above^ 
(Whofe  Succour  I  implore  t'  enable  me,) 
I  vow  henceforth  a  chafte  Life  j  not  to  enjoy 
Any  thing  proper  to  my  felf  j  Obedience 

(61)  ■  Ica'ving  thy  He  eh 

Bare  of  thy  Honour, — ]  1  don't    think  the  Poets  wou'd  ima- 
gine themfelves  wrong'd,  if  I  lay  we  fhould  read. 

Bare  of  theit  Honour, 

and  'tis  pofiible  the  Manufcript  might  originally  run  fo. 
(62)  So  the  oldeft  Folio.     The  rert, 

■  tc  the  Mercy  of  thy  CoHvt. 

Vol.  VII.  Bb  .  T« 
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To  my  Superiors,  whom  Religion 
And  Heav'n  fliall  give  me  ;  ever  to  defend 
The  virtuous  fame  of  Ladies,  and  t'  oppunge 
E'en  unto  Death  the  ChrijUan  Enemy  : 
This   do  I  vow  t'  accomplifli. 

Efg.  Who  can  tell. 
Has  he  made  other  Vow,  or  promis'd  Marriage 
To  any  one,  or  is  in  Servitude  ? 

All.  He's  free  from  all  thefe. 

1  BtJJo.  Put  on  his  Spurs,    and  gird  him    with  the 

Sword, 
The  fcourge  of  Infidels,  and  Types  of  fpeed. 
Build'ft  thou  thy  Faith  on  this  ?        \_Prefenting  the  Crofs. 

Mir.  On  him  that  dy*d 
On  fuch  a  facred  Figure,  for  our  Sins. 

2  Bijh.  Here,  then  we  fix  it  on  thy  left  fide,  for 
Thy  increafe  of  Faith,  Chrijlian  Defence,  and  Service 
To  th*  poor  ;  and  thus  near  to  thy  Heart  we  plant  it 
That  thou  mayft  love  it  ev'n  with  all  thy  Heart ; 
"With  thy  right  Hand  proteft,  preferve  it  whole  j 
For  if  thou  fighting  *gainft  Heav*n's  Enemies 
Shalt  fly  av/ay,  abandoning  the  Crofs 

The  Enfign  of  thy  holy  General, 
With  Shams  thou  juftly  fhalt  be  robb'd  of  it, 
Chas'd  from  our  Company,  and  cut  av/ay 
As  an  infedious  pucrified  Limb. 

Mir.  I  ask  no  Favour. 

I  Bfjh.  Then  receive  the  Yoak 
Of  him  that  makes  it  Aveet  and  light,  in  which, 
'1  hy  Soul  find  her  eternal  Reft. 

Val.  Moft  welcome. 

All.  Welcome,  our  noble  Brother. 

yd.  Break  up  the  Court ;  Mountferrat^  though  your 
Deeds, 
Confpiring  'gainft  the  Lives  of  Innocents, 
Have  forfeited  your  own,  we  will  not  ftain 
Our  white  Crofs  with  your  Blood  ;  your  Doom  is  then 
To  marry  this  Coagent  of  your  Mifchiefs, 

Which 
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Which  done,  (63)  we  banifh  you  the  Continent; 
If  either,  after  three  Days,  here  be  found, 
The  Hand  of  Law  lays  hold  upon  your  Lives. 

Nor.  Away  French  Stallion,  now  you  have  a  Barhary 
Mare  of  your  own,  go  leap  her,  and  engender  young  de- 
vilings. 

Val.  We  will  find  fomething,  noble  NorandwCy 
To  quit  your  Merit, ;  fo  to  civil  Feafts, 
According  to  our  Cuftoms  j  and  all  pray 
The  Dew  of  Grace,  blefs  our  new  Knight  to  Day. 

lExeunt  omnes. 

(63)  — lue  hanj/h  you  the  Continent  ;'\  Wou'd  not  one  think,  tho' 
they  are  here  in  an  Ifland,  that  they  were  aAually  upon  the  Conti- 
nent ?  Certainly  the  En^lijh  of  our  Days,  and  that  of  our  Poets,  has 
undergone  great  Alterations,  if  we  ought  not  to  read  by  a  fmall  Ad- 
dition, 

*'    '     "    "tv^  bantjh  you  to  th'  Continent. 
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O    R, 


The  Martial  Maid. 


COMEDY. 


Bb^ 


PROLOGUE, 

On  the  reviving  of  this  Play. 


STatues  and  Pictures  challoige  Price  and  Fame\ 
If  they  canjuftly  hoaft,  and  prove  they  came 
From  Phidias  or  Apelles.     ISloJie  deny. 
Poets  and  Painters  hold  a  Sympathy  ; 
Tet  their  Works  may  decay^  and  lofe  their  Grace, 
Receiving  blemijh  in  their  Limbs  or  Face. 
JVhen  the  Mind*s  Art  has  this  Prcheminence, 
She  Jiill  retaineth  herjirjl  Excellence. 
Then  whyJJjould  not  this  dear  Piece  he  ejleem^d 
Child  to  the  richejl  Fancies  that  e*er  teemW  ? 
JVhen  not  their  meaneji  Off-fpring^  that  came  fortl\ 
But  bore  the  Image  of  their  Fathers  worth. 
BeaumontV,  and  FletcherV,  whofe  Defert  out-ways 
7'he  befl  Applaufe,  and  their  leafl  fprig  of  Bays 
Is  worthy  Phoebus  j  and  who  conies  to  gather 
Their  fruits  of  Wit,  he  Jhall  not  rob  the  Treafure. 
Nor  can  you  e^er  furfeit  of  the  Plenty y 
Nor  can  you  call  them  rare,  though  they  he  dainty. 
The  more  you  take,  the  more  you  do  them  right. 
And  we  will  thank  you  for  your  own  Delight, 
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DRA' 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 

M    E    N. 

ASfiftant,  or  Governor. 
Vitelli,  a  young  Gentle?nan^  Enemy  to  Alvarez.' 
Lamoral,  a  fighting  Gallant^  Friend  to  VitcJIi. 
Anaftro,  an  honeft  Gentleman,  Friend  to  Vitelli. 
Don  Alvaraz,  a  noble  Gcnthnan,  Father  to  Lucio,  and 

Clara. 
Syavedra,  Friend  to  Alvarez. 
Lucio,  Son  to  Alvarez,  a  brave  young  Gentleman  in  Wo- 

tnan^s  Habit. 
Alguazeir,  a  JJoarking  pander ly  Confiable. 
Pachieco,  a  Cobler^     -^ 
Mendoza,  a  Botcher,  S  of  WorJIjip. 
Metaldie,  a  Smith,      S 
Lazarilio,  Pachieco  his  hungry  Servant 
Bobadilla,  a  mtty  Knave,  Servant  to  EugQnh,  and  Steward 

to  Alvarez. 
Herald, 
Officer. 

WOMEN. 

Eugenia,  a  virtuous  Lady,  IVife  to  Don  Alvarez. 

Clara,  Daughter  to  Eugenia,  the  martial  Maid,  Valiant 

and  ChaJJc,  enamoured  of  Vitelli. 
Genevora.  Sijicr  to  Vitelli,  /;;  love  with  Lucio. 
Malroda,  a  zvanton  Miftrefs.  of  WidW. 

SCENE     S  E  V  I  L. 

LOVE'S 


LOVE'/    CURE: 

O  R, 

The  Martial  Maid. 


ACT     I.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  Vitelli,  Lamoral,  and  Anaftro. 


VlT 


E  L  L  I. 


Vi^,i>^^^Jj^cirez  pardon'd  ? 

Ana.  And  rcturn'd. 

Lam.  I  faw  him  Land 
._^    ^     At  St.  Lucars.,  and  fucli  a  general  welcome, 
xil2fii^!^E<«  Fame,  as  Harbinger  to  his  brave  Actions, 
Had  with  the  eafie  People  prcpar'd  for  him, 
As  if  by  his  command  alone,  and  Fortune, 
Holland^  with  thofe  low  Provinces,  that  hold  out 
Againft  the  Arch-Duke,  were  again  compell'd 
With  their  Obedience  to  give  up  their  Lives 
To  be  at  his  Devotion. 
Vit.  You  amaze  me : 
For  though  Pve  heard,  that  when  he  fled  from  Sevit 
To  fave  his  Life  (then  forfeited  to  Law 
For  murthering  Don  Pedro  my  dear  Uncle) 
fiis  extream  Wants  cnforc*d  him  to  take  pay 

r  th* 
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r  th'.Army,  fate  down  then  before  OJiend; 
'Twas  never  yet  reported,  by  whofe  Favour 
He  durft  prefume  to  entertain  a  Thought 
Of  coming  home  with  Pardon. 

yina.  'Tis  our  Nature 
Or  not  to  hear,  or  not  to  give  belief 
To  what  we  wifh  far  from  our  Enemies. 

Lam.  Sir,  'tis  moft  certain,  the  Infanta's  Letters 
Affifted  by  the  .  irch-Duke's,  to  King  Philips 
Have  not  alone  k:cur'd  him  from  the  Rigour 
Of  our  Caflilian  Juftice,  but  retur./d  him 
A  free  Man,  and  in  Grace. 

Fit.  By  what  curs*d  means 
Could  fuch  a  Fugitive  arife  unto 
The  knowledge  of  their  Highnefles  ?  Much  more 
(Though  known)  to  ftand  but  in  the  leaft  Degree 
Of  favour  with  them  ? 

La?n.  To  give  fatisfaflion 
To  your  Demand,  (though  to  praife  him  I  hate. 
Can  yield  me  fmall  contentment)  I  will  tell  you, 
And  truly  i  fmce  Hiould  I  detraft  his  Worth, 
'T would  argue  want  of  Merit  in  my  felf. 
Briefly  to  pafs  his  tedious  Pilgrimage 
For  fixteen  years,  a  banifh'd  guilty  Man, 
And  to  forget  the  Storms,  th*  Affrights,  the  Horrours, 
His  Conflancy,  not  Fortune  overcame, 
1  bring  him,  with  his  little  Son,  grown  Man 
(Though  'twas  faid  here,  he  took  a  Daughter  with  him) 
To  Oft  end's  bloody  Siege,  that  flage  of  War, 
Wherein  the  flower  of  many  Nations  adted. 
And  the  whole  Chriftian  World  Spectators  were ; 
There  by  his  Son,  or  were  he  by  Adoption, 
Or  Nature  his,  a  brave  Scene  was  prefented, 
AVhich  I  make  choice  to  fpeak  of,  fince  from  that 
The  good  fuccefs  of  Alvarez  had  beginning. 

Vit.  So  I  Jove  Virtue  in  an  Enemy 
That  I  defire  in  the  relation  of 

This  young  Man's  glorious  Deed,  you'll  keep  your  felf 
A  Friend  to  Truth,  and  it. 

T^m,  Such  was  my  purpofe. 

The 
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The  Town  being  oft  afTaulted,  but  in  vain, 

To  dare  the  proud  Defendants  to  a  Sally, 

Weary  of  eafe,  Don  In'igo  Per  alt  a^ 

Son  to  the  General  of  our  Cajl'ik  Forces, 

All  arm*d,  advanc'd  within  fhot  of  their  Walls, 

From  whence  the  Mufqueteers  plaid  thick  upon  him ; 

Yet  he,  brave  Youth,  as  carelefs  of  the  Danger, 

As  careful  of  his  Honour,  drew  his  Sword, 

And  waving  it  about  his  Head,  as  if 

He  dar'd  one  fpirited  like  himfejf,  to  trial 

Of  fingle  Valor,  he  made  his  Retreat 

With  fuch  a  flow,  ( i )  and  yet  majeftic,  pace. 

As  if  he  dill  call'd  loud,  Dare  none  come  on  ? 

When  fuddenly,  from  a  Poftern  of  the  Town 

Two  gallant  Horfemen  iflTued,  and  o'ertook  him. 

The  Army  looking  on,  yet  not  a  Man 

That  durft  relieve  the  rafli  Adventurer; 

Which  Lucioy  Son  to  Alvarez,  then  feeing 

As  in  the  Vant-guard  he  fate  bravely  mounted, 

(Or  were  it  pity  of  the  Youth's  Misfortune, 

Care  to  preferve  the  Honour  of  his  Country, 

Or  bold  Defire  to  get  himfelf  a  Name,) 

He  made  his  brave  Horfe  like  a  Whirlwind  bear  him 

Among  the  Combatants ;  and  in  a  Moment 

Difcharg'd  his  Petronel,  with  fuch  fure  aim 

That  of  the  adverfe  party  from  his  Horfe 

One  tumbled  dead,  then  wheeling  round,  and  drawing 

A  Faulchion,  fwift  as  Lightning  he  came  on 

Upon  the  other,  and  with  one  ftrong  Blow, 

In  view  of  the  amazed  Town,  and  Camp, 

He  ftruck  him  dead,  and  brought  PeraUa  off 

With  double  Honour  to  himfelf. 

Vit.  'Twas  brave : 
But  the  fuccefs  of  this? 

( 1 )  —and  yet  majeftic,  pace,'\  The  Particle^'<r/  makes  but  bad  Work 
here.  For  tho'  a  majeftic  Pace  always  implies  a  flow  one,  yet  a  flow 
Pace  does  not  always  imply  a  majeftic  one.  Nay,  the  Line  by  this  un- 
lucky yet,  fuppofes  the  Pace  to  be  lefs  majefiic  for  being  jloiv.  Per- 
haps we  may  do  the  Poets  no  wrong  if  we  fuppofe  they  wrote  fo, 
•^-aJloWf  and  that  tnajejlicp  pace. 

Lam. 
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Lam.  The  Camp  receiv'd  him 
With  Acclamations  of  joy  and  welcome  ; 
And  for  Addition  to  the  fair  reward, 
(Being  a  mafly  Chain  of  Gold  giv'n  to  him 
By  young  Perali^s  Father,)  he  was  brought 
To  the  Infanta's  Prefence,  kifs'd  her  Hand, 
And  from  that  Lady,  (greater  in  her  Goodnefs 
Than  her  high  Birth)  had  this  encouragement ; 
Go  on  young  Man  ;  yet  not  to  feed  thy  Valour 
With  hope  of  Recompence  to  come,  from  me, 
For  prefent  Satisfadion  of  what's  paft. 
Ask  any  thing  that's  fit  for  me  to  give. 
And  thee  to  take,  and  be  aflur'd  of  it. 

Ana.  Excellent  Princefs. 

Vit.  And  ftil'd  worthily 
The  Heart-blood,  nay,  the  Soul  of  Soldiers.    ] 
But  what  was  his  Requeft  ? 

Lam.  That  the  Repeal 
Of  Alvarez  makes  plain ;  he  humbly  begg'd 
His  Father's  Pardon,  and  fo  movingly 
Told  the  fad  Story  of  your  Uncle's  Death 
That  the  Infanta  v/ept,  and  inftantly 
Granting  his  Suit,  working  the  Arch-Duke  to  it, 
Their  Letters  were  dircded  to  the  King, 
With  whom  they  fo  prevaii'd,  that  Alvarez 
Was  freely  pardon'd. 

Vit.  *Tis  not  in  the  King 
To  make  that  good.  -" 

Ana.  Not  in  the  King  ?  What  Subjeil 
Dares  contradi6l  his  Pow'r  ? 

Vit.  In  this  I  dare. 
And  will  i  and  not  call  his  Prerogative 
In  Queftion,  nor  prefume  to  limit  it. 
(2)1  know  he  is  the  Mafter  of  his  Laws, 
And  may  forgive  the  Forfeits  made  to  them. 
But  not  the  Injury  done  to  my  Honour ; 
And  fince  (forgetting  my  brave  Uncle's  Merits 

(2)  Iknonu  be  is  the  Majler — ]  So  the  oldeft  Folio.    The  reft, 
/  kmiu  he  if  Mafter^  ■  1  jiiwi i  ^ 

And 
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And  many  Services,  under  Duke  IT  Aha) 

He  fuffers  him  to  fail,  wrefting  from  Juftice 

The  powerful  Sword,  that  would  revenge  his  Death, 

ril  fill  with  this  Jjlrea'^  empty  Hand, 

And  in  my  juft  wreak,  make  this  Arm  the  King's  ; 

My  deadly  hate  to  Alvarez,  and  his  Houfe, 

Which  as  I  grew  in  Years,  hath  flill  increas'd, 

(As  if  it  call'd  on  Time  to  make  me  Man,) 

Slept  while  it  had  no  Objecfl  for  her  Fury, 

But  a  weak  Woman,  and  her  talk'd  of  Daughter ; 

But  now,  fince  there  are  (3)  Quarries,  worth  her  Flight 

Both  in  the  Father,  and  his  hopeful  Son, 

ril  boldly  caft  her  olT,  and  gorge  her  full 

With  both  their  Hearts;   (4)    to    further  which,  your 

Friendfhip, 
And  Oaths,  will  your  AfTiflance  :  let  your  Deeds 
Make  anfwer  to  me  ;  ufelefs  are  all  Words 
Till;  you  have  writ  Performance  with  your  Swords. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE        IL 

EfJier  Bobadilla  and  Lucio. 

Ltic,  Go  Fetch  my  Work ;  this  RufF  was  not  well 
ftarch'd. 
So  tell  the  Maid,  *t  has  too  much  blue  in  it. 
And  look  you  that  the  Partridge  and  the  Pullen 
Have  clean  Meat,  and  frelh  Water,  or  my  Mother 
Is  like  to  hear  on't. 

(3)  — parries,  ivori/j  her  fight, "l  T\i\%  fight,  tho'  it  is  not  altoge- 
ther void  of  Senfe,  dilbontinues  the  Chain  ot  Metaphors  taken  from 
Falconry.  Our  bufinefs  then  mull  be  to  join  it  again  (a  thing  not 
hard  to  be  done)  by  changing  one  Letter,  and  adding  anotlicr,  thus. 

But  now, Jince  there  are  parries,  nvorth  her  Flight. 
Mr.  5^iya?-<^concurred  too  in  the  fame  Corrcdion. 

(4)  to  further  ivhich,  your  Friend/hip, 

And  Oaths;  il- ill  your  Ajfijlance,  let  your  Deeds^  Thus  point 
the  two  lall  Editions,  and  the  firft  not  a  great  deal  better.  Had 
the  Editors  of  any  one  of  the  Copies  underltood  this  PafTage,  they 
would  have  taken  better  care  in  the  Punduation,  and  given  the  Text 
as  Mr.  S$vjard  and  my  felf  have  done  in  the  prefent  Edition. 

Boh, 
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Boh.  Oh  good  St.  Jaques  help  me :  Was  there  ever  fuch 
an  Heramophrodite  heard  of  ?  Would  any  Wench  living, 
that  fhould  hear  and  lee  what  I  do,  be  wrought  to  be- 
Jieve,  that  the  beft  of  a  Man  lies  under  this  Petticoat, 
and  that  a  Cod-piece  were  far  fitter  here,  than  a  pinn'd 
Placket  ? 

hue.  You  had  beft  talk  filthily,  do  ;  I  have  a  Tongue 
To  tell  my  Mother,  as  well  as  Ears  to  hear 
Your  Ribaldry. 

Bol.  Nay,  you  have  ten  Womens  Tongues  that  way, 
I  am  fure  :  Why  my  youug  Mafter  or  Miftrefs,  Madam, 
Don,  or  what  you  will,  what  the  Devil  have  you  to  do 
with  Pullen,  or  Partridge?  or  to  fit  pricking  on  a  Clout 
all  Day  ?  You  have  a  better  Needle,  I  know,  and  might 
make  better  Work,  if  you  had  grace  toufe  it. 

Luc.  Why,  how  dare  you  fpeak  this  before  me.  Sirrah  ? 

Boh.  Nay  nither,  why  dare  not  you  do  what  I  fpeak  ? 

. -Tho'  my  Lady  your  Mother,  for  fear  Q^Vitelli  and 

his  Er.clion,  hath  brought  you  up  like  her  Daughter,  and 
has  kept  you  thefe  twenty  Years,  (which  is  ever  finceyou 
were  Born,)  a  clofe  Prifoner  within  Doors  j  yet  fince  you 
are  a  Man,  and  are  as  well  provided  as  other  Men  are, 
methinks  you  fliould  have  the  fime  Motions  of  theFlefh, 
as  other  Cavaliers  of  us  are  inclin'd  unto. 

Luc.    Indeed  you  have  caufe  to  love  thofe  wanton 
Motions, 
(5)  They  having  hoipe  you  to  an  excellent  Whipping, 
For  doing  fomething,  I  but  put  y'  in  mind  of  it, 
With  th'  Indian  Maid,  the  Governor  fent  my  Mother 
From  Mexico. 

Boh.  Why,  I  but  taught  her  a  Spanifi  trick  in  Charity^ 
and  holpe  the  King  to  u  Subjeft  that  may  live  (6j  to  take 

grave 

(5)  They  laving  hope  you  to  an ]  The  Abfurdity  of  this  Leftion 

any  Reader  will  eafily  perceive,  and  read  with  Mr.  theobald  zndi  my 
fcif  as  I  have  given  the  Text. 

(6)  to  take  Grave  Maurice  Prifoner']  Gra've  is  printed  in  the  laft 
Editions  with  a  great  Letter  and  in  italics,  as  if  it  was  a  proper 
Name,  whereas  it  is  an  Epithet  only,  and  a  Charadleriilic  of  Prince 
Maurice  of  l^ajfau,  who  after  performing  great  Aftions  againft  the 
Spaniardf,  is  laid  to  have  dy'd  of  Grief,  on  account  of  the  Siege  of 

^  Brtda. 
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grave  Maurice  Prifoner,  and  that  was  more  good  to  the 
State,  than  a  thoufand  fuch  as  you  are  ever  like  to  do  : 
and  I  will  tell  you,  (in  a  Fatherly  care  of  the  Infant  I 
fpeak  it)  if  he  live  (as  blefs  the  Babe,  in  PafTion  I  re- 
member him)  to  your  Years,  Ihall  he  fpend  his  tim6  in 
pinning,  painting,  purling,  and  perfuming  as  you  do? 
no,  he  Ihall  to  the  Wars,  ufe  his  SpamJJj  Pike,  tho*  with 
the  danger  of  the  lafli,  as  his  Father  has  done,  and  when 
he  is  provoked,  as  I  am  now,  draw  his  l^oledo  defperate- 
Jy,  as 

Luc.  You  will  not  kill  me  ?  oh. 

Ech.  I  knew  this  would  filence  him  :  how  he  hides  his 
Eyes?  If  he  were  a  Wench  now,  as  he  feems,  what  an 
advantage  had  I,  drawing  two  Toledo's  when  one  can  do 
this  ?  But  oh  me,  my  Lady;  I  muft  put  up  :  Young 
Mafter,  I  did  but  jeft:  Oh  cuftom,  what  haft  thou 
made  of  him? 

Enter  Eugenia  and  Servant, 

Eug.  For  bringing  this,  be  ftill  my  Friend ;  no  more 
A  Servant  to  me. 

Bob.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Eug.  Here, 
E*en  here,  where  I  am  happy  to  receive 
Afiurance  of  my  Alvarez  return, 
I  will  kneel  down  ;  and  may  thofe  holy  Thoughts 
That  now  polTefs  me  wholly,  make  this  place 
A  Temple  to  me,  where  I  may  give  thanks 
For  this  unhop'd  for  Bleffing,  Heav'n's  kind  Hand 
Hath  pour'd  upon  me. 

Luc.  Let  my  Duty,  Madam, 
Prefume  if  you  have  caufe  of  Joy,  t'  intrcat 
I  may  ftiare  in  it. 

Breda.  StraJa  de  Bella  Belgico,  tho'  a  bigotted  Jefuit^  and  extremely 
prejudic'd  againft  the  ProteUants,  gives  Prince  Maurice  the  following 
Charader.  Hie  illi  Mauritius  eji,  a  nobis  fecpe,  nee  fine  fortis  l^  cauti 
Dueis  laude  memorandus,  i.  e.  This  is  that  Maurice  whom  we  fliall 
often  fpeak  of,  and  never  without  the  Charafter  of  a  brave  and  cau- 
tious General.  Mr.  Stiuard. 

Boh, 
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Boh.  *Tis  well,  he  has  forgot  (7)  how  I  frighted  him 
yet. 

Eug,  Thou  (halt ;  but  firft  kneel  with  me  Lucio^ 
No  more  Pofthumia  now,  thou  haft  a  Father, 
A  Father  living  to  take  off  that  Name, 
Which  my  too  credulous  Fears,  that  he  was  dead,' 
Beftow*d  upon  thee ;  thou  fhalt  fee  him  Lucio^ 
And  make  him  young  again,  by  feeing  thee, 
"Who  only  hadft  a  being  in  my  Womb 
When  he  went  from  me,  Lucio :  Oh  my  Joys 
So  far  tranfport  me,  that  I  muft  forget 
The  Ornaments  of  Matrons,  Modefty, 
And  grave  Behaviour  ;  but  let  all  forgive  me 
If  in  th'  Expreffion  of  my  Soul*s  beft  Comfort, 
Tho'  old,  I  do  a  while  forget  mine  Age, 
And  play  the  Wanton  in  the  Entertainment 
Of  thofe  delights  I  have  fo  long  delpair'd  of. 

Luc.  Shall  1  then  fee  my  Father  ? 

Eiip-.  This  hour,  Lucio  ; 
Which  reckon  the  beginning  of  thy  life, 
I  mean  that  life,  in  which  thou  fhalt  appear 
To  be  fuch  as  I  brought  thee  forth,  a  Man  ; 
This  womanifli  Difguife,  in  which  I  have 
So  long  conceal'd  thee,  thou  fhalt  now  caft  off. 
And  change  thofe  Qualities  thou  didft  learn  from  m?,' 
For  mafculine  Virtues,  for  which  feek  no  Tutor, 
But  let  thy  Father's  adions  be  thy  Precepts  ; 
And  for  thee  Zancho,  now  exped  reward 
For  thy  true  Service. 

Bob.  Shall  I  ?  you  hear  fellow  Stepham^  learn  to  know 
me  more  refpe6lively  ;   how  doft  thou  think  1  Ihall  be- 

(7)  '——hozv  I  frighted  him  ytt."]  Here,  as  before,  we  have  ano- 
ther troublefome  >f/  ;  It  has  nothing  to  do  with  Bobadilla's  Speech, 
but  is  undoubtedly  the  firft  Word  oi  Eugenia's,  which  I  would  read  fo* 

Luc.   Let  my  Duty,  Madam, 

Prefume,  if  you  have  caufe  of  Joy,  /'  intrtat 

1  may  fhare  in  it. 
Bob.  'TV  J  nuell,  he  has  forgot  hoiu  I  frighted  him<, 
Eug.  That  thou  fhalt  j  &c, 

come 
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come  the  Steward's  Chair,  ha?  (8)  vviJl  not  thefe  flender 
Hanches  fhow  well  with  a  Chain,  and  a  gold  Ni^ht-cap 
after  Supper,  when  I  take  the  Accompts  ? 

Eug.  Halle,  and  take  down  thofe  Blacks  with  which 
my  Chamber 
Hath  like  the  Widow,  her  fad  Miftrefs,  mourn'd. 
And  hang  up  for  it  the  rich  Perfian  Arras, 
Us*d  on  my  wedding  Night,  for  this  to  me 
Shall  be  a  fccond  Marriage:   Send  for  Mufick, 
And  will  the  Cooks  to  ufe  their  bed  of  cunning 
To  pleafe  the  Palat. 

Bob.  Will  your  Ladylhip  have  a  Potato-pie,  *tis  a  good 
llirring  difh  for  an  old  Lady,  after  a  long  Lent. 

Eug.  Begone  I  fay  :  Why  Sir,  you  can  go  fafler? 

Bob.  1  could.  Madam  :  but  I  am  now  to  praftife  the 
Steward's  Pace,  that's  the  reward  I  look  for  i  every  Man 
muft  falhion  his  Gate,  according  to  his  Calling ;  you  fel- 
low Stephana  may  walk  fader,  to  overtake  Preferment  s 
fo,  ufher  me. 

Luc.  Pray,  Madam,  let  the  Waftecoat  I  lad  wrought 
Be  made  up  for  my  Father  :  I  will  have 
A  Cap,  and  Boot-hofe,  fuitable  to't. 

Eug    Of  that 
We'll  think  hereafter,  Lucio  ;  our  Thoughts  now 
Muft  have  no  objedl  but  thy  Father's  welcome. 
To  which  thy  help 

Luc.  With  humble  gladnefs.  Madam.  [^Exeunt, 

(8)  Will  not  thefe  Jlender  Hanches  Jhoiv  luell  ivith  a  Chain,  and 
a  Gold  Nightcap]  Gold  Helmetb  and  Armour  J  have  oft  read 
and  heard  of,  but  never  before  this  do  I  remember  to  have  fcen  a 
Gold  Night-cap.  The  true  Reading  here  is,  J  Gold  Chain,  and 
\  !ght-cap. 

Thus  A£t  III.  Scene  11.  of  this  Play,  Piorato  asks  Bohadilla. 
Is  your  Chain  right  ?     /.  e.  is  it  pure  Gold  i 


Vol.  VII.  C  c  SCENE 
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SCENE        IIL 

Enter  Alvarez,  and  Clara. 

jilv.  "Where  loft  we  Syavedra  ? 
Cla.  He  was  met, 
Ent'ring  the  City,  by  fome  Gentlemen, 
Kinfmen,  as  he  faid,  of  his  own,  with  whom 
For  compliment  fake  (for  fo  I  think  he  term'd  it) 
He  was  compell'd  to  ftay  -,  tho'  I  much  wonder 
A  Man  that  knows  to  do,  and  has  done  well 
Tth'  Headon's  Troop,  when  the  bold  Foe  charg*d  home. 
Can  learn  fo  fuddenly  t'  abufe  his  time 
In  apifli  Entertainment ;  for  my  part 
(By  all  the  glorious  rewards  of  War) 
l*d  rather  meet  ten  Enemies  i'th'  field. 
All  fworn  to  fetch  my  Head,  than  be  brought  on 
To  change  an  Hour's  difcourfe  with  one  of  thefe 
Smooth  City-fools,  or  TifTue-Cavaliers, 
(The  only  Gallants,  as  they  wifely  think,) 
To  get  a  Jewel,  or  a  wanton  Kifs 
From  a  Court-lip,  though  painted. 

Jlv.  (9)  My  lov'd  Clara, 
(For  Lucio  is  a  Name  thou  muft  forget 
With  Lucio\  bold  Behaviour)  though  thy  Breeding 
I'th'  Camp,  may  plead  fomething  in  the  Excufe 
Of  thy  rough  manners,  Cuftom  having  chang'd. 
Though  not  thy  Sex,  the  foftnefs  of  thy  Nature, 
And  Fortune,  then  a  cruel  Step-dame  to  thee, 
Impos'd  upon  thy  tender  fweetnefs,  burthens 
Of  Hunger,  Cold,  Wounds,  Want,  fuch  as  would  crack 
The  Sinews  of  a  Man,  not  born  a  Soldier  : 
Yet  now  {he  fmiles,  and  like  a  nat'ral  Mother 
Looks  gently  on  thee,  Clara,  entertain 
Her  profFer'd  Bounties  with  a  willing  Bofom  ; 
Thou  fhak  no  more  have  need  to  ufe  thy  Sword  ; 

(9)  ATy  Love  Clara,]  Our  Authors  might  poffibly,  as  Mr. Se^arJ 
thinks  with  me,  have  wrote  /iJO'V  Clara.  The  Reader  will  perceive 
that  Loi/e  is  more  proper  to  a  Wife,  and  /ov^d  to  a  Daughter. 

Thy 
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Thy  Beauty  (which  e*en  Belgia  hath  not  alter'd) 
Shall  be  a  ftronger  Guard,  to  keep  my  Clara^ 
Than  that  has  been,  (though  never  us'd  but  nobiy) 
And  know  thus  much. 

Cla.  Sir,  I  know  only  that 
It  ftands  not  with  my  Duty  to  gain -fay  you 
In  any  thing :  I  mufl  and  will  put  on 
What  fafhion  you  think  beft,  though  I  could  wifh 
I  were  what  I  appear, 

Alv.  Endeavour  rather  [^Mufick. 

To  be  what  you  are,  Clara^  entring  here, 
As  you  were  born,  a  Woman. 

Enter  Eugenia,  Lucio,  and  Servants. 

■  Bug.  Let  choice  IVIufick, 
In  the  beft  voice  that  e'er  touch'd  humane  Ear, 
For  joy  hath  ty'd  my  Tongue  up,  fpeak  your  welcome. 

Av.  My  Soul  (for  thou  giv*ft  new  life  to  my  Spirit) 

\_E771braces  her. 
Myriads  of  joy?,  though  fhort  in  number  of 
Thy  Virtues,  fall  on  thee  ;  Oh  my  Eugenia^ 
Th*  aflurance  that  I  do  embrace  thee,  makes 
My  twenty  Years  of  forrow  but  a  Dream  ; 
And  by  the  Nedar,  which  I  take  from  thefe, 
I  feel  my  Age  reftor*d,  and  like  old  ALfon 
Grow  young  again. 

Eug.   My  Lord,  long  wilh'd  for,  vsrelcome; 
'Tis  a  fweet  briefnels,  yet  in  that  fliort  word 
All  Pleafures  which  I  may  call  mine,  begin. 
And  may  they  long  increafe,  before  they  find 
A  fecond  Period  ;  Let  mine  Eyes  now  furfeic 
On  this  fo  wifli'd-for  Objed,  and  my  Lips 
Yet  modeftly  pay  back  the  parting  Kifs 
You  trufted  with  them,  when  you  fled  from  Sevll, 
With  little  Clara  my  fweet  Daughter  5  lives  Ihe  ? 
Yet  I  could  chide  my  ftlf,  having  you  here. 
For  being  fo  covetous  of  all  Joys  at  once, 
T'  enquire  for  her,  you  being  alone,  to  mc 
My  Clara,  Lucio,  my  Lord,  my  felf. 
Nay  more  than  all  the  World.  i 

C  c  2  j^. 
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jilv.  As  you,  to  me  are. 

Eug.  Sit  down,  and  Jet  me  feed  upon  the  Story         ,; 
Of  your  pad  dangers,  now  you're  here  in  fafety  i 
It  will  give  Relifh,  and  frefh  Appetite 
To  my  Delights,  if  fuch  Delights  can  cloy  me. 
Yet  do  not  Alvarez  5  let  me  firft  yield  you 
Account  of  my  Life  in  your  Abfcnce,  and 
Make  you  acquainted  how  I  have  preferv'd 
The  Jewel  left  lock'd  up  within  my  Womb, 
When  you,  in  being  forc'd  to  leave  your  Country, 
SufFer'd  a  civil  Death. 

Ah.  Do,  my  Eugenia^ 
'Tis  that  1  moft  defire  to  hear. 

Eug.  Then  know— — 

jllv.  What  Noife  is  that  ?    [Pf^thin  clajhing  of  Swords: 

Sya.  [within]  If  you  are  noble  Enemies, 
Opprefs  me  not  with  odds,  but  kill  me  fairly. 

f^it.  [within.']  Stand  off,  I  am  too  many  of  my  felf. 

Enter  Bobadilla. 

Boh.Murl\itr^  Murther,  Murther,  your  Friend,  myLord, 
Don  Syavedra  is  fet  upon  in  the  Streets,  by  your  Enemy 
Vitelli,  and  his  Faftion  :  I  am  almoft  kill'd  with  looking 
on  them. 

Ah.  ril  free  him,  or  fall  with  him  ;  draw  thy  Sword 
And  follow  me. 

Cla.  Fortune,  I  give  thee  thanks 
For  this  Occafion  once  more  to  ufe  it.  [Exit. 

Bob.  Nay,   hold  not  me  Madam ;    if  I  do  any  hurt, 
hang  me.  ' 

Luc.  Oh  I  am  dead  with  fear  I  Let's  fly  into 
Your  Clofet,  Mother. 

Eug.  No  hour  of  my  Life 
Secure  of  danger  ?    Heav'n  be  merciful. 
Or  now  at  once  difpatch  me. 

Enter  Vitelli,  purfued  by  Alvarez  and  Syavedra, 
Clara  beating  0^ Anaftro. 

Cla.  Follow  him, 
Leave  me  to  keep  thefe  off. 

Ah, 
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Alv.  Aflault  my  Friend, 
So  near  my  Houle  P 

Vit.  Nor  in  it  will  fpare  thee, 
Though  'twere  a  Temple  i  and  I'll  make  it  one, 
I  being  the  Prielt,  and  thou  the  Sacrifice, 
I'll  offer  to  my  Uncle. 

j^v.  HUfte  thou  to  him, 
And  fay  I  fent  thee. 

Cla.  *Twas  put  bravely  by 
And  that ;  yet  he  comes  on,  and  boldly  •,  rare 
I'th*  Wars,  where  Emulation  and  Example 
Join  to  increafe  the  Courage,  and  make  lefs 
The  Danger  ;   Valour,  and  true  Refoluiion 
Never  appear'd  fo  lovely brave  again- 
Sure  he  is  more  than  Man,  and  if  he  tall. 
The  beft  of  Virtue,  Fortitude  would  die  with  him  : 
Andean  I  fuffer  iti*   Forgive  me  Duty, 
So  I  love  Valour,  as  I  will  protedl  it 
Againfl:  my  Father,  and  redeem  it,  though 
'Tis  forfeited  by  one  I  hate. 

Vit.  Come  on. 
All  is  not  loft  yet :  You  Ihall  buy  me  dearer 
Before  you  have  me  -,  keep  off. 

Qa.  Fear  me  not. 
Thy  Worth  has  took  me  Prifoner,  and  my  Sword 
For  this  time  knows  thee  only  for  a  Friend, 
And  to  all  clfe  I  turn  the  Point  of  it. 
Sya.  Defend  your  Father's  En'my  ? 
Alv.  Art  thou  mad? 

Cla.  Are  ye  Men  rather  ?  Shall  that  Valour,  which 
Begot  you  lawful  Honour  in  the  Wars, 
Prove  now  the  Parent  of  an  infiimous  Baftard 
So  foul,  yet  fo  long  liv'd,  as  Murther  will 
Be  to  your  fhames  ?  Have  each  of  you,  alone 
With  your  own  dangers  only,  purchas'd  Glory 
From  multitudes  of  Enemies,  not  allowing 
Thofe  neareft  to  you,  to  have  part  in  it. 
And  do  you  now  join,  and  lend  mutual  help 
Againft  a  fingle  Oppofite  ?  Hath  the  Mercy 
Of  the  great  King,  but  newly  wafli'd  away 

C  c  3  The 
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The  Blood,  that  with  the  forfeit  of  your  Life 
Cleav*d  to  your  Name  and  Family,  like  an  Ulcer, 
In  this  again  to  fet  a  deeper  Dye  upon 
Your  Infamy  ?  You*li  fay  he's  your  Foe, 
And  by  his  rafhnefs  callM  on  his  own  Ruin  ; 
Remember  yet,  he  was  firft  wrong'd,  and  Honour 
Spurr'd  him  to  what  he  did  ;  and  next  the  place 
Where  now  he  is,  your  Houfe,  which  by  the  Laws 
Of  hofpitable  Duty  fhould  protedl  him  ; 
Have  you  been  twenty  years  a  ftranger  to*t,  ' 

To  make  your  entrance  now  in  Blood  ?  Or  think  you 
Your  Country-man,  a  true  born  Spaniard^  will  be 
An  Off'ring  fit,  to  pleafe  the  Genius  of  it  ?  ^ 

No,  in  this  I'll  prefume  to  teach  my  Father, 
And  this  firft  Ad  of  Difobedience,  fhall 
Confirm  I  am  mofl  dutiful. 

Jiv.  I'm  pleas'd 
With  what  I  dare  not  give  allowance  to. 
Unnatural  Wretch,  what  wilt  thou  do  ? 

Cla.  Set  free 
A  noble  En'my  :  Come  not  on,  by-  » 

You  pafs  to  hini,  through  me.  The  way  is  open, 
Farewel,  when  next  I  meet  you,  do  not  look  for 
A  Friend,  but  a  vow*d  Foe  ;  I  fee  you  worthy. 
And  therefore  now  preferve  you,  for  the  Honour 
Of  my  Sword  only. 

ViL  Were  this  Man  a  Friend,  *'• 

Hg'.v  would  he  win  me,  that  being  my  vow*d  Foe 
Dderves  fo  well  ?  I  thank  you  for  my  Life  ; 
But  how  I  fhall  deferve  it,  give  nie  leave 
Hereafter  to  confider.  [Exif. 

Ah.  Quit  thy  Fear, 
All  Danger  is  blown  over,  I  have  Letters 
To  th'  Governor,  i'th'  King's  Name,  to  fecure  us 
From  fuch  attempts  hereafter  •,  yet  we  need  not. 
That  have  fuch  firong  Guards  of  our  own,  dread  others  ; 
And  to  increafe  thy  Comfort,  know,  this  young  Man, 
Whom  with  fuch  fervent  Earneflnefs  you  eye. 
Is  not  what  he  appears,  but,  fuch  a  one 
As  thou  with  joy  wilt  blefs,  thy  Daughter  Clara. 

Eug, 
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Eug.  A  thoufand  Blefllngs  \n  that  word. 

Ah.  The  reaibn 
"Why  1  have  bred  her  up  thus,  at  more  leifure 
I  will  impart  to  you  \  wonder  not  at 
What  you  have  feen  her  do,  it  being  th'  leaft 
Of  many  great  and  valiant  Undertakings 
She  hath  made  good  with  Honour. 

Eug.  I'll  return 
The  joy  I  have  in  her,  with  one  as  great 
To  you,  my  Alvcrex :  You,  in  a  Man, 
Have  giv*n  to  me  a  Daughter  ;  in  a  Woman, 
I  give  to  you  a  Son  j  this  was  the  Pledge 
You  left  here  with  me,  whom  I  have  brought  up 
Diff*rent  from  what  he  was,  as  you  did  Clara^ 
And  with  the  like  fuccefs  -,  as  Ihe  appears 
AltcrM  by  Cuftom,  more  than  Woman,   he 
Transformed  by  his  foft  Life,  is  lefs  than  Man. 

Alv,  Fortune  in  this  gives  ample  Satisfadion 
For  all  our  forrows  paft. 

Luc.  My  deareft  Sifter. 

Cla.  Kind  Brother. 

Alv.  Now  our  mutual  care  muft  be 
ImployM  to  help  wrong'd  Nature,  to  recover 
Her  right  in  either  of  them,  loft  by  Cuftom  : 
To  you  I  give  my  Clara,  and  receive 
My  Lucio  to  my  charge  ;  and  weMl  contend 
With  loving  Induftry,  who  fooneft  can 
Turn  this  Man  Woman,  or  this  Woman  Man. 

[Exeunt, 
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ACT     II.     SCENE     I. 

Enter  Pachieco,  and  Lazarillo. 

Fac.  (loj  T)  O  Y,  my  Cloak,  and  Rapier  ;  it  fits  not  a 
i3  Gentleman  of  my  Rank,  to  walk  the  Streets 
in  ^erpo. 

Lax.  Nay,  you  are  a  very  rank  Gentleman  ;  Signior,  I 
am  very  hungry,  they  tell  me  in  Sev'il  here,  I  look  like  an 
Eel,  with  a  Man's  Head  \  and  your  Neighbour  the  Smith 
here  hard  by,  would  have  borrowed  me  the  other  Day  to 
have  fifh'd  with  me,  becaufe  he  had  loft  his  Angle-rod. 

Pac.  Oh  happy  thou  Lazarillo^  being  the  caule  of  other 
Mens  wits  as  in  thine  own  ;  live  lean  and  witty  ftill :  Op- 
prefs  not  thy  Stomach  too  much  j  (i  i)  grofs  Feeders,  great 
Sleepers,  great  Sleepers,  fat  Bodies ;  fat  Bodies,  lean 
Brains :  No  Lazarillo,!  will  make  thee  immortal,  change 
thy  Humanity  into  Deity,  for  I  will  teach  thee  to  Irve 
upon  nothing. 

Laz,  Faith  Signior,  I  am  immortal  then  already,  or 
very  near  it,  for  I  do  live  upon  little  or  nothing ;  belike 
that's  the  reafon  the  Poets  are  faid  to  be  immortal,  for 
fome  of  them  live  upon  their  Wits,  which  is  indeed  as 
good  as  little  or  nothing:  But  good  Mafter,  let  me  be 
mortal  ftill,  and  let's  goto  Supper. 

Pac.  Be  abftinent,  fliew  not  the  corruption  of  thy  Ge- 
neration ;  he  that  feeds,  fliall  die,  therefore,  he  that  feeds 
not,  ftiall  live. 

Laz.  Ay,  but  how  long  ftiall  he  live?  There's  the 
Queftion. 

(10)  Boy,  and  Cloak,  and  Rapier  ;  ]  Thus  the  Copy  of  171 1,  the 
Text  is  from  the  Edition  of  1647. 

(11)  gro/s  Feeders,  greaf  Sleepers,  fat  Bodies  ;  fat  Bodies,  lean 
Brains:  ]  The  Repetition  in  the  latter  made  me  fufpeft  that  there 
was  the  fame  to  be  obferved  in  the  former  Part  of  this  Paffage;  and 
upon  confulting  the  Folio  of  1647,  I  found  my  Sufpicion  fully  con- 
firmed.   Mr.  St'ward'i  Conjedure  too  was  the  fame  as  mine. 
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"Pac.  As  long  as  he  can  without  feeding  :  DIdft  thou 
never  read  of  the  miraculous  Maid  in  Flanders  ? 

Laz.  No,  nor  of  any  Maid  elfe  ;  for  the  Miracle  of 
Virginity  now-a-days  ceafes,  e'er  the  Virgin  can  read 
Virginity  ? 

Pac.  She  that  liv*d  three  years  without  any  other  Sufte- 
nance,  than  the  fmell  of  a  Rofe. 

Laz.  I've  heard  of  her,  Signior,  but  they  fay  her 
Guts  fhrunk  all  into  Lute-ftrings,  and  her  Neaiher-parts 
cling'd  together  like  a  Serpent's  Tail,  fo  that  though  fhe 
continued  a  Woman  ftill  above  the  Girdle,  yet  beneath 
Ihe  was  Monftcr. 

Pac,  So  are  mod  Women,  believe  it. 

Laz.  Nay  all  Women,  Signior,  that  can  live  only  upon 
the  fmell  of  a  Rofe. 

Pac.  No  part  of  the  Hifl.ory  is  fabulous. 

Laz.  I  think  rather  no  part  of  the  Fable  is  Hiftorical : 
but  for  all  this.  Sir,  my  rebellious  Stomach  will  not  let 
me  be  immortal :  I  will  be  as  immortal,  as  mortal  Hunger 
will  fuffer  ♦,  put  me  to  a  certain  (lint  Sir,  allow  me  but  a 
red  Herring  a  Day. 

Pac.  O'  de  dios,  would'fl:  thou  be  gluttonous  in  thy  de- 
licacies ? 

Laz.  He  that  eats  nothing  but  a  red  Herring  a  Day, 
Hiall  ne'er  be  broil'd  for  the  Devil's  Raflier  -,  a  Pilchard, 
Signior,  (12)  a  Sardina,  an  Olive,  that  I  may  be  a  Phi- 
lolopher  firft,  and  immortal  after. 

Pac.  Patience,  L.axarillo^  let  Contemplation  be  thy  Food 
awhile :  I  fay  unto  thee,  one  Peafe  was  a  Soldier's  Provant 
a  whole  Day  at  the  deftruftion  oi  Jerufale?n.  . 

Enter  Metaldi,  and  Mendoza. 

Laz.  Ay,  and  it  were  any  where  but  at  the  deftru6lion 
of  a  Place,  Pll  be  hang'd. 

Met.  Signior  Pacbieco  Aajlo^  my  moft  ingenious 
Cobler  of  Sevil.,  the  hcnos  ncxios  to  your  Signiorie. 

(12)  A  Surdiny,  an  0/sve.']    Mr  Throlald  and  Mr.  Sei\:arJ  faw 
with  me  the  NecefTity  of  altering  thib  Place.  ViJe  Note   3  upon 

The  Lover  s  n/^rimn^e. 

Pac. 
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Pac.  Signior  Mdaldi  de  Forgio,  my  moft  famous  Smith, 
and  Man  of  Metal,  I  return  your  Courtefie  ten-fold,  and 
<}()  humble  my  Bonnet  beneath  the  Shoe-fole  of  your 
Congie  -,  the  like  to  you  Signior  Mendoza  Pediculo  de  Vcr- 
fr.'ini^  my  moft  exquifite  Hofe-heeler. 

Ln-z.  Here's  a  greeting  betwixt  a  Cobler,  a  Smith  and 
a  Botcher,  they  all  belong  to  the  Foot,  which  makes 
them  ftand  fb  much  upon  their  Gentry. 

Mend.  Signior  L^zarillo, 

Laz.  Ah  SigNor^  si ;  Nay,  we  are  all  Signiors  here  in 
Spain^  from  the  Jakes-farmer  to  tlie  Grandee,  or  Adelan- 
iado;  this  Botcher  looks  as  if  he  were  Dough-bak'd,  a 
little  Butter  now,  and  I  could  eat  him  like  an  Oaten-cake: 
his  Father's  Diet  was  new  Cheefe  and  Onions,  when  he 
got  him  ;  what  a  Scallion-fac'd  Rafcal  'tis  ? 

Mel.  But  why,  Signior  Pachieco^  do  you  ftand  fo  much 
on  the  priority,  and  antiquity  of  your  Quality  (as  you 
call  it)  in  comparifon  of  ours? 

Mend.  Ay  -,  your  reafon  for  that. 

Pnc.  Why  thou  Iron-pated  Smith,  and  thou  Woollen- 
witted  Hofe-hceler,  hear  what  I  will  fpeak  indifferently, 
and  according  to  antient  Writers,  of  our  three  ProfelTions, 
and  let  the  upright  Lazarillo  be  both  Judge  and  Mode- 
rator. 

Laz.  Still  am  I  the  moft  immortally  hungry,  that 
may  be. 

Pac.  Suppofe  thou  wilt  derive  thy  Pedigree,  like  fome 
of  the  old  Heroes,  (as  Hercules,  JSneas,  Achilles)  lineally 
from  the  Gods,  making  Saturnihy  great  Grandfather, atid 
Vulcan  thy  Father :  Vulcan  was  a  God. 

Laz.  He'll  make  Vulcan  your  Godfather  by  and  by. 

Pac.  Yet  1  fay,  Saturn  was  a  crabbed  Block-head,  and 
Vulcan  a  limping  Horn-head,  for  Venus  his  Wife  was  a 
Strumpet,  and  Mars  begot  all  her  Children  -,  therefore 
however,  thy  Original  muft  of  neceffity  fpring  from 
Baftardy  :  (13)  Further,  what  can  be  a  more  dejedt  Spirit 
in  Man,  than  to  lay  his  Hands  under  every  one's  Horfes 

(15)  Further,  ivhr.t  can  be  a  more  dejecl  Spirit,^  I  cannot  help 
thinking  but  the  judicious  Reader  will  wuh,  with  me,  that  the  Authors 
had  wro:e,    ii-hat  canJheiM  kc. 
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Feet,  to  do  him  fervice,  as  thou  doft  ?  For  thee,  I  will  be 
brief,  thou  doft  botch,  and  not  mend,  thou  art  a  hidcr  of 
Enormities,  i^iz.  Scabs,  Chilblains,  and  kib'd  Heels; 
much  prone  thou  art  to  ^z&.%^  and  Herefies,  didurbing 
State  and  Government ;  for  how  can  ft  thou  be  a  found 
Member  in  the  Common-wealth,  that  art  fo  fubjeft  to 
ftitches  in  the  Ankles?  blulh,  and  be  filent  then,  oh  ye 
Mechanicks,  compare  no  more  with  the  politick  Cobler  : 
For  Coblers,  in  old  time,  have  Prophefied  ;  what  may 
they  do  now  then,  that  have  every  day  waxed  better  and 
better?  Have  we  not  the  length  of  every  Man's  Foot? 
Are  we  not  daily  Menders?  Yea,  and  what  Menders?  Not 
Horfe-menders.-- — - 

Laz.  Nor  Manners-menders. 

Vac.  But  Soul-menders :  Oh  divine  Coblcrs  ;  do  we 
not,  like  the  wife  Man,  fpin  out  our  own  Threads,  (or 
our  Wives  for  us  ? )  Do  we  not,  by  our  fovv'ing  the  Hide, 
reap  the  Beef  ?  are  not  we  of  the  Gentle-crait,  vvhillt 
both  you  are  but  Crafts-men  -,  you  will  fay,  you  fear  nei- 
ther Iron  nor  Steel,  and  what  you  get  is  wrought  out  of 
the  Fire  -,  I  muft  anfwer  you  again  tho',  all  this  but  For- 
gery •,  you  may  likewife  fay,  a  Man's  a  Man,  that  has 
but  a  hofe  on  his  Head  :  I  muft  likewife  anfwer,  that 
Man  is  a  Botcher,  that  has  a  heel*d  hofe  on  his  Head  ;  to 
conclude,  there  can  be  no  comparifon  with  the  Cobler, 
who  is  all  in  all  in  the  Common- wealth,  has  his  policick 
Eye  and  Ends  on  every  Man's  Steps  that  walks,  and 
whofe  Courfe  (hall  be  lafting  to  the  World's  end. 

Met.  I  give  Place  \  the  Wit  of  Man  is  wonderful ;  thou 
haft  hit  the  Nail  on  the  Head,  and  I  will  give  thee  fix 
Pots  for't,  tho'  I  ne'er  clinch  Shooe  again. 

Enter  Vitelli  and  Alguazier. 

Tac,  Who's  this?  Oh  our  Alguazier  -,  as  arrant  a 
Knave  as  e'er  wore  one  Head  under  two  Offices  •,  he  is 
one  fide  Alguazier. 

Met.  The  other  fide  Serjeant. 

Mend.  That's  both  fides  Carrion,  I  am  furc. 

Pac.  This  is  he  apprehends  Whores  in  the  way  of 
Juftice,  and  lodges  'em  in  his  own  Houfe,  in  the  way  of 
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Profit ;  he  with  him,  is  the  Grand  Don  Vitelli,  'twixt 
whom  anrl  Fernando  Alvarez,  the  Mortal  hatred  is ;  he 
is  indeed  my  Don's  Bawd,  and  does  at  this  prefent  lodge 
a  famous  Curtizan  of  his,  lately  come  from  Madrid, 

Vit.  Let  her  want  nothing,  Signior,  fhc  can  ask  : 
What  lofs  or  injury  you  may  fullain 
I  will  repair,  and  recompence  your  Love: 
Only  that  Fellow*s  coming  I  miflike. 
And  did  fore- warn  her  of  him  ;  bear  her  this 
With  my  beft  love,  at  Night  I'll  vifit  her. 

Mg.  I  reft  your  Lordfliip's  Servant. 

[Mendoza,  (^c.  come  up  to  the  Alguazier  and  pretend 
to  familiarity  with  him. 

Vet.  Good  Ev'n,  Signiors: 
Oh  AhareZy  thou  haft  brought  a  Son  with  thee 
Both  brightens  and  obfcures  our  Nation, 
Whofe  pure  ftrong  Beams  on  us,  (hoot  like  the  Sun's 
On  bafcr  fires ;  I  would  to  Heav*n  my  Blood 
Had  never  ftain'd  thy  bold  unfortunate  Hand, 
That  with  mine  Honour  I  might  emulate. 
Not  perfecute  fuch  Virtue}  I  will  fee  him. 
Though  with  the  hazard  of  my  Life  ;  no  reft 
In  my  contentious  Spirits,  can  I  find 
Till  I  have  gratify'd  him  in  like  kind.  \_Exit. 

Alg.  1  know  you  not  ;    what  are  ye?    hence   ye  bafe 
Befognios. 

Pac.  Marry,  Cazzo !  Signior  Alguazier,  d'  ye  not 
know  us  ?  why,  we  are  your  honeft  Neighbours,  the 
Cobler,  Smith,  and  Botcher,  that  have  fo  often  fate 
fnoaring  (14)  Cheek  by  JoU  with  your  Signiorie,  in  rug 
at  Midnight. 

Laz.  Nay,  good  Signior,  be  not  angry  -,  you  muft  un- 
dcrftand,  a  Cat,  and  fuch  an  Officer  fee  beft  in  the  Dark. 

McL  By  this  Hand,  I  could  find  in  my  Heart  to  ftiooe 
his  Head. 

(14)  Chenk  hy  y oil  nvith  yonr  Sigfiior,  in  rug  at  Mtdnight.'\  I  had 
corrttted  the  Pallage  once  thus,  ivith  you  Signior;  but  Signiorie^ 
which  is  from  the  old  Folio,  is  undoubtedly  the  right  Reading. 
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Pac.  "Why  then  we  know  you,  Signior  ?  thou  Mun- 
gril,  begot  at  Midnight,  at  the  Gaol-gate,  by  a  Beadle, 
on  a  Catchpole's  Wite,  are  not  you  he  that  was  whiptout 
of  Toledo  for  Perjury  ? 

Alen.  Next,  condemn'd  to  the  Gallies  for  Pilfery,  there 
to  the  Bulls-pizel? 

Met.  And  after  call*d  to  the  Inqulfition,  for  Apoftacy  ? 

Pac.  Are  not  you  he  that,  rather  than  you  durft  go  an 
induftrious  Voyage,  being  prefs'd,  to  the  Iflands,  skulk'd 
till  the  Fleet  was  gone,  and  then  earn*d  your  Ryal  a 
day  by  fquiring  Puncks  and  Puncklings  up  and  down 
the  City  ? 

Laz.  Are  not  you  a  Portugtiefe  Born,  defcended  o'  the 
Moors,  and  came  hither  into  Se'vil  with  your  Mafter,  an 
arrant  Tailor,  in  your  red  Bonner,  and  your  blue  Jacket 
loufie  ;  though  now  your  Block-head  be  cover'd  with 
the  Spanifh  Block,  and  your  lafhed  Shoulders  with  a  Vel- 
vet-pee. 

Pac.  Are  not  you  he  that  have  been  of  thirty  Callings, 
yet  ne*er  a  one  lawful  ?  that  being  a  Chandler  firft,  pro- 
fefs*d  Sincerity,  and  would  fell  no  Man  Muftard  to  his 
Beef  on  the  SalDbath,  and  yet  fold  Hypocrifie  all  your 
Life  time  ? 

Met.  Are  not  you  he,  that  were  fince  a  Surgeon  to  thf 
Stews,  and  (15)  undertook  to  cure,  what  the  Church  ic 
felf  could  not.  Strumpets  i*  that  rife  to  your  Office  by 
being  a  great  Don's  Bawd  ? 

Laz.  That  commit  Men  nightly,  ofTencelefs,  for  the 
gain  of  a  Groat  a  Prifoner,  which  your  Beadle  feems  to 
put  up,  when  you  fhare  three  Pence  ? 

Mend.  Are  not  you  he  that  is  a  Kiffer  of  Men,  in 
Drunkennefs,  and  a  Betrayer  in  Sobriety  ? 

Jig.  Diabolo:  They'll  rail  me  into  the  Gallies  again. 

Pac.  Yes  Signior,  thou  art  even  he  we  fpeak   of  all 

(15)  Undertook  to  cure  ixhat  the  Church  itfclfccuU  -not.  Strumpets 
that  rife  to  your  Office  &c.  ]  What  unintelligible  Stuff  lias  falfe  Stops 
niade  of  this  Pailage.  1  have  wiih  Mr.  i'ficvjr^  attempted,  in  the 
present  Text,  to  point  the  Place  into  Scnfe,  and  perhaps  the  Reader 
tvill  think  our  Pains  well  bellowed. 
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this  while  •,  thou  may'ft  by  thy  Place  now,  lay  us  by  the 
Heels,  *tis  true;  But  take  heed,  be  wifer,  pluck  not 
ruin  on  thine  own  Head  ;  for  never  was  there  fueh  an 
Anatomy,  as  we  fliall  make  thee  then  ;  be  wife  thcpe^ 
fore,  thou  Child  of  the  Night !  Be  Friends,  and  fhake 
Hands,  thou  art  a  proper  Man,  if  thy  Beard  were  red- 
der:  Remember  thy  worfhiptul  Fundion,  a  Conftable  ; 
tho'  thou  turn'fl:  Day  into  Night,  and  Night  into  Day, 
what  of  that  P  Watch  lefs,  and  pray  more  :  Let  not  thy 
mittens  ( 1 6)  abate  the  talons  of  thy  Authority,  but  gripe 
Theft  and  Whoredom,  wherefoever  thou  meet'ft  'em  ; 
bear  'em  away  like  a  Temped,  and  lodge  'em  fafcly  in 
thine  own  Houfe. 

Laz.  Would  you  have  Whores  and  Thieves  lodg'd  in 
fuch  a  Houfe  ?  ; 

Pac.  They  ever  do  fo ;  I  have  found  a  Thief,  or  a 
Whore  there,  when  the  whole  Suburbs  could  not  fur- 
nifii  me, 

Laz.  But  why  do  they  lodge  there  ? 

Pac.  That  they  may  be  fafe  and  forth-coming  ;  for  in 
the  Morning  ufually,  the  Thief  is  fent  to  the  Gaol,  and 
the  Whore  proftrates  her  felf  to  the  Jultice. 

Men.  Admirable  Pachiecho. 

Met.  Thou  Cobler  of  Chriftendom. 

Alg.  There  is  no  railing  with  thefe  Rogues,  I  will 
clofe  with  *em,  till  I  can  cry  quittance.  Why  Signiors, 
and  my  honeft  Neighbours,  will  you  impute  that  as  a 
neglect  of  my  Friends,  which  is  an  Imperfedion  in  me  ? 
I  have  been  Sand' blind  from  my  Infancy  j  to  make  you 
amends  you  •  fhall  Sup  with  me. 

Laz.  Shall  we  Sup  with  ye.  Sir?  O'  my  Confcience, 
they  have  wrong'd  the  Gentleman  extreamiy. 

jilg.  And  after  Supper,  I  have  a  Projedt  to  employ 
you  in,  fliall  make  you  drink  and  eat  merrily  this  Month : 
1  am  a  little  Knavifli  ;  why,  and  do  not  I  know  all  you 
to  be  Knaves  ? 

Pac.  1  grant  you,  we  are  all  Knaves,  and  will  be  your 

( 1 6)  That  is.  Let  not  thy  Mittens  be  the  fame  to  thy  Talons,  as  a 
Button  is  to  a  Foil. 
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Knaves ;  but  oh,  while  you  live,  take  heed  of  being  a. 
proud  Knave. 

Alg.  On  then,  pafs  \  I  will  bear  out  my  Staff,  and  my 
Staff  (hall  bear  out  me. 

Laz,  Oh  Lazarilloy  thou  art  going  to  Supper.  [^Exeunt: 

SCENE         II. 

Enter  Lucio,  and  Bobadilla. 

Luc.  Pray  be  not  angry. 

Bob.  \  am  angry,  and  I  will  be  angry,  Diahvlo ;  what 
(hould  you  do  in  the  Kitchin  .''  Cannot  the  Cooks  lick 
their  Fingers  without  your  Overfecing  ?  Nor  the  Maids 
make  Pottage,  except  your  Dog's- head  be  in  the  Pot  ? 
Don  Lucio  ?  —  Don  ^ct-^ean^  Don  Spinjier^  wear  a 
Petticoat  ftill,  and  put  on  your  Smock  a*  Alonday  •,  I  will 
have  a  Baby  o'  Clouts  made  for  it,  like  a  great  Girl  ; 
nay,  if  you  will  needs  be  ftarching  of  Ruffs,  and  fowing 
of  Black- work,  I  will  of  a  mild  and  loving  Tutor,  be- 
come a  Tyrant ;  your  Father  has  committed  you  to  my 
Charge,  and  I  will  make  a  Man  or  a  Moufe  on  you. 

Luc.  VV  hat  would  you  have  me  do  .'*  This  fcurvy  Sword 
So  galls  my  Thigh,  1  would  'twere  burnt ;  pilh,  look. 
This  Cloak  will  ne'er  keep  on  -,  thefe  Boots  too  hide-bound, 
Make  me  walk  ftiff,  as  if  my  Legs  were  frozen. 
And  my  Spurs  gingle  like  a  Morris-dancer  : 
Lord,  how  my  Head  akes  with  this  roguifh  Hat ; 
This  mafculinc  Attire  is  moft  uneafie, 
I'm  bound  up  in  it ;  I  had  rather  walk 
In  folio  again,  loofc,  like  a  Woman. 

Bob.  In  Foolioy  had  you  not? 
Thou  Mock  to  Heav'n,  and  Nature,  and  thy  Parents 
Thou  tender  Leg  of  Lamb  !  oh,  how  he  walks 
As  if  he  had  bepifs'd  himfelf,  and  fleers ! 
Is  this  a  Gate  for  the  young  Cavalier, 
Don  Lucio,  Son  and  Heir  to  Alvarez  ? 
Has  it  a  Corn  .''  Or  do's  it  walk  on  Confcience, 
It  treads  fo  gingerly  ?  Come  on  your  ways  \ 
Suppofc  me  now  your  Father's  foe,  Vitelli, 

And  fpying  you  i'th*  Street,  thus  I  advance* ' 

I 
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I  twifl  my  Beard,  and  then  I  draw  niy  Sword. 

Luc.  Alas ! 

Boh.  And  thus  accoft  thee  :  Traiterous  Brat, 
How  durft  thou  thus  confront  me?    impious  Twig 
Of  that  old  Stock,  dew'd  with  my  Kinfman*s  gore. 
Draw,  for  I'll  quarter  thee  in  Pieces  four. 

Luc.  Nay,  prithee  Bohadilhy  leaving  thy  fooling. 
Put  up  thy  Sword.     I  will  not  meddle  with  ye  ; 
Ay,  juftle  me,  I  care  not,  1*11  not  draw. 
Pray  be  a  quiet  Man. 

Boh.  D*  ye  hear  5  anfwer  me,  as  you  would  do  Don 
Vitelli^  or  I'll  be  fo  bold  as  to  lay  the  Pomel  of  my  Sword 
over  the  hilts  of  your  Head  ; 
My  Name's  Vitelli^  and  Pll  have  the  Wall. 

Jmc.  Why  then  Pll  have  the  Kennel  :   what  a  coil 
you  keep  ? 
Signior,  what  happen'd  *twixt  my  Sire  and  your 
Kinfman,  was  long  before  I  faw  the  World, 
No  fault  of  mine,  nor  will  I  juftifie 
My  Father's  Crimes :  Forget,  Sir,  and  forgive, 
'Tis  Chriftianity  :  I  pray  put  up  your  Sword, 
Pll  give  you  any  Satisfaction, 
That  may  become  a  Gendeman  ;  however 
I  hope  you're  bred  to  more  Humanity, 
Than  to  revenge  my  Father's  wrong  on  mc. 
That  crave  your  Love  and  Peace :  law-you-now  Zancbo, 
Would  not  this  quiet  him,  were  he  ten  Vitellis  ? 

Bob.  Oh  Craven-chicken  of  a  Cock  o*  th'  game  ; 
Well,  what  remedy  .?  Did  thy  Father  fee  this,  O'  my  Con- 
fcience,  he  would  cut  off  thy   Mafculine  gender,  crop 
thine  Ears,  beat  out  thine  Eyes,  and  fet  thee  in  one  of 
the  Pear-trees  for  a  Scare-crow : 
As  I  am  Vitelli^  I  am  fatisfied  ; 

But  as  I  am  Bobadilla  Spindola  Zancho  Steward  of  the 
Houfe,  and  thy  Father's  Servant,  I  could  find  in  my 
Heart  to  lop  olf  the  hinder  part  of  thy  Face,  or  to  beat 
all  thy  Teeth  into  thy  Mouth  :  Oh  thou  whay-blooded 
Milk-fop,  I'll  wait  upon  thee  no  longer,  thou  (halt  ev'n 
svait  upon  me  :  Come  your  ways,  Sir,  1  fhall  take  a  little 
Pains  with  ye  elfe. 

Enter 
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Enter  Clara. 

Cla.  Where  art  thou,  Brother  Lucio?  ran,  tan  tan  ta. 
Ran  tan  ran  tan  tan  ta,  ta  ran  tan  tan  tan. 
Oh,  I  rtiall  no  more  fee  thofe  golden  Days  ; 
Thefe  Clothes  will  never  fadge  with  me :  A— — -o* 
This  filthy  Vardingale,  this  hip-hape  :  Brother, 
Why  are  Womens  Hanches  only  limited,  confin'd, 
Hoop*d  in,  as't  were,  with  thefe  fame  fcurvy  Vardingales? 

Bob.  Becaufe  Womens  Hanches  only  are  moft  fubje<5l: 
to  difplay  and  flie  out. 

Cla.  Bobadilla,  Rogue,  ten  Duckets,  I  hit  the  prepuce 
of  thy  Cod -piece. 

Luc.  Hold,  if  you  love  my  Life,  Sifter ;  1  am  not 
Zancho  Bobadilla^  I  am  your  -Brother,  Lwio  ;  what  a 
fright  you  have  put  me  in  ? 

Cla.  Brother  ?  and  wherefore  thus  ? 

Luc.  Why,  Mafter  Steward  here,  Signior  Zancho^ 
made  me  change  •,  he  docs  nothing  but  mif-ufe  me,  and 
call  me  Coward,  and  fwears  I  fhall  wait  upon  him. 

Bob.  Well  i  I  do  no  more  than  I  have  Authority  for  ; 
would  I  were  away  tho* ;  for  fhe*s  as  much  too  Manifh, 
as  he  too  Womanifli  ;  I  dare  not  meddle  with  her,  yet 
I  muft  fet  a  good  Face  on't,  if  I  had  it :  (17)  I  have  like 
charge  of  you  Madam,  I  am  as  well  to  mollifieyou,  as  to 
qualifie  him ;  what  have  you  to  do  with  Armors,  and 
Piflols,  and  Javelins,  and  Swords,  and  fuch  Tools  ?  Re- 
member Mirtrefs,  Nature  hath  given  you  a  Sheath  only, 
to  fignifie  Women  are  to  put  up  Mens  Weapons,  not  to 
draw  them  ;  look  you  now,  is  this  a  fit  trot  for  a 
Gentlewoman  ?  You  fhall  fee  the  Court-Ladies  move 
like  Goddefles,  as  if  they  trode  Air ;  they  will  fwim  you 
their  Mcafures,  like  Whiting-mops,  as  if  their  Feet  were 
finns,  and  the  hinges  of  their  Knees  oyl'd  -,  do  they  love 
to  ride  great  Horfes,  as  you  do  ?  no ;  they  love  to  ride 
great  Afles  fooner ;  faith,  I  know  not  what  to  fay  t*  ye 
both  :  Cuftom  hath  turn*d  Nature  topfie-turvy  in  you. 

(17)  I  have  likt  charge  of  you  Madam,']  All  the  copies  except  that 
of  1647,  read, 

/  have  likf  charge  of  Madam. 

Vol.  VII.  D  d  CAf. 
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Cla.  Nay,  but  Mafter  Steward. 

Bob.  You  cannot  trot  lb  tall,  but  he  ambles  as  flowly. 
''Cla.  Signior  Spindle.^  will  you  hear  me? 

Bcb.  He  that  fhall  come   to  beftride  your  Virginity, 
had  better  be  a- foot  o*er  the  Dragon. 

Cla.  Very  well. 

Bob.  Did  ever  Spaniflj  Lady  pace  fo  ? 

Cla.  Hold  thefe  a  little. 

Luc.  I'll  not  touch  *em,  I. 

Cla.  Firfl:  do  I  break  your  Office  o'er  your  Pate, 
You  Dog-skin-fac*d  Rogue,  Pilcher,  you  poor  John^ 
V^^hich  1  will  beat  to  Stock- filh. 

Luc.  Sifter ! 

Bob.  Madam! 

Cla.  You  Cittern-head,  who  have  you  talk'd  to,  ha? 
You  nafty,  ftinking,  and  ill-count'nanc*d  Cur. 

Bob.  By  this  hand.  111  bang  your  Brother    for   this, 
when  I  get  him  alone. 

Cla    How.?  kick  him,  L//ao;  he  fhall  kick  you,  Bob^ 
Spight  o'  thy  nofe^  that's  flat  -,  kick  him,  I  fay, 
C5r  I  will  cut  thy  Head  off. 

Bob.  Softly,  y*  had  beft. 

Cla.  Now,  thou  lean,  dry*d,  and  ominous  vifag'd  Knave, 
Thou  falle  and  peremptory  Steward,  pray, 
For  Iwill  hang  thee  up  in  thine  own  Chain. 

Luc.  Good  Si  tier,  do  not  choak  him. 

i?o^.  Murder!  Murder!  \_Exit. 

Cla.  Well ;  I  fhall  meet  w'  ye  ;  Luclo^  who  bought 
this  ? 
'Tis  a  reafonable  good  one  ;  but  there  hangs  one, 
SpairC%  Champion  ne*er  us'd  truer ;  with  this  Staff 
Old  Alvarez  has  kd  up  Men  fo  clofe. 
They  could  almoft  fpit  in  the  Cannon's  Mouth ; 
Whilft  I  with  that,  (i8j  and  this,  well  mounted,  skirr'd 
A  Horfe  troop  through  and  through,  like  fwift  defire, 

And 

(i8^    —  and  this,  ixell  jr.cunted,  fcourM 

j4  Horfe  troop  through  and  through, — ]     The  old  Folio   reads 
fiurr'd,  u'hicli  1  take  to  be  only  a  falfe  Spelling  of  a  better  word,  viz. 
tkirrd:   Thus  Shake/pear  in  Macbeth,  AA  5.  Scene  3, 
Stnd  out  more  Horfe s  ikir  the  country  raiind. 

To 
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And  feen  poor  Rogues  retire,  all  gore,  and  gafli*d 
Like  bleeding  Shads. 

Luc.  Blcfs  us,  Sifter  Clara^ 
How  defpcratcly  you  talk  j  what  d'  ye  call 
This  Gun,  a  dag? 

Cla.  I'll  give'c  thee;  a  French  Petronel : 
You  never  law  my  Barhary^  the  Infanta 
BeftowM  upon  me,  as  yet  hucw  j 
Walk  down,  and  fee  it. 

Luc.  What,  into  the  Stable  ? 
Not  I,  the  Jades  will  kick;  the  poor  Groom  there 
Was  almolt  fpoil'd  the  other  Day. 

Cla.  Fie  on  thee, 
Thou  wilt  fcarce  be  a  Man  before  thy  Mother. 

Luc.  When  will  you  be  a  Woman? 

Enter  Alvarez  and  Bobadilla. 

Cla.  Would  I  were  none. 
But  Nature's  privy  Seal  aflures  me  one. 

Alv.  Thou  anger'lt  me :  Can  ftrong  habitual  Cuftom 
Work  with  fuch  Magick  on  the  Mind  and  Manners, 
In  fpight  of  Sex  and  Nature  ?  Find  out.  Sirrah, 
Some  skilful  Fighter. 

Boh.  Yes,  Sir. 

Alv.  I  will  redifie. 
And  redeem  either's  proper  Inclination, 
Or  bray  'em  in  aMorter,  and  new-mold  *em. 

Bob.  Believe  your  Eyes,  Sir,  I  tell  you,  we  wafh  an 
Ethiop.  \E)(it, 

Cla.  I  ftrike  it  for  ten  Duckets. 

To  ikir  is  'velitari,  to  fight  as  the  light  Horfe  do,  from  whence  th: 
Subllantive  Skirmi/h. 

In  Henry  V.  Shake/pear  ufes  the  Word  for  flying  /wi/tly,^^^' 
from  an  Enemy.  The  King  fays  of  the  French  Horfe,  A"  4. 
Scene  13. 

He"// make  *em  sk\r  aivay,  asfwi/t  as  Stones 

Enforced  from  the  o/d  Aflyrian  Slings. 
No  Reader  of  Tafle  wou'd  bear  the  Change  of  the  word  skir,  which  is 
perfcdiy  poetical,  as  the  Sound  is  an  Echo  to  the  Senfe,  ior  feour;  and 
Fletcher  has  noc  fuffercd  much  lefs  by  the  Change.         Mr.  Seward. 

Dd  2  ^'^' 
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Ah.  How  now,  Clara, 
Your  Breeches  on  ftill  ?  And  your  Petticoat 
Not  yet  off,  Lucio  ?  Art  thou  not  guelt  ? 
Or  did  not  the  cold  Mufcovite  beget  thee,    ■ 
That  lay  here  Lieger,  in  the  laft  great  Frofl  ? 
Art  not  thou  Clara,  turn'd  a  Man  indeed 
Beneath  the  Girdle  ?  and  a  Woman  thou  ? 

ril  have  you  fearch*d  by I  Itrongly  doubt  j 

We  mud  have  thefe  things  mended  -,  come  go  in.  [Exit. 

Enter  Vitelli  and  Bobadilla. 

Boh.  With  Lucio,  fay  you  ?  There  he's  for  you. 

Vit.  And  there's  for  thee. 

Bob.  I  thank  you :  you  have  now  bought  a  little  advice 
of  me  ;  if  you  chance  to  have  Conference  with  that  Lady 
there,  be  very  civil,  or  look  to  your  Head  ;  Ihe  hasten 
Nails,  and  you  have  but  two  Eyes  :  If  any  foolifh  hot 
Motions  fhould  chance  to  rife  in  the  Horizon,  under  your 
Equinodial  there,  qualifie  it  as  well  as  you  can,  for  I  fear 
the  Elevation  of  your  Pole  will  not  agree  with  the  Horo- 
fcope  of  her  Coxiftitution ;  Ihe  is  Bell  and  the  Dragon  I  af- 
fure  you.  [Exit, 

Vit.  Are  you  the  Lucio,  Sir,  that  fav*d  Vitelli? 

Luc.  Not  I  indeed.  Sir,  I  did  never  brable; 
There  walks  that  Lucio  Metamorphofed.  [Exit. 

Vit,  D'  ye  mock  me .? 

CJa.  No,  he  does  not :  I  am  that 
Suppofed  Lucio  that  was,  but  Clara 
That  is,  and  Daughter  unto  AlvarcT:.. 

Vit.  Amazement  daunts  me ;    would  my  Life  were 
Riddles, 
So  you  were  ttill  my  fair  Expofitor : 
Protedted  by  a  Lady  from  my  Death ! 
Oh,  I  fhall  wear  an  everlafling  blufh 
Upon  my  Cheek  from  this  difcovery  : 
Oh,  you  the  faireft  Soldier  I  e'er  favv  ; 
Each  of  whofe  Eyes,  like  a  bright  beamy  Shield, 
Conquers  without  blows,  the  contentious. 

Cla.  Sir,  guard  your  felf,  you're  in  your  En'mics  Houfe, 
And  may  be  injur*d. 

Vit, 
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Vit.  *Tis  impofTible : 
Foe,  nor  opprefTing  odds,  dares  prove  Vitdliy 
If  Clara  fide  him,  and  will  call  him  Friend  j 
I  would  the  diff*rence  of  our  Bloods  were  fuch 
As  might  with  any  fhift  be  wip'd  away  : 
Or  would  to  Heav'n  your  felf  were  all  your  Name; 
That  having  loft  Blood  by  you,  I  might  hope 
To  raife  Blood  from  you.     But  my  black-wing*d  Fate 
Hovers  averfely  over  that  fond  hope : 
And  he,  whofe  Tongue  (19)  thus  gratifies  the  Daughter, 
And  Sifter  of  his  Enemy,  wears  a  Sword 
To  rip  the  Father  and  the  Brother  up. 
Thus  you  that  fav*d  this  wretched  Life  of  mine. 
Have  fav*d  it  to  the  ruin  of  your  Friends. 
That  my  AfFedtions  fhould  promifcuoufly 
Dart  Love  and  Hate  at  once,  t)0th  worthily  ! 
Pray  Jet  me  kifs  your  Hand. 

Cla.  You're  treacherous. 
And  come  to  do  me  Mifchief. 

Vit.  Speak  on  ftilJ, 
Your  words  are  falfer  (Fair)  than  my  intents. 
And  each  fweet  accent  far  more  treach*rous ;  for 
Though  you  fpeak  ill  of  me,  you  fpeak  fo  well, 
I  do  defire  to  hear  you. 

Cla.  Pray  be  gone  : 
Or  kill  me  if  you  pleafe. 

Vit.  Oh,  neither  can  I, 
For  to  ht  gone,  were  to  deftroy  my  Life  5 
And  to  kill  you,  were  to  deftroy  my  Soul  .* 
I  am  in  Love,  yet  mufl:  not  be  in  Love  i 
I'll  get  away  apace  -,  yet  valiant  Lady, 
Such  Gratitude  to  Honour  I  do  owe. 
And  fuch  Obedience  to  your  Memory, 

(19)    thus  gratifies  the  Daughter,']    This  gratifies  (e.ms  to 

come  in  oddly  ;  for  what  Gratification  does  FiteUimskc  Clara  htrt  ? 
He  gives  her  good  VVords,  'tis  true,  and  lets  off  the  Service  Ihe  had 
done  him  at  her  firft  Appearance  on  the  Stage,  but  this  ought  rather 
to  be  called  a  Panegyriik,  than  a  Gratification,  and  who  knows  but 
the  Authors  might  have  given  it 

■  thus  glorifies  the  Daughter. 

Dd  3  Thr. 
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That  if  you  will  beflow  fomething,  that  I 
May  wear  about  me,  it  fhall  bind  my  Wrath, 
My  moft  invet'rate  Wrath,  from  all  Attempts, 
Till  you  and  I  meet  next. 

Cla.  A  Favour,  Sir  ? 
.  Why,  I'll  give  you  good  Counfel. 

yit.  That  already 
You  have  beftowed  -,  a  Ribbon,  or  a  Glove- 


Cla.  Nay,  thofe  are  Tokens  for  a  Waiting-maid 
To  trim  the  Butler  with.    Vit.  Your  Feather--- C/^.  Fie, 
The  Wenches  give  them  to  the  Serving-men. 

Vit.  That  little  Ring 

Cla.  *Twill  hold  you  but  by  th'  Finger  ; 
And  I  would  have  you  fafter. 

Vit.   Any  thing 
That  I  may  wear,  and  but  remember  you. 

Cla.  This  Smile  ;  my  good  Opinion;  or  my  felf. 
But  that  it  feems  you  like  not. 

Vit.  Yes,  fo  well. 
When  any  fmiles,  I  will  remember  yours ; 
Your  good  Opinion  fhall  in  weight  poize  me 
Againlt  a  thoufand  III:  Laftly,  your  felf. 
My  curious  Eye  now  figures  in  my  Heart, 
Where  I  will  wear  you,  till  the  Table  break. 
So,  whiteft  Angels  guard  you. 

Cla.  Stay  Sir,   1 
Have  fitly  thought  to  give,  what  you  as  fitly 
May  not  difdain  to  wear. 

Vit,  What's  that  ? 

Cla.  This  Sword. 
I  never  heard  a  Man  fpeak  tril  this  hour. 
His  Words  are  golden  Chains,  and  now  I  fear 
The  Lionefs  hath  met  a  Tamer  here  : 
Fie,  how  his  Tongue  chimes!  what  was  I  a  faying.^ 
Oh  this  Favour  I  bequeath  you,  which  I  tie 
In  a  Love-knot,  fart:,  ne'er  to  hurt  my  Friends ; 
Yet  be  it  fortunate  *gainrt:  all  your  Foes 
(For  I  have  neither  Friend,  nor  Foe,  but  yours) 
As  e'er  it  was  to  me :  Pve  kept  it  long. 
And  value  it,  next  my  Virginity.—— 

But 
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Bat  good,  return  ir,  for  I  now  remember 

r  vow'd,  who  purchas*d  it,  fliou'd  have  me  too. 

Vit.  Would  that  were  poflible,  but  'Jas  it  is  not  i 
Yet  this  aflure  your  feJf,  mofl:  honour'd  Clara^ 
V\\  not  infringe  a  particle  of  Breath 
My  Vow  hath  ofFer'd  t'  ye  ;  nor  from  this  part 
Whilfl:  it  hath  Edge,  or  Point,  or  I  a  Heart.       [Exit, 

Cla.  Oh,  leave  rae  living,  —  what  new  Exercife 
Is  crept  into  my  Bread,  that  blauncheth  clean 
My  former  Nature  ?  I  begin  to  find 
I  am  a  Woman,  and  mult  learn  to  Fight 
A  fofter  fweeter  Battel,  than  with  Swords. 
I'm  fick  methinks,  but  the  Dileafe  I  feel 
Pleafeth,  and  punifheth  •,  I  warrant,  Love 
Is  very  like  this,  that  Folks  talk  of  fo  ; 
I  skill  not  what  it  is,  yet  fure  e'en  here, 
E'en  in  my  Heart,  I  fenfibly  perceive 
It  glows,  and  rifeth  like  a  glimmering  Flame, 
But  know  not  yet  the  EflTcnce  oa't,  nor  Name.        [Exit, 


ACT     III.      SCENE      L 

Enter  Malroda,  and  Alguazler. 

Mai  TJE  muft  not?   Nor  he  fhall  not  ?   Who  fhall 
jL\        let  him  ? 

You,  Politick  Diego^  with  your  Face  of  Wifdom  ? 

Don-blirt  ?  the upon  your  Aphorifmes, 

Your  Grave  and  Sage-Ale  Phyfiognomy  : 

Do  not  I  know  thee  for  the  /UguazieVy 

Whofe  Dunghil  all  the  Parifh  Scavengers 

Could  never  rid  j*  Thou  Comedy  to  Men, 

Whofe  ferious  Folly  is  a  Butt  for  all 

To  fhoot  their  Wits  at  -,  whiUl  thou  haft  not  Wit, 

Nor  Heart,  to  anfwer,  or  be  angry. 

yilg.  Lady. 

MaL  Peace,  peace,  you  rotten  Rogue,  fupported  by 
A  ftafF  of  rott'ner  Office  ;  dare  you  check 
Any's  Accefles  that  I  will  allow  ? 

■  D  d  4  Pioraf 
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Piorato  is  my  Frinnd,  and  vifits  me 
In  lawful  fort,  t'  efpoufe  me  as  his  Wife; 
And  who  will  crofs,  or  fhall,  our  Enterviews  ? 
You  know  me  Sirrah,  for  no  Chambermaid, 
That  cad  her  Belly  and  her  Waftecoat  lately  ; 
Thou  think'ft  thy  Conftablefhip  is  much  :  not  fb, 
I  am  ten  Offices  to  thee  :  Ay,  thy  Houfe, 
Thy  Houfe  and  Office  is  maintain'd  by  me. 

Jilg.  My  Houfe-of-office  is  mantain'd  i'  th'  Garden  : 
Go  too,  I  know  you,  and  I  have  contriv'd. 
You're  a  Delinquent,  but  I  have  contriv'd 
A  Poifon,  though  not  in  the  third  Degree  : 
I  can  lay,  black's  your  Eye,  though  it  be  grey  ; 
I  have  conniv'd  at  this  your  Friend,  and  you ; 
But  what  is  got  by  this  Connivency  ? 
(20)  I  like  his  Feature  well,  a  proper  Man, 
Of  good  Difcourfe,  fine  Converfation, 
Valiant,  and  a  great  Carrier  of  the  Bufinefs, 
Sweet- Breafted,  as  the  Nightingale,  or  Thrufh: 
Yet  I  muft  tell  you,  you  forget  your  felf, 
My  Lord  Vitelli's  Love,  and  Maintenance, 
Deferves  no  other  Jack  i'  th'  Box,  but  he ; 
What  though  he  gather'd  firft  the  golden  Fruit, 
And  blew  your  Pigs-coat  up  into  a  Blifter, 
When  you  did  wait  at  Court  upon  his  Mother  ; 
Has  he  not  well  provided  for  the  *  Barn  ? 
Befide,  what  Profit  reap  I  by  the  other  ? 
If  you  will  have  me  ferve  your  Pleafure,  Lady, 
Your  Pleafure  muft  accommodate  my  Service; 
As  good  be  Virtuous  and  Poor,  as  not 
Thrive  by  my  Knav'ry  ;  all  the  World  would  be 
Good,  profper'd  Goodnefs  like  to  Villany. 

(20)  1  like  his  Feather  njuell,  a  proper  Man,"]  To  begin  the  De- 
fcription  o{  Piorato,  with  the  mention  of  what  was  only  accidental  to 
his  Drefs,  not  eflential  to  his  Perfon,  is  certainly  fo  contrary  to  good 
Senfc,  that  no  Man  can  think  our  Authors  could  be  guilty  of  fuch  a 
Fault.  To  wipe  off  this  Afperfion  from  the  Poet's  Charader,  Mn. 
otixard  propofes  reading  with  me, 

I  like  hit  Feature  {or  Favour)  luell,  a  proper  Perfon. 

»  /.f.  Child. 
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I  am  the  King's  Vice-gerent  by  my  Place ; 
His  right  Lieutenant  in  mine  own  Precin6l. 

Mai.  Thou'rt  a  right  Rafca!  in  all  Mens  Precln(fls; 
Yet  now  my  pair  of  Twins,  of  Fool,  and  Knave, 
Look,  we  are  Friends,  there's  Gold  for  thee,  admit 
Whom  I  will  have,  and  keep  it  from  my  Don  ; 
And  I  will  make  thee  richer  than  thou*rt  wife : 
Thou  Ihalt  be  my  Bawd,  and  my  Officer  ; 
Thy  Children  (hall  eat  ftill,  my  good  Night  Owl, 
And  thy  old  Wife  fell  Andirons  to  the  Court, 
Be  countenanc'd  by  th'  Dons,  and  wear  a  Hood, 
Nay,  keep  my  Garden-houfe  ;  1*11  call  her  Mother, 
Thee  Father,  my  good  poilbnous  Red-hair'd  Dcel, 
And  Gold  Ihall  daily  be  thy  Sacrifice, 
Wrought  from  a  fertile  Ifland  of  mine  own. 
Which  I  will  offer,  like  an  Indian  Queen. 

Alg.  And  I  will  be  thy  Devil,  thou  my  FJedi, 
With  which  I'll  catch  the  World. 

Mai.  Fill  fome  Tobacco, 
And  bring  it  in:  U Pioraio  come 
Before  my  Don,  admit  him  ;  if  my  Don 
Before  my  Love,  condufb  him,  my  dear  Devil.       [Exit, 

Alg.  I  will  my  dear  Flefh:    Firft  come,  firll  ferv'd. 
Well  faid. 
Oh  equal  Heav'n,  how  wifely  thou  difpofeft 
Thy  li^veral  Gifts  ?  One's  born  a  great  rich  Fool, 
For  the  fubord'nate  Knave  to  work  upon  j 
Another's  poor,  with  Wii's  Addition, 
Which  well  or  ill-us'd,  builds  a  living  up, 
And  that  too  from  the  Sire  oft  defcends; 
Only  fair  Virtue,  by  Traduftion 
Never  fucceeds,  and  feldom  meets  Siiccefs  •, 
What  have  I  then  to  do  with't  ?   My  freewill 
Left  me  by  Heav'n,  makes  me  or  good,  or  ill  : 
Now  fince  Vice  gets  more  in  this  vicious  World 
Than  Piety,  and  my  Stars  confluence 
Enforce  my  Difpofition  to  affecft 
Gain,  and  the  name  of  rich,  let  vvho  will  pradife 
War,  and  grow  that  way  great  ;  Religious, 
And  that  way  good  ;  my  chief  Felicity 

Is 
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Is  Wealth,  the  nurfe  of  Senfuality  ; 

And  he  that  mainly  labours  to  be  rich, 

Muft  fcratch  great  Scabs,  and  claw  a  Strumpet's  Itch. 

SCENE       II. 

Enter  Piorato,  and  BobadiJJa,  with  Letters, 

Pio.  To  fay,  Sir,  I  will  wait  upon  your  Lord, 
Were  not  to  underftand  my  felf. 

Bob.  To  Hiy,  Sir, 
You  will  do  any  thing  but  wait  upon  him. 
Were  not  to  underfland  my  Lord. 

Pio.  I'll  meet  him 
Some  half  hour  hence,  and  doubt  not  but  to  render 
His  Son  a  Man  again  ;  the  Cure  is  eafie, 
1  have  done  divers — 

Bob.  Women  do  ye  mean.  Sir .' 

Pio.  Cures  I  do  mean,  Sir :  Be  there  but  one  fpark 
Of  Fire  remaining  in  him  unextin6l, 
With  my  difcourfe  PlI  blow  it  to  a  Flame, 
And  with  my  pratflice,  into  A6lion  : 
I  have  had  one  fo  full  of  childifh  Fear, 
And  woman] fh- hearted,  fent  to  my  Advice, 
He  durft  not  draw  a  Knife  to  cut  his  Meat. 

Bob.   And  how,  Sir,  did  you  help  him  ? 

Pio.  Sir,  I  kqpt  him 
Sev*n  Days  in  a  dark  Room  by  Candle-light, 
A  plenteous  Table  fpread,  with  all  good  Meats, 
Before  his  Lyes,. a  Cafe  of  keen  broad  Knives 
Upon  the  Board,  and  he  fo  watch'd  he  might  not 
Touch  the  leaft  modicum,  unlefs  he  cut  it : 
And  thus  I  brought  him  firfl:  to  draw  a  Knife. 

Bob.  Good  ! 

Pio.  Then  for  ten  Days  did  I  diet  him 
Only  with  burnt  Pork,  Sir,  and  Gammons  of  Bacon; 
A  Pill  of  Caveary  now  and  then. 
Which  breeds  Choler  aduft,  you  know 

Bob.  *Tis  true,  [Crudities, 

Pio.  And  to  purge  Phlegmatick  Humour,  and  cold 

In 
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In  all  that  time  he  drank  me  A({ua-forhs^ 
And  nothing  elfe  but 

Boh.  Apa-vita^  Signior, 
For  Aqua-fortii  poifons. 

Pio.  Aqiia-fortis 
I  fay  again:   What's  one  Man's  Poifon,  Signior, 
Is  another's  Meat  and  Drink. 

Bob.  Your  Patience,  Sir  ; 
By  your  good  Patience,  he'ad  a  huge  cold  Stomach. 

Pio.  I  fir'd  it, -and  gave  him  then  three  fweats 
In  the  Artillery-yard  three  *  drilling  Days  : 
And  now  he'll  (hoot  a  Gun,  and  draw  a  Sword, 
And  fight  with  any  Man  in  Chriftendom. 

Bob.  A  Receipt  for  a  Coward  :  I'll  be  bold,  Sir, 
To  write  your  good  Prefcription. 

Pio.  Sir,  hereafter 
You  lliall,  and  underneath  it  put  probaium: 
Is  your  Chain  right  ? 

Bob.  It  is  both  right  and  juft,  Sir  ; 
For  though  I  am  a  Steward,  I  did  get  it 
With  no  Man's  wrong. 

Pio.  You're  very  witty. 

Bob.  So,  fo. 
Could  you  not  cure  one.  Sir,  of  being  too  rafli. 
And  over-daring  ?  (There  now's  my  Difeafe  :) 
Fool-hardy  as  they  fay  ?  for  that  in  footh 
I   am. 

Pio.  Mod  eas'ly. 

Bob.  Hov/  .? 

Pio.  To  make  you  drunk.  Sir, 
With  fmall  Beer  once  a  Day,  and  beat  you  twice. 
Till  you  be  bruis'd  all  over,  if  that  help  not, 
Knock  out  your  Brains. 

Bob.  This  is  ftrong  Phyfick,  Signior, 
And  never  will  agree  with  my  weak  Body: 
I  find  the  Med'cine  worfe  than  th*  Malady, 
And  therefore  will  remain  Fool-hardy  ilili  j 
You'll  come.  Sir  ? 

Pio.  As  1  am  a  Gentleman. 

*  To  iiri//,  is  to  marfhal  or  difciplir.e  Soldiers. 
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Bob.  A  Man  o*  th'  Sword   fhould   never  break    his 
Word. 

Pio.  I'll  overtake  you  :  I  have  only,  Sir, 
A  complimental  Vifitation 
To  offer  to  a  Miflrefs  lodg*d  here  by. 

Bob.  A  Gentlewoman  ^  , 

Pio.  Yes,  Sir. 

Bob.  Fair,  and  comely  ? 

Pio.  Oh  Sir,  the  Paragon,  the  Non-pareil 
Of  Sevil,  the  moft  wealthy  Mine  of  Spai)ty 
For  Beauty  and  Perfedlion. 

Bob.  Say  you  fo  ? 
Might  not  a  Man  entreat  a  Courtefie, 
To  walk  along  with  yeu  Signior,  to  perufe 
This  dainty  Mine,  though  not  to  dig  in't,  Signior  ? 

Hauh- 1  hope  you'll  not  deny  me  being  a  Stranger  ; 

Though  I'm  a  Steward,  I  am  Flefh  and  Blood, 
And  frail  as  other  Men, 

Pio.  Sir,  blow  your  Nofe- 
I  dare  not  for  the  World  i  no,  iht  is  kept 
By  a  great  Don,  VitelU. 

Bob.  How? 

Pio.  'Tis  true. 

Boh.  See,  things  will  veer  about,  this  Don  VitelU 
Am  I  to  fcek  now,  to  deliver  Letters 
From  my  young  Miftrefs  Clara  -,  and  I  tell  you. 
Under  the  Rofe,  (becaufe  you  are  a  Stranger, 
And  my  efpecial  Friend,)  I  doubt  there  is 
A  little  foolifh  Love  betwixc  the  Parties, 
Unknown  unto  my  Lord. 

Pio.  Happy  difcovery: 
My  Fruit  begins  to  ripen.     Hark  you.  Sir, 
I  would  not  wifh  you  now  to  give  thofe  Letters  ; 
But  home,  and  ope  this  to  Madonna  CJara^ 
Which  when  I  come  I'll  juftifie,  and  relate 
More  amply  and  particularly. 

Bob.  I  approve 
Your  Council,  and  will  praflife  it  i  bazilos  mams  : 

Here's 
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(21)  Here's  two  chewres  chewr'd;  when  Wifdoni    is 

imploy*d 
'Tis  ever  thus:  Your  more  acquaintance,  Signior  ; 
I  fay  not  better,  left  you  think,  I  thought  not 
Yours  good  enough  [fix//. 

Enter  Alguazicr. 

Tio.  Your  Servant,  excellent  Steward. 
"Would  all  the  Dons  in  Spain  had  no  more  Brains. 
Here  comes  the  Alguazier :  Dieu  vous  guarde  Monfuur. 
Is  my  Cuz  ftirring  yet? 

Alg.  Your  Cuz,  good  Coufin  .^ 
A  Whore  is  like  a  Fool,  a-kin  to  all 
The  Gallants  in  the  Town  :  Your  Cuz,  good  Signior, 
Is  gone  abroad.  Sir,  with  her  other  Coufin, 
My  Lord  Vitelli\  fince  when  there  hath  been 
Some  dozen  Coufins  here  t'enquire  for  her. 

Pio.  She's  greatly  ally*d.  Sir. 

Alg.  Marry  is  ihe,  Sir, 
Come  of  a  lufty  Kindred  ;  the  truth  is, 
1  muft  connive  no  more  >  no  more  Admittance 
Muft  I  confent  to  \  my  good  Lord  has  threatned  me. 
And  you  muft  pardon 

Fio.  Out  upon  thee  Man, 
Turn  honeft  in  thine  Age?  one  foot  i'  th'  Grave? 
Thou  Ihalt  not  wrong  thy  felf  fo,  for  a  Million  ; 
Look,  thou  three-headed  Cerberus  (for  Wit 
I  mean)  here  is  one  Sop,  and  two,  and  three. 
For  ev'ry  Chop  a  Bit. 

Alg.  I  marry  Sir : 
Well,  the  poor  Heart  loves  you  but  too  too  well. 

(21)  Here^s'two  Cheivres  fhexurd; — ]  That  is.  Here  are  /ivo  Bu- 
fineffes  <iif[,afche<i.  Cbeivre  may  be  a  South  Country  Word  for  Buji- 
nefs,  but  in  the  North  we  (hould  iay. 

Hire's  ti»o  Chares  char'd. 
So  in  Uohlc  Krnfmen,   we   have  the   fame  Word,     A(fl  3.  Scene  2. 
The  Jaylor'i.  Daughter  fpeaking  of  Palamon,  fays, 

jllfs  char'd  ivhen  he   is  gone.     Nj,  no,  I  lye^ 
My  Father's  to  be  han^d  far  his  E/cape,  &c. 

Wc 
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We  have  been  talking  on  you  'faith  this  Hour ; 
Where,  what  I  laid  —  go  too  ;  fhe  loves  your  Valour; 
Oh,  and  your  Mufick.  moft  abominably 
She  is  within,  Sir,  and  alone  j  what  mean  you  ? 

[Piorato  changes  fides. 

Pio.  That's  your  Sergeant's  fide,  1  take  it,  Sir  j 
Now  I  endure  your  ConftabJe's  much  better ; 
There  is  lefs  danger  in't  -,  for  one,  you  know. 
Is  a  tame  harmlefs  Monfter  in  the  Light, 
The  Sergeant,  falvage  both  by  Day  and  Night. 

Alg.  I'll  call  her  to  you,  for  that. — Pio.  No,  I  will 
Charm  her.     jilg-  She's  come.     Pi^.  My  Spirit! 

Enter  Malroda. 

MaJ.  Oh  my  Sweet ! 
Leap  Hearts  to  Lips,  and  in  our  KilTes  meet. 

SONG. 

Pio.  7//r«,  turn  thy  beauteous  Face  away. 
How  pale  andfickly  looks  the  Day^ 
In  emulation  of  thy  brighter  Beams! 
Oh  envious  Lights  flie,  flie,  begone. 
Come  Night,  and  piece  two  Breajls  as  one ; 

PVhen  what  Love  does,  we  will  repeat  in  'Dreams. 
Yet,  thy  Eyes  open,  who  can  Day  hence  fright. 
Let  but  their  Lids  fall,  and  it  will  be  Night. 

Alg.  Well,  I  .will  leave  you  to  your  Fortitude, 
And  you  to  Temperance  •,  ah,  ye  pretty  Pair, 
,  'Twere  Sin  to  funder  you.     Lovers  being  alone 
Make  one  of  two,  and  Day  and  Night  all  one. 
But  fall  not  our,  I  charge  you,  keep  the  Peace  ; 
You  know  my  Place  elfe.  {Exit. 

Mai,  No,  you  will  not  marry  ; 
You  are  a  Courtier,  and  can  Sing,  my  Love, 
And  want  no  Miftrefles  ;  but  yet  I  care  not, 
I'll  love  you  ftill,  and  when  Pm  dead  for  you. 
Then  you'll  believe  my  Truth. 

Pio.  You  kill  me.  Fair, 

It 
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It  is  my  LefTon  that  you  fpeak  ;  have  I 

In  any  Circumftance  dcfcrv'd  this  doubt  ? 

I  am  not  Jike  your  falfe  and  perjur'd  Don 

That  here  maintains  you,  and  has  vow'd  his  Faith  j 

And  yet  attempts  in  way  of  Marriage 

A  Lady  not  far  off. 

Mai  Ho\v*s  that  ? 

?io.  'Tisfo: 
And  therefore  Miftrefs,  now  the  time  is  come 
You  may  demand  his  Promifc ;  and  I  fwear 
To  marry  you  with  fpeed. 

Mai.  And  with  that  Gold 
Which  Don  Vitelli^wz^^  you'll  (22)  walk  feme  Voyage, 
And  leave  me  to  my  Trade  ;  and  laugh,  and  brag, 
How  you  o'er-reach'd  a  Whore,  and  guU*d  a  Lord. 

Pio    You  anger  me  extremely;  fare  you  well. 
What  fhould  1  fay  to  be  believ*d  ?  expofe  me 
To  any  hazard  ;  or  like  jealous  Juno., 
Th'  incenfed  Step-mother  o'i  Hercules., 
Dcfign  me  (13)  Labours  moft  impolTible,  \ 

I'll  do  'em,  or  die  in  'cm  i  fo  at  lafb 
You  will  believe  me. 

MaL  Come,  we're  Friends,  I  do  ; 
I'm  thine,  walk  in  •,  my  Lord  has  fcnt  meoutfides. 
But  thou  fhalt  have  'em,  th'  Colours  are  too  fad. 

Pio.  'Faith  Miftrefs,  I  want  Clothes  indeed. 

Mai.  I  have 
Some  Gold  too,  for  my  Servant. 

r   (22)  txalk fame  Voyage ,"]    Voyage  is  now  improperly  applied 

only  to  Journies  at  Sea ;  bat  it  properly  fignifies  a  Journey  either 
by  Land  or  Sea,  as  the  French  ufe  the  word  Voyage.  The  word  Jour- 
7iey  is  deriv'd  from  Jour  the  Day  ;  Voyage  is  from  Voye,Via,  the  I'Vay  • 
And  here  is  Ub'd  in  its  proper  Signification.  Mr.  Se'ivar:^. 

(23)    Labours  mojl  impoj/ible,']  This  Place,  at  firft  Sight, appears 

to  be  a  Contradidlion  :  Un  if  the  Labours  were  impoflible  they  could 
not  be  done  either  by  Piorato  or  Hercules.  Moji^  1  take  it  here  fliould 
be  wrote  thus, 

Labours  ^7noJl  impojjible, 

i.  e.  almoft.  The  ufing  ot  a  fimple  for  a  compound  Word  is  fie- 
^uent  in  our  Poets;  and  we  have  it  again  in  this  very  Play,  A6t  5, 
bc-cne  2. 

—  being  by  your  Beams  0/ Beauty  form'd,  i.  e.  inform'd. 

Pio, 
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Pio.  And  I  have 
A  better  Mettal  for  my  Miftrefs.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE        III. 

Enier  YkdVi  and  Alguazier,  at  feveral  Doors, 

jilg.  Undone Wit,  now  or  never  help  me-— —my 

Mafter 

He'll  cut  my  Throat — I*m  a  dead  Conftable 

And  he'll  not  be  hang'd  neither — there's  the  Grief.— 
The  Party,  Sir,  is  here 

Fit,  What  ? 

yllg.  He  was  here  ; 
I  cry  your  Lorddiip  mercy  \  but  I  ratled  him ; 
I  told  him  here  was  no  Companions 
For  fuch  debauch'd,  and  poor  conditioned  Fellows  ; 
I  bid  him  venture  not  fo  defp'rately 
The  cropping  of  his  Ears,  flitting  his  Nofe, 
Or  being  gelt 

Vit.  *  Twas  well  done. 

Alg.  Pleafe  your  Honour, 
I  told  him  there  were  Stews,  and  then  at  lad 
Swore  three  or  four  great  Oaths  fhe  was  remov*d. 
Which  I  did  think  I  might,  in  Confcience, 
Being  for  your  Lordfhip. 

Vit.  What  became  of  him  ^ 

Alg.  Faith,  Sir,  he  went  away  with  a  Flea  in's  Ear, 
Like  a  poor  Cur,  clapping  his  trundle  Tail 
Betwixt  his  Legs — yi  chi  ha,  a  chiha,  a  chi  ha — now  luck. 

Enter  Malroda  and  Piorato. 

Mai.  'Tis  he,  do  as  I  told  thee  ;  blefs  the  Signior. 
Oh,  my  dear  Lord. 

Vit.  Malroda,  what  alone  } 

Mai.  She  never  is  alone,  that  is  accompany*d 
With  noble  Thoughts,  my  Lord  j  and  mine  are  fuch. 
Being  only  of  your  Lordfliip. 

Vit,  Pretty  Lafs .' 

Mai, 


T%e  Martial  Maid,  433 

Mai.  Oh  my   good  Lord,  my  Pidlure's  done;   but 
'faith, 
It  is  not  like ;  nay,  this  way,  Sir,  the  Light 
Strikes  bed  upon  it  here. 

Pio.  Excellent  Wench!  \Exit, 

jilg.  I  am  glad  the  danger's  o*er.  \^Exit, 

Fit.  'Tis  wondrous  like. 
But  that  Art  cannot  counterfeit  what  Nature 
Could  make  but  once. 

Mai.  All's  clear  ;  another  Tune 
You  muft  hear  from  me  now.     Fiielliy  thouVt 
A  moft  perfidious  and  a  perjur'd  Man, 
As  ever  did  ufurp  Nobility. 

yii.  What  mean'ft  thou,  Mai? 

Mai.  Leave  your  betraying  Smiles, 
And  change  the  Tunes  of  your  inticing  Tongue 
To  penitential  Prayers  j  (24)  for  1  am  great 
In  labour,  e*en  with  Anger,  big  with  Child 
Of  Woman's  rage,  bigger  than  when  my  Womb 
Was  pregnant  by  thee  j  go  Seducer,  flie 
Out  of  the  World,  let  me  the  laft  Wretch  be 
Difhonoured  by  thee  -,  touch  me  not,  I  loath 
My  very  Heart,  becaufe  thou  lay'ft  there  long ; 
A  Woman's  well  help'd  up,  that's  confident 
In  e'er  a  glittering  Outfide  of  you  all  : 
Would  I  had  honeftly  been  match'd  to  fome 
Poor  Country  Swain,  e*er  known  the  Vanity 
Of  Court :  Peace  then  had  been  my  Portion, 

(24.)   ■ /or  lamgreat 

In  labour,   e'en  nx'tth  Anger,  big  ixiith  Child 

Of  Woman's  rage, ]  Here  we  have  a  ftrange  Anticlimax^ 

fhe  is  in  Labour  with  Anger,  and  yet  only  big  with  Child  of  Rage, 
The  Editor  poflibly  might  be  the  Author  of  this  Inconfiftency,  who 
feeing  the  Line  wrote 

E^en  ijoith  Anger  big  nuilh  Child  &c. 

thought  that  the  Meafure  was  deficient,  and  fo  might  out  of  his  own 
Head  give  os  in  Labour  to  make  up  the  Deficiency  :  but  he  did  not 
fee  the  Inconfiftency  of  this  Addition,  which  makes  the  Place  Non- 
fen  fe. 

Vol  VII.  •     Ec  Nor 
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Nor  had  been  cozen*d  by  an  Hour's  Pomp, 
To  be  a  Whore  unto  my  dying  Day. 

Vit.  (zs)  Oh  th'  uncomibrtable  ways  fuch  Women 
have ; 
Their  different  fpeech  and  meaning,  no  AfTurance 
In  what  they  fay  or  do  :  Diffemblers 
E'en  in  their  Prayers,  as  if  the  weeping  Greek 
That  flattcr'd  'Troy  a-fire,  had  been  their  ^dam ; 
Lyers,  as  if  thiir  Mother  had  been  made 
Only  of  all  the  fallliood  of  the  Man, 
Difpos'd  into  that  Rib  •,  do  I  know  this, 
And  more  •,  nay,  all  that  can  concern  this  Sex, 
With  the  true  end  of  my  Creation  ? 
Can  I  with  rational  Difcourfe  fometimes 
Advance  my  Spirit  into  Heav'n,  before 
'T  has  lliook  Hands  with  my  Body,  and   yet  blindly 
Suffer  my  filthy  Flefli  to  mafter  it. 
With  fight  of  fuch  fair  frail  beguiling  Objeds? 
When  I  am  abfcnt,  eas'ly  I  rcfolve 
Ne'er  more  to  entertain  thofe  Itrong  defires 
That  triumph  o'er  me,  e'en  to  aftual  Sin  ; 
Yet  when  I  meet  again  thofe  Sorcerers  Eyes, 
Their  Beams  my  hardefl:  Refolutions  thaw. 
As  if  that  Cakes  of  Ice  and  July  met  -, 
And  her  Sighs  powerful  as  the  violent  North, 
Like  a  light  Feather  twirl  me  round  about. 
And  leave  me,  in  mine  own  low  State  again. 
What  ayl'ft  thou?  Prithee  weep  not :  Oh,  thofe  Tears, 
If  they  were  true,  and  rightly  fpent,  would  raife 
A  flow'ry  fpring  i'  th'  midft  o^  January ; 
Celefliial  Minifters  with  Chryfial  Cups 
Would  ftoop  to  fave  'em  for  Immortal  Drink : 

(25)  Oh  th'  uncorvfortahh  ivays  fuch  Women  have  i]  Vncomfort- 
uhle,  is  furely  not  the  true  Word,  becaufe  there  are  feveral  Words  near 
the  Trace  or  che  Letters,  which  are  fo  much  more  congruous  to  the 
Context;  IJnconfcior.ahU,  unfathomable,  unfearchable,  infcrutable. 
But  all  thefe,  as  well  as  uncomfortable,  make  the  Verfe  an  ill- running 
Alexandrine  :  I  think  thenfore  unjlable,  i.  c.  mutable,  fickle,  ^c. 
bids  fairelt  for  having  been  the  original.  Mr.  Seaward. 


But 
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But  from  this  PafTion— why  all  this  ? 

Mai.  D'  ye  ask  ? 
YouVe  marrying  :  having  made  me  unfit 
For  any  Man,  you  leave  me  fit  for  all ; 
Porters  muft  be  my  Burthens  now,  to  live. 
And  fitting  me  your  felf  for  Carts,  and  Beadles, 
You  leave  me  to  'em  :  And  who  of  all  the  World 
But  the  Virago^  your  great  Arch-foe*s  Daughter  ? 
But  on  }  I  care  not,  this  poor  rulh  ;  'twill  breed 
An  excellent  Comedy  :  ha !  ha  !  *t  makes  me  laugh  ; 
I  cannot  chufe  :  the  beft  is,  fome  report 
It  Is  a  Match  for  Fear,  not  Love  o*  your  fide. 

Fit.  Why  how  the  Devil  knows  flie,  that  I  faw 
This  Lady  ?  are  all  Whores  piec*d  with  fome  Witch  ? 
I  will  be  merry.     'Faith  'tis  true.  Sweet-heart, 
I  am  to  marry 

Mai.  Are  you  ?  you  bafe  Lord, 
By I'll  Piftol  thee. 

Vit.  A  roaring  Whore .? 
Take  heed,  there's  a  Correflion-houfe  hard  by ; 
You  ha*  learn'd  this  o*  your  Swordman,  that  I  warn'd 

you  of. 
Your  Fencers,  and  your  Drunkards  5  but  whereas 
You  upbraid  me  with  Oaths,  why,  I  mufl:  tell  you 
I  ne*er  promifed  you  Marriage,  nor  have  vow'd, 
But  faid  I'd  love  you,  long  as  you  remain'd 
The  Woman  I  expcfled,  or  you  fwore  ; 
And  how  youVe  fail'd  of  that.  Sweet-heart,  you  know. 
You  fain  would  fiiew  your  Power,  but  fare  you  well, 
I'll  keep  no  more  Faith  with  an  Infidel. 

Mai.  Nor  I  my  Bofom  for  a  Iturk  5  d'  ye  hear  ? 
Go,  and  the  Devil  take  me,  if  ever 
1  lee  you  more  ;   I  was  too  true. 

Vit.  Come,  pilh: 
That  Devil  take  the  falfcft  of  us  two. 

Mai.  Amen. 

Vit.  You're  an  ill  Clark,  and  curfe  your  felf ; 
Madnefs  tranfports  you  :  I  confefs,  I  drew  you 
Unto  my  Will  j  but  you  muft  know  that  muft  not 

E  e  2  Make 
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Make  me  doat  on  the  habit  of  my  Sin. 

I  will,  to  fettle  you  to  your  content. 

Be  Maftcr  of  my  word  i  and  yet  he  ly'd, 

That  told  you  1  was  marrying,  but  in  thought: 

But  will  you  Have  me  to  your  Tyranny 

So  cruelly,  I  fhall  not  dare  to  look 

Or  fpcak  to  other  Women  ?  make  me  not 

Your  Smock's  Monopolie  -,  come,  let's  be  Friends : 

Look,  here's  a  Jewel  for  thee  ;  I  will  come 

At  Night,  and- 

Mai.   What — y'  faith :  you  fliall  not.  Sir. 

Vit.  V  Faith  and  Troth,  and  verily,  but  I  will.    ' 

Mai.  Half  drunk,  to  make  a  Noife,  and  rail  ? 

Vit.  No,  no. 
Sober,  and  dieted  for  th'  nonce  :  I'm  thine, 
I've  won  the  Day. 

Mai.  The  Night,  though,  fhall  be  mine.       [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Clara,  and  Bobadilla  with  Letters, 

Cla.  What  faid  he.  Sirrah  ? 
•    Bob.  Little,  or  nothing ;  faith  I  law  him  not. 
Nor  will  not-,  he  doth  love  a  Scrumpet,  Miftrefs, 
Nay  keeps  her  fpitefully,  under  th'  Conftable's  No(c; 
It  Ihall  be  juftified  by  th*  Gentleman, 
Your  Brother's  Mafter,  that  is  now  within 
A  pradifing  :  There  are  your  Letters,  come 
You  fhall  not  caft  your  felf  away,  while  I  live ; 
Nor  will  I  venture  my  Right-worfliipful  Place 
In  fuch  a  Bufinefs — here's  your  Mother,  down. 
And  he  that  loves  you  i  another  'gates  Fellow — I  wifh. 
If  you  had  any  Grace  — Cla.  Well  Rogue.     Bob.  I'll  in. 
To  fee  Don  Lucio  manage,  he  will  make 
A  pretty  piece  of  Flefh,  I  promife  you. 
He  does  already  handle's  Weapon  finely.  [Exit. 


Enter 


I 
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Enter  Eugenia  and  Syavedra. 

Eug.  She  knows  your  Love,   Sir,  and   the    full  a  I 
iowance 
Her  Father  and  my  felf  approve  it  with. 
And  I  muft  tell  you,  I  much  hope  it  hath 
Wrought  fome  ImprefTion  by  her  Alteration ; 
She  fighs,  and  fays,  Forfooth,  and  cries  Heigh-ho  ; 
She'll  take  ill  Words  o'  th*  Steward,  and  the  Servants, 
Yet  anfwer  affably,  and  modcftly  : 
Things,  Sir,  not  ufual  with  her  \  there  fhe  is. 
Change  fome  few  words. 

Sya.  Madam,  I  am  bound  t*  ye  j 
How  now,   fair  Miftrefs,  working? 

Cla,  Yes,  forfooth. 
Learning  to  live  another  Day. 

Sya.  That  needs  not. 

Cla.  No  forfooth  \  by  my  truly  but  it  does. 
We  know  not  what  we  may  come  to. 

Eug.  'Tis  ftrange. 

Sya.  Come,  I've  beggM  leave  for  you  to  play. 

Cla.  Forfooth, 
'Tis  ill  for  a  fair  Lady  to  be  idle. 

Sya.  Sh'ad  better  be  well-bufied,  I  know  that. 
Turtle,  methinks  you  mourn,  (hall  I  fit  by  you  ? 

Cla.  If  you  be  weary :  Sir,  y'.  had  beft  be  gone* 
I  work  not  a  true  Stitch,  now  you're  my  Mate. 

Sya.  If  I  be  fo,  I  muft  do  more  then,  fide  you. 

Cla.  Ev*n  what  you  will,  but  tread  me. 

Sya.  Shall  we  Bill  ? 

Cla.  Oh  no,  forfooth. 

Sya.  Being  fo  fair,  my  Clara., 
Why  d*ye  delight  in  Black-work  ? 

Cla.  Oh,  white  Sir, 
The  fiireft  Ladies  like  the  blackeft  Men: 
I  ever  lov'd  the  Colour ;  all  Black  things 
Are  leaft  fubje6t  to  Change. 

Sya.  Why,  I  do  love 
A  Black  thing  too  \  and  the  moft  beauteous  Faees 

Ee  3  Have 
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Have  oftneft  of  them ;  as  the  blackeft  Eyes, 
Jet-arched  Brows,  fuch  Hair:  1*11  kifs your  Hand. 

Ga.  'Twill  hinder  me  my  work.  Sir ;  and  my  Mother 
"Will  chide  me,  if  I  do  not  do  my  task. 

Sya.  Your  Mother,  nor  your  Father  fhall  chide  \  you 
Might  have  a  prettier  Task,  would  you  be  rul*d, 
And  look  with  open  Eyes. 

Cla.  I  ftare  upon  you. 
And  broadly  fee  you  ;  a  wondrous  proper  Man! 
Yet  'twere  a  greater  Task  for  me  to  love  you 
Than  I  ihall  ever  work,  Sir,  in  feven  Year, 
Q*  this  Pitching,  Lhad  rather  feel 

Two,  than  fow  one  : I'his  Rogue  has  giv'n  m'  a 

•ftitch 
Clean  crofs  my  Heart  -,  good  faith  Sir,  I  fhall  prick  you. 

Sya,  In  gooder  faith  I  wou'd  prick  you  again. 

Qa.  Now  you   grow  troublefome;   pilh,  the  Man's 
foolifli.  O 

Sya.  Pray  wear  thefe  Trifles. 

Cla.  Neither  you,  nor  Trifles ; 
You  are  a  Trifle,  wear  your  felf,  Sir,  out. 
And  here  no  more  trifle  the  time  away. 

Sya,  Come ;  you're  deceiv'd  in  me,  I  will  not  wako. 
Nor  fafb,  nor  die  for  you. 

Cla,  Goofe,  be  n't  deceiv'd, 
I  cannot  like,  nor  love,  nor  live  with  you. 
Nor  fafl:,  nor  watch,  nor  pray  for  you. 

Eiig.  Her  old  fit. 

Sya.  Sure  this  is  not  the  way  ;  nay,  I  will  break 
Your  Melancholy 

Cla,  I  fhall  break  your  Pate  then. 
Away,  you  fanguine  Scabbard. 

Utig.  Out  upon  thee, 
Thou' It  break  my  Heart,  I'm  fure. 

Enter  Alvarez,  Piorato,  Lucio,  and  Bobadilla. 

Sya.  She's  not  yet  tame. 

Mv:  On  Sir,  put  home,  or  I  fhall  goad  you  here 
With  this  old  Fox  of  mine,  that  will  bite  better: 

Oh, 
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Oh,  the  brave  Age  'is  gone  •,  in  my  young  Days 

A  Chevalier  would  (26)  (lock,  a  NtedL*s  point 

Three  times  together  (Irait  i'  th*  Hams ;  or  fhall  I 

Give  ye  new  Garters  ?     Boh.  Faith,  old  Mailer,  there 

Is  little  hope  ;  the  Linnen  fure  was  dank 

He  was  begot  in,  he's  To  faint  and  cold  : 

Ev'n  fend  him  to  Toledo^  there  to  ftudy. 

For  he  will  never  fadge  with  thefe  Toledos ; 

Bear  y*  up  your  Point  there  •,  pick  his  Teeth  :  Oh  bafe  ! 

Pio.  Fie,  you're  the  moll  untoward  Scholar  •,  bear 
Your  Body  gracefully,  what  a  Pofture's  there  ? 
You  lie  too  open-brealled.     Luc.  Oh  !     Pio.  You  wou'd 
Never  make  a  good  Statefman.     Luc.  Pray  no  more. 
I  hope  to  breathe  in  Peace,  and  therefore  need  not 
The  practice  of  thefe  dang'rous  Qualities  ; 
I  do  not  mean  to  live  by't,  for  I  truft 
You'll  leave  me  better  able. 

jih.  Not  a  Button  : 
Let's  go  get  us  a  new  Heir. 

Eug.    Ay  ?    by  my  troth,    your  Daughter's    as   un- 
toward. 

jilv.  I'll  break  thee  Bone  by  Bone,  and  bake  thee,  e'er 
I  will  ha'  fuch  a  wooden  Son  t*  inherit, 
Take  him  a  good  knock,  fee  how  that  will  work. 

Pio.   Now  for  your  life,  Signior, 

Luc.   Oh,  'las  I'm  kill'd, 
My  Eye  is  out ;  look,  Father,  Zancho — • 
I'll  play  the  Fool  no  more  thus,  that  I  will  not. 

Qa.  'Heart,  ne'er  a  Rogue  in  S^ain  fhall  wrong  my 
Brother, 
Whilft  I  can  hold  a  Sword. 

Pio.  Hold  Madam,  Madam  ! 

Alv.  Clara! 

(26)  —ficch  a  needlefs /lo/;;/]  Needle's  for  netdlefs,  is  from  the  olde.1 
Folio  ;  but  ftill  there  remains  a  feeming  Corruption  in  the  Line,  and 
that  is  Stock.  Mr.  Sevuard  wou'd  read,  flrike.  1  fuppole  it  Ihould 
be  corredled  thus, 

■  'fticka  NeedWs  point, 

Ee  4  Eug, 
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Eug.  Daughter! 

Bob.  Miftrefs ! 

Pio.  Bradamante  ! 
Hold,  hold  I  pray. 

Ah.  The  Devil's  in  her,  o'  the  other  fide  fure  : 
There's  Gold    for  you ;  they  have   chang'd   what-yc- 

call's ; 
"Will  no  cure  help  ?  Well,  I  have  one  Experiment, 
And  if  that  fail,  I'll  hang  him,  there's  an  end  on't. 
Come  you  along  with  me,  and  you,  Sir. 

Bob.  Now  are  you  going  to  drowning. 

[Exeunt  Alv.  Eug.  Luc.  and  Bob. 

Sya.  I'll  e'en  along  with  ye  •,  (he's  too  great  a 
Lady  for  me,  and  would  prove  more  than  my  Match. 

[Exit, 

Cla.  You*re  he  fpoke  of  Vitdli  to  the  Steward  ? 

Pio.  Yes,  and  I  thank  you,  you  have  beat  me  for't. 

Cla,  But  are  you  furc  you  do  not  wrong  him  ? 

Pio.  Sure  ? 
So  fure,  that  if  you  pleafe  venture  your  felf, 
I'll  fliew  y*  him  and  hisCokatrice  together, 
And  you  fhall  hear  'em  talk. 

Cla.  Will  you?  By Sir, 

You  fhall  endear  me  ever,  and  I  ask 
Your  Mercy. 

Pio.  You  were  fomewhat  boyfterous. 

Cla.  There's  Gold  to  make  y'  amends  j  and  for  this 
Pains, 
1*11  gratify  you  farther  ;  I'll  but  mafque  me. 
And  walk  along  w'  ye  j  faith  let's  make  a  Night  on't. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE        V. 

Enter   Alguazier,   Pachieco,   Mendoza,  Metaldi, 
and  Lazarillo. 

Alg.  Come  on,  my   brave  Water- Spaniels,  you  that 
hunt  Ducks  in  the  Night,  and  hide  more  Knavery  under 

your 
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your  Gowns  than  your  Betters ;  obferve  my  Precepts,  and 
edify  by  my  Dodrine :  At  yond  Corner  will  I  fet  you  ; 
if  Drunkards  moleft  the  Street,  and  falJ  to  brabling, 
knock  you  down  the  Malefadlors,  and  take  you  up  their 
Cloaks  and  Hats,  and  bring  them  to  me,  they  are  lawful 
Prifoners,  and  muft  be  ranfom*d  e'er  they  receive  Li- 
berty i  what  elfe  you  are  to  execute  upon  occafion,  you 
fufficiently  know,  and  therefore  I  abbreviate  my  Le<5ture. 

Met.  We  are  wife  enough,  and  warm  enough. 

Men.  Vice  this  Night  fliali  be  apprehended. 

Pac.  The  terrour  of  Rug-gowns  (hall  be  known, 
(27)  and  our  Bills  difcharge  us  of  after  Reckonings. 

Laz.  I  will  do  any  thing,  fb  I  may  eat. 

Pac.  Lazcirillo,  we  will  fpend  no  more  •,  now  we  are 
grown  worfe,  we  will  live  better,  let  us  follow  our  calling 
faithfully. 

yllg.  Away  then,  the  Common-wealth  is  our  Miftrefs ; 
and  who  would  fcrve  a  common  Miftrefs,  but  to  gain  by 
her?  [Exeunt, 

(27)  a»</  our  Blifs  difcharge  us  of  after  'Reckonings  !\  If  my  Reader 
can  underltand  this,  'tis  more  than  f  can  do,  fiippofing  the  Text  "to  ftand 
as  it  does ;  but  if  with  Mr.  7"y?!fo/7^/^and  myfclf  wealter  the  word  Blifs 
into  Billi,  our  Authors  will  write  Senfe,  and  the  Pallagc  will  be  clear 
to  the  mod  unlearned. 

I  had  like  to  have  forgot  to  acquaint  the  Reader  that  the  Copy  of 
}  64.7  confirms  gut  Conjedtare.  ° 
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ACT     IV.      SCENE     I. 

EfJler  Vitelli,  Lamoral,  Genevora,  Anaftro,  and 
two  Pages  with  Light i. 

Lam.  T  Pray  you  fee  the  Mafque,  my  Lord. 
JL     Ana.  'Tis  early  Night  yet. 

Gen.  O  if  it  be  fo  late,  take  me  along  ; 
I  would  not  give  advantage  to  ill  Tongues 
To  tax  my  being  here,  without  your  Prefcnce 
To  be  my  v/arrant. 

Fit.  You  might  fpare  this,  SIfler, 
Knowing  with  whom  I  leave  you  ;  one  that  is 
By  your  Allowance,  and  his  Choice,  your  Servant, 
And  may  my  Counfel  and  Perfwafion  work  it. 
Your  Husband  fpecdily  :  For  your  Entertainment 
My  Thanks  ;  I  will  not  rob  you  of  the  means 
To  do  your  Millrefs  fome  acceptable  Service, 
In  waiting  on  her  to  my  Houfe. 

Gen.  My  Lord. 

Vit.  As  you  refpe(ft  me,  without  farther  trouble 
Retire,  and  tafte  thofe  Pleafures  prepar'd  for  you, 
'And  leave  me  to  my  own  ways. 

Lam.  When  you  pleafe.  Sir.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE        n. 

Enter  Malroda  and  Alguazier. 

Mai.  You'll  leave  my  Chamber  ? 
/llg.  Let  us  but  bill  once. 
My  Dove,  my  Sparrow,  and  I,  with  my  Office, 
•  Will  be  thy  Slaves  for  ever. 
Mai.  Are  you  fo  hot  ? 

Alg.  But  tafte  the  difference  of  a  Man  in  place. 
You'll  find  that  when  Authority  pricks  him  forward. 

Your 
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(28)  Your  Don^  nor  your  Diego  comes  not  near  him 

To  do  a  Lady  right  •,  no  Men  pay  dearer 

For  their  ftoln  Sweets,  than  we  -,  three  Minutes  trading 

Affords  to  any  Sinner  a  Prote<5tion, 

For  three  Years  after,  think  on  that :  I  burn  : 

But  one  drop  of  your  Bounty 

Mai.  Hence  you  Rogue, 
Am  I  fit  for  you  ?  is't  not  Grace  fufHcient 
To  have  your  ftaff,  a  bolt  to  bar  the  Door 
Where  a  Don  enters,  but  that  you'Jl  prefume 
To  be  his  Tafter  ?     Alg.  Is  no  more  refpe(^ 
Due  to  (29)  this  Rod  of  Juftice? 

Mai.  Do  you  difpute  ? 
Good  Dodor  of  the  Dungeon,  not  a  word  more, 
If  you  do,  my  Lord  Vitelli  knows  it. 

Alg.  Why,  I  am  big  enough  to  anfwer  him. 
Or  any  Man. 

MaL  *Tis  well.  [Vitelli  witUn. 

Vit.  Malroda ! 

Alg.  How? 

Mai.  You  know  the  Voice,  and  now  crouch  like  a  Cur, 
Ta'en  worrying  Sheep  ;   I  now  could  have  you  gelded 
For  a  Bawd  rampant  •,  but  on  this  Submillion 
For  once  I  fpare  you. 

Alg.  I  will  be  reveng'd— -— — 
My  honourable  Lord. 

Enter  Vitelli. 

Vit.  There's  for  thy  care. 

Alg.  I'm  mad,  (lark   mad  *,  proud  Pagan,    fcorn  her 
Hoft.? 
Would  I  were  but  valiant  enough  to  kick  her. 

Enter  Piorato,  and  Clara,  ajbo've. 

Pd  wifh  no  Manhood  elfe. 
Mai.  What's  that  ^ 

(28)  So  the  Edition  of  1647.     The  reft 

Tour  Don  ;  not  yti  your  Szc. 
(z9)  This  I  have  fubftituted  for  bit,  from  the  firfl  Folio  Copy; 
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Alg.  I'm  gone.  \Exh. 

*  Pio.  You  fee  I  have  kept  my  Word.    Cla.  But  in  this 

Objea 
Hardly  delerv'd  my  Thanks.  Pin.  Is  there  ought  elfe 
You  will  command  me  .-*  Cla,  Only  your  Sword,  which 
I  mult  have;  nay,  willingly  ;  I  yet  know 
To  force  it,  and  to  ufe  it. 

Pio.  *Tis  yours,  Lady. 

Cla.  I  ask  no  other  Guard. 

Pio.  If  io,   I  leave  you  ; 
And  DOW,  if  that  the  Conftable  keep  his  Word, 
A  poorer  Man  may  chance  to  gull  a  Lord.  \Exit. 

Mai.  By  this  good youfhallnot. 

Vit.  By  this 

I  muft,  and  will,  Malroda  ;  what,  d*  you  make 
A  Stranger  of  me  .?     Mai,  I'll  be  fo  to  you. 
And  you  fliall  find  it.     Vit.  Thefe  are  your  old  Arts 
T'  endear  the  Game,  you  know  I  come  to  hunt  for. 
Which  1  have  borne  too  coldly.     Mai.  Do  fo  ftill. 
For  if  I  heat  you,  hang  me. 

Vit.  If  you  do  not, 
I  know  who'll  ftarve  for*t ;  why,  thou  fhame  of  Women, 
Whofe  Folly,  or  whofe  Impudence  is  greater. 
Is  doubtful  to  determine ;  this  to  me. 
That  know  thee  for  a  Whore  ? 

Mai.  And  made  me  one, 
Remember  that. 

Vit.  Why  fhould  I  but  grow  wife. 
And  tye  that  Bounty  up,  which  nor  Difcretion 
Nor  Honour  can  give  way  to,  thou  would'ft  be 
A  Bawd  e'er  twenty  •,  and  within  a  Month 
A  barelbot,  lowfie,  and  difeafed  Whore, 
And  fhifr  thy  Lodgings  oftner  than  a  Rogue 
That's  whipt  from  Poft  to  Port. 

Mai.   Pifli,  all  our  College 
Know  you  can  rail  well  in  this  kind. 

Cla.  'Fore  me 
He  never  fpake'  fo  well. 

Vit.  I  have  maintained  thee 

The 
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The  envy  of  great  Fortunes,  made  thee  fhine 

Asjf  thy  Name  were  glorious  ;  ftuck  thee  full 

Of  Jewels,  as  the  Firmament  of  Stars, 

And  in  it  made  thee  fo  remarkable 

That  it  grew  queftionable,  whether  Virtue  poor. 

Or  Vice  fo  fet  forth  as  it  is  in  thee. 

Were  ev'n  by  Modefty's  felf  to  be  preferr*d  : 

And  am  I  thus  repaid  ? 

Mai.  You're  ftill  my  Debtor  \ 
Can  this,  though  true,  be  wcigh'd  with  my  loft  Honour, 
Much  lefs  my  Faith  ?  I  have  ]iv*d  private  to  you. 
And  but  for  you,  had  ne'er  known  what  Luft  was, 
Nor  what  the  Sorrow  for't. 

Fit.  'Tis  falfe. 

Mai.  'Tis  true : 
But  how  return'd  by  you  ?  thy  whole  life  being 
But  one  continu'd  ad:  of  Luft,  and  Shipwrack 
Of  Women s  Chaftities. 

Vit.  But  that  I  know 
That  ftie  that  dares  be  damn'd,  dares  any  thing, 
I  fliould  admire  thy  tempting  me  ;  but  prefume  not 
O'th'  power  you  think  you  hold  o'er  my  AfFedlions, 
It  will  deceive  you  i  yield,  and  prefently, 
Or  by  the  inflam*d  Blood,  which  thou  muft  quench, 
I'll  make  a  forcible  entry.  i^^ 

Mai.  Touch  me  not : 
You  know  I  have  a  Throat,  if  you  do 

I  will  cry  out  a  Rape,  or  fheath  this  here. 
E'er  I'll  be  kept,  and  us'd  for  Julip-water 
T*  allay  the  hear,  which  lufcious  Meats  and  Wine, 
And  not  Defire,  hath  rais'd. 

Vit.  A  defp'rate  Devil ! 
My  Blood  commands  my  Reafon,  I  muft  take 
Some  milder  way. 

Mai.  I  hope,  dear  Don,  I  fit  you. 
The  Night  is  mine,  akhough  the^  Day  was  yours. 
You  are  not  fafting  now  j  this  fpeeding  trick, 
(Which  I  would  as  a  Principle  leave  to  all. 
That  make  their  Maintenance  out  of  their  own  IndieSy 

As 
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As  I  do  now  ',)  my  good  old  Mother  taught  me  5 
Daugluer,  quoth  Hie,  conteft  not  with  your  Lover 
His  Stomach  being  empty,  let  Wine  heat  him. 
And  then  you  may  command  him  i  *tis  a  fure  one  ; 
His  Looks  fhew  he  is  coming. 

Vit.  Come,  this  needs  not, 
Efpecially  to  me;  you  know  how  dear 
1  ever  have  eileemed  you. 

Cla.  Loft  again. 

Vu.  (30)  That  any  fight  of  yours  hath  power  to  change 
My  ftrongeft  Refolution ;  and  one  Tear 
Sufficient  to  command  a  Pardon  from  me. 
For  any  wrong  from  you,  which  all  Mankind 
Should  kneel  in  vain  for. 

Mai.  Pray  you  pardon  thofe 
That  need  your  Favour,  or  defire  it. 

Fit.  Prithee 
Be  better  temper*d  :  I'll  pay  as  a  forfeit 
For  my  rafh  Anger,  this  Purfe  fiU'd  with  Gold. 
Thou  fhalt  have  Servants,  Gowns,  Attires,  what  not? 
Only  continue  mine. 

Mai.  'Twas  this  I  fifh'd  for.  I4fide. 

Vit.  Look  on  me  and  receive  it. 

Mai.  Well,  you  know 
My  gentle  Nature,  and  take  Pride  t*  abufe  it : 
You  fee  a  Trifle  pleafes  me,  we're  Friends  j 
This  Kifs,  and  this,  confirms  it. 

Cla.  With  my  Ruin. 

Mai.  I'll  have  this  Diamond,  and  this  Pearl. 

Vit.  They're  yours. 

Mai.  But  will  you  not,   when  you  have   what   you 
came  for. 


(30)  'That  any  fight  of  yours 

and  one  Tear\ 

I  don't  difcard  the  word  Sight,  here,  becaufe  it  may  be  explain'd  into 
Scnfe ;  but  ftill  I  fufpedl  y^ight  has  a  Letter  too  much,  and  that  the 
Original  might  run, 

That  any  Sigh  or  Tear   Sec. 
Sighs  and  Tears  is  common,  not  fo  Sight  and  Tears. 

Take 
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Take  them  from  me  to  Morrow  ?  *Tis  a  fafliioti 
Your  Lords  of  late  have  us'd. 

Vii.  But  I'll  not  follow. 

Cla.  That  any  Man  at  fuch  a  rate  as  this 
Should  pay  for  his  Repentance. 

Vit.  Shall  we  to  bed  now  ? 

Mai.  Inftantly,  Sweet ;  yet  now  I  think  on*t  better 
There's  fomething  firft  that  in  a  word  or  two 
I  muft  acquaint  you  with. 

Cla.  (^i)  Can  I  cry  Ayme, 
To  this  againft  my  felt  ?  I'll  break  this  Match, 
Or  make  it  ftronger  with  my  Blood.  {Defiends. 

Enter  Alguazier,  Piorato,  Pachieco,  Metaldi, 
Mendoza,  Lazarillo,  ^c. 

Alg.  I'm  yours. 
A  Don's  not  privileg'd  here  more  than  your  k\^. 
Win  her,  and  wear  her. 

Pio.  Have  you  a  Prieft  ready  ? 

Mg.  I  have  him  for  thee,  Lad ;  and  when  I  have 
Married  this  fcornful  Whore  to  this  poor  Gajlant, 
She  will  make  fuit  to  me ;  there  is  a  trick 
To  bring  a  high-priz'd  Wench  upon  her  Knees : 
For  you,  my  fine  neat  HarpyeSy  ftretch  your  Tallons 
And  prove  your  fclves  true  Night-Birds. 

Pac.  Take  my  word 
For  me  and  all  the  reft. 

Laz.  If  there  be  Meat 
Or  any  Banquet  ftirring,  you  fliall  fee 
How  I'll  bellow  my  felf. 

Alg.  When  they  are  drawn, 
Rulh  in  upon  'em,  all's  fair  Prize  you  light  on  ; 
I  muft  away  :  your  Officer  may  give  way 
To  th'  Knav'ry  of  his  Watch,  but  muft  not  fee  it. 
You  all  know  where  to  find  me.  [Exit, 

(31)  Can  I  cry  ah  me,]  yit.lheoboU,  with  whom  I  had  the 
Happinefs  to  concur,  reads  ^wf,  a  Word  common  in  Shakefpectry 
and  the  Playwrights  ot  that  Age,  and  the  oldell  FoJio  confirms  the 
Leftion. 

Met, 
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Met.  There  look  for  us. 

Vit,  Who's  that  ? 

M^/.  My  PioratOj  welcome,  welcome  : 
Faith  had  you  not  come  when  you  did,  my  Lord 
Had  done  I  know  not  what  to  me. 

Vit.  Vm  gull'd, 
Firft  cheated  of  my  Jewels,  and  then  laugh'd  at  5 
Sirrah,  what  makes  you  here  ? 

Pio.  A  bufinefs  brings  me. 
More  lawful  than  your  own. 

Fit.  How's  that,  you  Slave? 
^   Mai.  He's  fuch,  that  would  continue  her  a  Whore, 
Whom  he  would  make  a  Wife  of. 

Vtt.  I'll  tread  on 
•  The  Face  you  doat  on,  Strumpet. 

Enter  Clara. 

Pac.  Keep  the  Peace  there. 

Fit.  A  Plot  upon  my  Lite  too  ? 

Met.  Down  with  him. 

Cla.  Show  your  old  Valour,  and  learn  from  a  Woman ; 
One  Eagle  has  a  world  of  odds  againft 
A  flight  of  Daws,  as  thefe  are. 

Pio.  Get  you  off", 
1*11  follow  inftantly. 

Pac.  Run  for  more  help  there. 

[^Exeunt  all  hut  Vit.  and  Cla. 

Vit.  Lofs  of  my  Gold,  and  Jewels,  and  the  Wench  too, 
Afflifts  me  not  fo  much,  as  th*  having  Clara 
The  Witnefs  of  my  Weaknefs. 

Cla.  He  turns  from  me  j 
And  yet  I  may  urge  Merit,  fince  his  Life 
Is  made  my  fecond  Gift. 

Vit.  May  I  ne*er  profper 
If  I  know  how  to  thank  her. 

Cla.  Sir,  your  Pardon 
For  prcffing  thus,  beyond  a  Virgin's  bounds. 
Upon  your  Privacies ;  and  let  my  being 
Like  to  a  Man,  as  you  are,  be  th'  excufe 

Of 
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Of  my  folliciting  that  from  you,  which  fliall  not 

Be  granted  on  my  part,  although  defir'd 

By  any  other  ;   Sir,  you  underftand  me. 

And  'twould  fhew  nobly  in  you,  to  prevent 

From  me  a  farther  Boldnefs,  which  i  mud 

Proceed  in,  if  you  prove  not  merciful. 

Though  with  my  lofs  of  Blufhes  and  good  Name. 

Vit.  Madam,  I  knov/  your  will,  and  would  be  thankful. 
If  it  were  poflible  I  could  affedt 
The  Daughter  of  an  Enemy. 

Cla.  That  fair  falfe  one. 
Whom  with  fond  Dotage  you  have  long  purfu*d. 
Had  fuch  a  Father ;  (lie  to  whom  you  pay 
t)earer  for  your  Difhonour,  than  all  Titles 
Ambitious  Men  hunt  for,  are  worth. 

Vit.  'Tis  truth. 

Cla.  Yet,  with  her,  as  a  Friend,  you  dill  exchange 
Health  for  Difeafes,  and,  to  your  Difgrace, 
Nourifli  the  Rivals  to  your  prefent  Pleafures, 
At  your  own  charge,  us*d  as  a  Property 
To  give  a  fafe  ProtecSlion  to  her  Luft, 
Yet  fhare  in  nothing  but  the  fhame  of  it. 

Vit.  Grant  all  this  fo,  to  take  you  for  a  Wife 
Were  greater  hazard  ;  for  fhould  I  offend  you 
(As  'tis  not  eafy  (till  to  pleafe  a  Woman) 
You're  of  fo  great  a  Spirit,  that  I  muft  learn 
To  wear  your  Petticoat,  for  you  will  have 
My  Breeches  from  me. 

Cla.  Rather  from  this  Hour 
I  here  abjure  all  Aflions  of  a  Man, 
And  will  efteem  it  happinefs  from  you 
To  fuffer  like  a  Woman  ;  Love,  true  Love 
Hath  made  a  fearch  within  me,  and  expell'd 
All  but  my  natural  Softnefs,  and  made  perfect 
That  which  my  Parents  care  could  not  begin. 
I  will  (how  flrength  in  nothing,  but  my  Duty 
And  glad  defire  to  pleafe  you,  and  in  that 
Grow  every  Day  more  able. 

Vol.  VII.  F  f  Viu 


450  'Loves  Cure:  Or^ 

Fit.  Could  this  be, 
What  a  brave  Race  might  I  beget  ?  I  find 
A  kind  of  yielding  i  and  no  reafon  why 
I  fhould  hold  longer  out  -,  Die's  young,  and  fair, 
And  chaft,  for  fure  •,  but  with  her  leave,  the  Devil 
Durft  not  attempt  her :  Madam,  though  you  have 
A  Soldier's  Arm,  your  Lips  appear  as  if 
They  were  a  Lady's. 

Cla.  They  dare.  Sir,  from  you 
Endure  theTryal. 

Fit.  Ha  !  once  more  I  pray  you— 
The  beft  I  ever  tafted  ;  and  'tis  faid 
I  have  prov'd  many  •,  'tis  not  fafe,  1  fear. 
To  ask  th'  reft  now  ;  well,  I'll  leave  Whoring  and 
Luck  herein  fend  me  with  her :  Worthieft  Lady, 
I'll  wait  upon  you  home,  and  by  the  way 
(If  e'er  1  marry,  as  I'll  not  forfwear  it) 
Tell  you,   you  are  my  Wife. 

Cla.  Which  if  you  do, 
(3S)  From  me,  all  Man-kind  Women,  learn  to  woe. 

[Exemi* 

SCENE       in. 

Enter  Alguazier,  Pachieco,  Metaldi,  Mendoza,  and 
Lazarillo. 

Alg.  A  Cloak  ?  Good  purchafe  j  and  rich  Hangers  ? 
well. 
We'll  fliare  ten  Piftolets  a  Man. 

Laz.  Yet  ftill 
I'm  monftrous  hungry  -,  could  you  not  dedudt 
So  much  out  of  the  grofs  fum,  as  would  purchafe 
Eight  Loyns  of  Veal,  and  fome  two  dozen  of  Capons  ? 

Pac.  O  ftrange  Proportion  for  five.  j 

Laz,  For  five  ?  I  have 

(33)  Thus  runs  the  Edition  of  1647.     The  0£lavo, 

Frtm  me  all  Mankind^    Women^  learn  to  lioe. 


i 


l^he  Martial  Maid,  451 

A  Legion  in  my  ftomach,  that  have  kept 
Perpetual  Fafl  thefe  ten  Years ;  for  the  Capons, 
They  are  to  me  but  as  fo  many  Black-birds : 
May  I  but  eat  once,  and  be  fatisfied, 
Let  the  Fares  call  me,  when  my  Ship  is  fraught, 
And  I  fliall  hang  in  Peace. 

Mg.  Steal  well  to  Night, 
And  thou  /halt  feed  to  Morrow  ;  fo,  now  you  are 
Yourfelves  again,  I'll  raife  another  Watch 
To  free  you  from  Sufpicion  \  fet  on  any 
You  meet  with  boldly  ;  I'll  not  be  far  off, 
T'afTift  you,  and  proted  you.  \ExiU 

Met.  O  brave  Officer ! 

Efiter  Alvarez,  Lucio  and  Bobadilla. 

Pac.  Would  every  Ward  had  one  but  fo  well  given. 
And  we  would  watch,  for  Rug,  in  gowns  of  Velvet. 

Mend.  Stand  clofe,  a  Prize. 

J\'Iet.  Satten,  and  gold  Lace,  Lads. 

ylh.  Why  doft  thou  hang  upon  me  ? 

Luc.  'Tis  fo  dark 
I  dare  not  fee  my  way  ;  for  Heav*n  fake,  Father, 
Let  us  go  home. 

Bob.  No,  even  here  we'll  leave  you  j 
Let's  run  away  from  him,  my  Lord. 

Luc.  Oh  *las. 

yilv.  Th*  aft  made  me  mad,    and  I  will  beat  thee 
dead, 
Then  bray  thee  in  a  Mortar,  and  new  mold  thee. 
But  I  will  alter  thee. 

Bob.  'Twill  never  be  ? 
He  has  been  three  Days  pradifing  to  drink, 
Yet  ftill  he  fips  like  to  a  Waiting- Woman, 
And  looks  as  he  were  murd'ring  of  a  Fart 
Among  wild  Irijb  Swaggerers. 

Luc.  I  have  ftill 
Your  good  word,  Zancho  \  Father — ■ 

/llv.  Milk- fop,  Coward  i 

F  f  i  N» 
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No  Houfe  of  mine  receives  thee  ;    I  difclaim  thee, 
Thy  Mother  01  htr  Knees  fhall  not  entreat  me 
H  rc.ftrr  to  acknowledge  thee. 

Luc.  Pray  you  fpeak  lor  me,  \_To  Bobadilla. 

Boh.  I  would,  but  now  I  cannot  with  mine  Honour. 

Alv.  There's  only  one  Courfe  left,  that  may  redeem 
thee, 
Which  is,  to  ftrike  the  next  Man  that  you  meet  ; 
And  if  we  chance  to  light  upon  a  Woman, 
Take  her  away,  and  ule  her  hke  a  Man, 
Or  i  will  cut  thy  Hamftrings. 

Pac.  This  makes  for  us. 

Ah.   What  doft  thou  now  ? 

Luc.  Tm  faying.  Sir,  my  Prayers  ; 
For  being  to  undertake  what  you  would  have  me, 
I  know  I  cannot  Jive. 

Enter  Lamoral,  Genevora,  Anaftro,  and  Pages  with 
Lights. 

Lam.  Madam,  I  fear 
You*iI  wilh  y*  had  us'd  your  Coach ;  your  Brother's  Houfe 
Is  yet  far  off. 

Gen.  The  better,  Sir  ;  this  Walk 
Will  help  Digeftion  after  your  great  Supper, 
Of  which  I  have  fed  largely. 

Alv.  To  your  Task, 
Or  elfe  you  know  what  follows; 

Luc.  I  am  dying  : 
Now  Lord  have  mercy  on  me.     By  your  favour, 
Sir,  I  muft  ftrike  you. 

Lam.  For  what  caufe  ? 

Luc.  I  know  not ; 
And  I  muft  likewife  talk  with  that  young  Lady, 
An  Hour  in  private. 

Lam.  What  you  muft,  is  doubtful. 
But  1  am  certain.  Sir,  that  I  muft  beat  you. 

Luc.  Help,  help. 

Alv*  Not  ftrike  again  ? 

Lam, 
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Lam.  How,  Alvarez? 

Ana.  This  for  my  Lord  ViteW%  love. 

Pac    Break  out. 
And  like  true  Thieves,  make  prey  on  cither  fide, 
i^ll)  But  feem  to  help  the  Stranger. 

Boh.  Oh  my  Lord ! 
TheyVe  beat  him  on  his  knees. 

Luc.  Though  I  want  Courage, 
I  yet  have  a  Son*s  Duty  in  me,  and 
Companion  of  a  Father's  Danger  \  that. 
That  wholly  now  pofTcfles  me. 

Alv.  LuciOf 
This  is  beyond  my  hope. 

Met.  So,  Lazariiloy 
Take  up  all.  Boy  ;  well  done. 

Pac.  And  now  fteal  off 
Clofely  and  cunningly. 

Ana.  How  ?  have  1  found  you  ? 
Why  Gentlemen,  are  you  mad,  to  make  your  felvcs 
A  prey  to  Rogues  ? 

Lam.  Would  we  were  off. 

Bob.  Thieves,  Thieves. 

Lam.  Defer  our  own  Contention  ;    and  down  with 
them. 

Luc.  Pll  make  you  fure. 

Bob.  Now  he  plays  the  Devil. 

Gen.  This  place  is  not  for  me.  [^Exil, 

Luc.  I'll  follow  her  j 
Half  of  my  Penance  is  part  o'er.  [Exit, 

(34)  But  feem s  to  help  the  Stranger,']  But  as  they  were  to  be  the  Har- 
pies of  the  Night,  'twould  be  foinething  difficult  to  diflinguifh  in  the 
dark  betwixt  the  contending  Parties,  I  freely  own  this  Place  (if  not  cor- 
rected )  is  abfolute  Nonfenie,  or  not  intelligible.  The  way  to  let  it 
found  rauft  be  by  changing  a  Letter,  and  'twill  then  turn  out  thus. 

But  feem  to  help  the  ftronger. 


F  f  3  Enter 
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Enter  Alguazier,  AlBftant,  and  other  Watches. 

Mg.  What  Noife?  [you. 

What  Tumult's  there  ?  keep  the  King's  Peace,  I  charge 

Fac.  I'm  glad  he's  come,  yet 

Alv.  O,  you  keep  good  Guard 
Upon  the  City,  when  Men  of  our  Rank 
Are  {tt  upon  thus  in  the  Streets. 

Lam.  Th'  Afllftant 
Shall  hear  on't,  be  aflur'd. 

Ana.  And  if  he  be 
That  careful  Governor  he  is  reported. 
You  will  fmart  for't. 

Alg.  Patience,    good  Signiors ; 
Let  me  furvey  the  Rafcals ;  O,  I  know  them. 
And  thank  you  for  them  ;  they  are  piJf 'ring  Rogues 
Of  Andaluzia^   that  have  perus'd 
All  Prifons  in  Caftile  ;  I  dare  not  truft 
The  Dungeon  with  them ;  no,  I'll  have  them  home 
To  my  own  Houfe. 

Pac.  We'd  rather  go  to  Prifon. 

Alg.  Had  you  fo.  Dog-bolts  ?  yes,  I  know  you  had  i 
You  there  would  ufe  your  cunning  Fingers  on 
The  fimple  Locks,  you  would ;  but  I'll  prevent  you. 

Lain.  My  Miftrefs  loft?  good  Night.  [Exit. 

Boh.  Your  Son's  gone  too, 
What  fliould  be  come  of  him  ? 

Alv.  Come  of  him,  what  will  ; 
Now  he  dares  fight,  I  care  not :  I'll  to  Bed : 
Look  to  your  Prifoners,  Alguazier.  \_ExU  with  Bob. 

Alg.  All's  clear'd  ; 
Droop  not  for  one  Difafter ;  let  us  hug. 
And  triumph  in  our  Knav'ries. 

Ajfijl.  This  confirms 
What  was  reported  of  him. 

Met.  'Twas  done  bravely. 

Alg.  I  muft  a  little  glory  in  the  means 
We  Officers  have,  to  play  the  Knaves,  and  fafely  : 

How 
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How  we  break  through  tlie  Toils,  pitch*d  by  the  Law, 

Yet  hang  up  them  that  are  far  lefs  Delinquents  \ 

A  fimple  Shopkeeper's  carted  for  a  Bawd, 

For  lodging,  though  unwittingly,  a  Smock-gamefter  j 

Where,  with  rewards,  and  credit,  I  have  kept 

Malroda  in  my  Houfe,  as  in  a  Cloyller, 

Without  Taint,  or  Sufpicion. 

Pac.  But  fuppofe 
The  Governor  fhould  know  it? 
j^lg.  He  ?  good  Gentleman, 
Let  him  perplex  himfelf  with  prying  into 
The  Mealures  in  the  Market,  and  th*  Abufes 
The  Day  ftands  guilty  of  •■>  the  Pillage  of 
The  Night  is  only  mine,  mine  own  Fee-fimplc 
Which,  you  fhall  hold  from  me.  Tenants  at  will, 
And  pay  no  Rent  for't. 
Pac.  Admirable  Landlord  ! 

j^lg.  Now  we'll  go  fearch  the  Taverns,  commit  fuch 
As  we  find  drinking  ;    and  be  drunk  our  felves 
With  what  we  take  from  them  •,  thefe  filly  Wretches, 
Whom  1  for  form  fake  only  have  brought  hither. 
Shall  watch  without,  and  guard  us. 

^ft.  And  we  will 
See  you  fafe  lodg'd,  mod  worthy  Jlguazier, 
With  all  of  you  his  Comrades. 
Met.  *Tis  the  Governor. 
j^lg.  We  are  betray*d. 
Jpft.    My  Guard  there ;  bind  them  faft : 

\_Enter  Guards 
How  Men  in  high  Place  and  Authority 
Are  in  their  Lives  and  Eftimations  wrongM 
By  their  fubord'nate  Minifters  ?  yet  fuch 
They  cannot  but  imploy  ;  vvrong*d  Juftice  finding 
Scarce  one  true  Servant  in  ten  Officers. 
T*cxpoftulate  with  you,  were  but  to  delay 
Your  Crimes  due  Punilhmenr,  which  fhall  fall  on  you 
So  fpeedily,  and  feverely,  that  it  fhall 
Fright  others  by  th'  example  ;  and  confirm, 

F  f  4  However 


456  Loves  Cure:  Or, 

However  corrupt  Officers  may  difgrace 
Themfclves,  *cis  not  in  them  to  wrong  their  Place. 
Bring  them  away. 

y^Ig.  We'll  fuffer  nobly  yet. 
And  like  to  Spanifh  Gallants. 

Pac.  And  we'll  hang  fo. 

Laz.  I  have  no  Stomach  to't :  but  I'll  endeavour. 

[^Exeunt, 

SCENE        IV. 

Enter  Lucio  and  Genevora. 

Gen.  Nay,  you  are  rude  ;   pray  you  forbear,  you  offer 
now 
More  than  the  breeding  of  a  Gentleman 
Can  give  you  warrant  for. 

Luc.  'Tis  but  to  kifs  you. 
And  think  not  I'll  receive  that  for  a  Favour 
Which  was  enjoin'd  me  for  a  Penance,  Lady. 

Gen.  You've  met  a  gentle  ConfefTor,  and  for  once, 
(So  then  you  will  reft  fatisfy*d,)  I  vouchfafe  it. 

Luc.  Reft  fatisfy'd  with  a  Kifs  ?  Why,  can  a  Man 
Defire  more  from  a  Woman  .^   Is  there  any 
Pleafure  beyond  it  ?  may  I  never  live 
If  I  know  what  it  is. 

Gen.  Sweet  Innocence  ! 

Luc.    What  ftrange  new  Motions  do  I  feel }    my 
Veins 
Burn  with  an  unknown  Fire  ;  in  ev*ry  part 
I  fuffer  Alteration  ;  I  am  poifon*d, 
Yet  languifh  with  defire  again  to  tafte  it, 
So  fweetly  it  works  on  me. 

Gen.  I  ne'er  faw 
A  lovely  Man,  *till  now. 

Luc.  How  can  this  be? 
She  is  a  Woman,  as  my  Mother  is^ 
And  her  I  have  kifs*d  often,  and  brought  off 

My 
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My  Lips  unfcorch'd  \  yours  are  more  lovely,  Lady, 
And  fo  (hould  be  lefs  hurtful  •,  pray  vouchfafe 
Your  Hand  to  quench  the  Heat  ta'en  from  your  Lip, 
Perhaps  that  may  reftore  me. 

Gen.  Willingly. 

Luc.   The   flame  increafes  ;    if  to  touch  you,  burn 
thus, 
What  would  more  ftricfl  Embraces  do  ?  I  know  not  \ 
And  yet  mcthinks  to  die  fo,   were  t'  afcend 
To  Heav*n,  through  Paradife. 

Gen.  I'm  wounded  too ; 
Though  Modefty  forbids  that  I  fliould  fpeak 
"What  Ignorance  makes  him  bold  in  j  why  d*  you  fix 
Your  Eyes  fo  ftrongly  on  me  ? 

Luc,  Pray  ftand  (till. 
There's  nothing  elfe,  that's  worth  the  looking  on  : 
I  could  adore  you,  Lady. 

Gen,  Can  you  love  me  i* 

Luc,  To  wait  on  y'  in  your  Chamber,  and  but  touch 
What  you,  by  wearing  it,  have  made  Divine, 

Were  fuch  a  happinefs 1  am  refolved, 

I'll  fell  my  liberty  to  you  for  this  Glove, 
And  write  my  felf  your  Slave. 

Enter  Lamorai. 

Gen,  On  eafier  Terms 
Receive  it,  as  a  Friend. 

Lam.  How !  Giving  Favour  ! 
I'll  have  it  with  his  Heart. 

Gen.  What  will  you  do  ? 

Luc.  As  you  are  merciful,  take  my  Life  rather. 

Gen,  Will  you  depart  with't  fo  } 

Luc.  Does  that  grieve  you  ? 

Gen.  1  know  nor,  but  ev*n  now  you  appear'd  valiatit. 

Luc,  Twas  to  preferve  my  Father,  in  his  Caufe 
I  could  be  fo  again.     Gen.  Not  in  your  own  ? 
Kneel  to  thy  Rival,  and  thine  Enemy  ^. 
Away  unworthy  Creature,  1  begin 

To 
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To  hate  my  felf,   for  giving  entrance  to 
A  good  Opinion  of  thee  ;  for  thy  Torment, 
It"  tny  poor  Beauty  be  of  any   Power, 
May'fl  thou  doat  on  it  dcfpVacely  ;  but  never 
Prefume  to  hope  for  Grace,  till  thou  recover 
And  wear  the  Favour  that  was  ravifh'd  froni  thee. 

Lam.  He  wears  my  Head  too  then. 

Gen.  Poor  Fool,  farcwel.  [^Exit. 

Luc.    My  womaniili  Soul,  which  hitherto  hath  go- 
vern'd 
This  coward  Flefli,  I  feel  departing  from  me ; 
And  in  me  by  her  Beauty  is  infpir'd 
A  new  and  Mafc'line  one,  inftructing  me 
"What's  fit  to  do  or  fuffer  ;  powerful  Love  ! 
That  haft  with  loud,  and  yet  a  pleafing  Thunder 
RousM  fleeping  Manhood  in  me,  thy  new  Creature, 
Perfed  thy  work  ;  fo  that  I  may  make  known 
Nature  (though  long  kept  back)  will  have  her  own. 

\^Exeunt. 


ACTV.      SCENE     I. 

Enter  Lamoral  and  Lucio. 


Lam 


CAN  it  be  poflible,  that  in  fix  fliort  hours, 
The  Subjed:  ftill  the  fame,  fo  many  Habits 
Should  be  remov'd  ?  Or  this  new  Lucio  ( he 
That  yefternight  was  baffel'd  and  difgrac'd. 
And  thank'd  the  Man  that  did  it ;  that  then  kneel'd 
And  blubbered  like  a  Woman)  fhould  now  dare 
On  terms  of  Honour  to  feek  Reparation, 
For  what  he  then  appear'd  not  capable  of? 

Luc.  Such  Miracles,  Men  that  dare  do  Injuries 
Live  to  their  fhames  to  fee,  for  punifhment 
And  fcourge  to  their  proud  Follies. 

Lam.  Prithee  leave  me : 


Had 
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Had  I  my  Page  or  Foot-man  here  to  flerti  thee, 
I  durft  the  better  hear  thee. 

Luc.  This  Scorn  needs  not : 
And  offer  fuch  no  more. 

Lafn.  Why,  fay  I  fhould. 
You'll  not  be  angry  } 

Luc.  Indeed  I  think  I  fhall. 
Would  you  vouchfafe  to  fhew  your  felf  a  Captain, 
And  lead  a  little  farther,  to  fome  Place 

That's  lefs  frequented 

Lam.  He  looks  pale.  [Jftde. 

Luc.  If  not. 
Make  ufe  of  this. 

Lain.  There's  Anger  in  his  Eyes  too :  {^Afide, 

His  Gefture,  Voice,  Behaviour,  all  new  fafliion*d  5 
Well,  if  it  does  endure  in  A(5t  the  trial 
Of  what  in  fliow  it  promifes  to  make  good, 
Ulyjfes*  Cyclops^  Io*s  Transformation, 
Euryd'ice  fetch'd  from  Hell,  with  all  the  reft 
Of  Ovid*s  Fables,  I'll  put  in  my  Creed  ; 
And  for  proof,  all  incredible  things  may  be. 
Write  down  that  Lucio.^  the  Coward  Lucio., 
The  woman ifh  Lucio  fought. 

Luc.  And  Lamoral, 
The  ftill  employ 'd  great  Dueliil  Lamoral, 
Took  his  Life  from  him. 

Lam.  *Twill  not  come  to  that  fure  : 
Methinks  the  only  drawing  of  my  Sword 
Should  fright  that  Confidence. 

Luc.  It  confirms  it  rather. 
To  make  which  good,  know  you  ftand  now  oppos'd 
By  one  that  is  your  Rival,  one  that  wifhes 
Your  Name  and  Title  greater,  to  raiic  his ; 
The  wrong  you  did,  lefs  pardonable  than  it  is. 
But  your  Strength  to  defend  it,  m.ore  than  ever 
It  was  when  Juftice  friended  it.     The  Lady 
For  whom  we  now  contend,  Genevora., 
Of  more  defert,  (if  fuch  incomparable  Beauty 

Could 
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Could  fuffer  an  Addition)  your  Love 
To  Don  l^itelli  multipiy'd,  and  your  Hate 
Againft  my  Father  and  his  Houfe  increas*d  ; 
And  laftly,  that  the  Glove  which  you  there  wear 
To  my  Difhonour,  (which  I  muft  force  from  you) 
Were  dearer  to  you  than  your  Life. 

Lam.  You'll  find 
It  is,  and  fo  I'll  guard  it. 

■^^^'  {35)  Al^  thefe  mud  meet  then 
"With  the  black  Infamy,  to  be  foil'd  by  one 
That*s  not  allow*d  a  Man  ;  to  help  your  Valour, 
That  falling  by  your  Hand,  I  may,  or  die. 
Or  win  in  this  one  fingle  Oppofition 
My  Millrefs,  and  fuch  Honour  as  I  may 
Inrich  my  Father's  Arms  with. 

Lam.  *Tis  faid  nobly. 
My  Life  with  them  are  at  the  (take. 

Luc.  At  all  then.  [f'ig^^' 

Lam  She-s  your*Si  this  and  my  Life  too,  follow  your 
Fortune, 
And  give  not  only  back  that  part,  the  Lofer 
Scorns  to  accept  of 

Luc.  What's  that  ? 

Latn.  My  poor  Life, 
Which  do  not  leave  me  as  a  farther  Torment, 
Having  defpoil'd  me  of  my  Sword,  mine  Honour, 
Hope  of  my  Lady's  Grace,  Fame,  and  all  elfe 
That  made  it  worth  the  keeping. 

Luc.  I  take  back 
No  more  from  you,  than  what  you  forc'd  from  me  ; 
And  with  a  worfer  Title ;   yet  think  not 
That  I'll  difpute  this,  as  made  infolent 
By  my  Succefs,  but  as  one  equal  with  you. 
If  fo  you  will  accept  me  j  that  new  Courage, 
(Or  call  it  Fortune  if  you  pleafe,  j  that  is 


(35)  The  Folio  of  the  oldeft  Date  reads  th«s. 
All  thefe  meet  then. 


Conferr'd 
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Conferred  upon  me  by  the  only  fight 
Of  fair  Genevoray  was  not  beftow'd  on  me 
To  bloody  purpofe  :  Nor  did  her  Command 
Deprive  me  of  the  happinefs  to  fee  her, 
But  till  I  did  redeem  her  Favour  from  you  ; 
"Which  only  I  rejoyce  in,  and  fhare  with  you 
In  all  you  fuffer  elfe. 

Lam.  This  Courtefie 
Wounds  deeper  than  your  Sword  can,  or  mine  own  ; 
Pray  you  make  ufe  of  cither,  and  difpatch  mc. 

Luc.  The  barbarous  Turk  is  fatisfy'd  with  Spoil; 
And  (ball  I,  being  poffeft  of  what  I  came  for. 
Prove  the  more  Infidel  ? 

Lam.  You  were  better  be  fo, 
Than  publifli  my  Difgrace,  as  'tis  the  Cuftom, 
And  which  I  muft  expert. 

Luc.  Judge  better  of  me: 
I  have  no  Tongue  to  trumpet  mine  own  Praife 
To  your  difhonour-,  'tis  a  Baftard  Courage 
That  fceks  a  Name  out  that  way,  no  true  born  one ; 
Pray  you  be  comforted,  for  by  all  Goodnefs, 
But  to  her  virtuous  felf,  the  beft  part  of  it, 
I  never  will  difcover  on  what  terms 
I  came  by  thefe ;  which  yet  I  take  not  from  you. 
But  leave  you  in  exchange  of  them,  mine  own. 
With  the  defire  of  being  a  Friend  ;  which  if 
You  will  not  grant  me,  but  on  farther  trial 
Of  Manhood  in  me,  feek  me  when  you  pleafe, 
(And  though  I  might  refufe  it  with  mine  Honour) 
Win  them  again,  and  wear  them :  \o  good  Morrow. 

Lam.  I  ne'er  knew  what  true  Valour  was  till  nowj 
And  have  gain'd  more  by  this  Difgrace,  than  all 
The  Honours  I  have  won  ;  they  made  me  proud, 
Prefumptuous  of  my  Fortune  j  a  mere  Beaft, 
Fafhion'd  by  them,  only  to  dare  and  do  : 
Yielding  no  Reafons  for  my  wilful  A6lions 
But  what  I  ftuck  on  my  Sword's  point,  prefuming 

It 
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It  was  the  bed  Revenue.    How  unequal 
"Wrongs  well  maintain'd  makes  us  to  others,  which 
Ending  with  fhame,  teach  us  to  know  our  felves. 
I  will  think  more  on't. 

Enter  Vitelli. 

Vit.  Lamer al. 

Lam,  My  Lord? 

V%t.  I  came  to  feek  you. 

Lam,  And  unwillingly. 
You  ne'er  found  me  till  nowj  your  pleafure.  Sir  ? 

Vit.  That  which  will  pleafe  thee.  Friend,  thy  vow'd 
Love  to  me 
Shall  now  be  put  in  Adion  ;  means  are  offerM 
To  ufe  thy  good  Sword  for  me,  that  which  ftill 
Thou  wear'ft  (36)  as  if  it  were  a  part  of  thee. 
Where  is't  ? 

Lam.  *Tis  changed  for  one  more  Fortunate: 
Pray  you  enquire  not  how. 

Vit.  Why,  (37)  I  ne'er  thought 
That  there  was  Magick  in  it,  but  afcrib'd 
The  Fortune  of  it  to  thy  Arm.     Lam.  Which  is 
Grown  weaker  too.     I  am  not  (in  a  word) 
Worthy  your  Friendlhip :  I  am  one  new  vanquifh'd. 
Yet  fhame  to  tell  by  whom. 

Vit.  But  I'll  tell  thee 
'Gainft  whom  thou  art  to  fight,  and  there  redeem 
Thy  Honour  loft,  if  there  be  any  fuch  : 

(36)  Thus  the  Copy  of  1647.    The  reft,]' 

— as  if  it  nvere  a  part  of  that. 

(37)  ■ 1  ne'er  thought 

That  there  nvas  Mufick  in  it. — ]  My  Reader,  no  doubt,  will  be 
furpriz'd  with  the  Mufick  of  a  Sivord.  It  may  be  the  firft  time  he  ever 
heard  of  fuch  a  thing,  and  I  affure  him  'tis  quite  new  to  me  and  Mr. 
Seiuard  too.     We  fuppofe  the  Line  might  originally  run  thus, 

■  there  ne'er  i^-as  Magick  in  ity 
i.  e.  the  Wonders  of  his  Sword  were  not  owing  to  any   Charm,  or 
Enchantment  like  the  Swords  of  Knights-Errant,  but  only  to  the 
powerful  arm  that  wielded  it. 
^  The 
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The  King,  by  my  long  Suit,  at  length  is  pleas*d 
That  Alvarez  and  my  felf,  with  eitiier's  Second, 
Shall  end  the  difference  between  our  Houles, 
Which  he  accepts  of;  I  make  choice  of  thee; 
And  where  you  fpeak  of  a  Difgrace,  the  Means 
To  blot  it  out,  by  fuch  a  publick  Trial 
Of  thy  approved  Valour,  will  revive 
Thy  antient  Courage.     If  y'  embrace  it,  do; 
If  not,  I'll  feek  fome  other. 

LAm.  As  I  am. 
You  may  command  me. 

Vit.  Spoke  like  that  true  Friend 
That  loves  not  only,  for  his  private  end.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE        II. 

Enter  Genevora  with  a  Letter^  and  Bobadilla. 

Gen.  This  from  Madonna  Clara  ? 

Bob.  Yes,  an't  pleafe  you. 

Gen.  Alvarez*  Daughter  ? 

Bob.  The  fame  Lady. 

Gen.  She, 
That  fav'd  my  Brother's  Life  ? 

Bob.  You're  ftill  i'  th'  right  -, 
She  wiird  me  wait  your  walking  forth,  and  knowing 
How  neceffary  a  difcreet,  wife  Man 
Was,  in  a  bufinefs  of  fuch  weight,  (he  pleas'd 
To  think  on  me  •■,  it  may  be  in  my  Face 
Your  Ladyfhip,  not  acquainted  with  my  Wifdom, 
Finds  no  fuch  matter  ;  what  1  am,  I  am  ; 
Thought's  free,  and  think  you  what  you  pleafe. 

Gen.  *Tis  ft  range- 

Bob.  That  1  fhould  be  wife.  Madam  ? 

Gen.  No,   thou  art  lo  j 
There's  for  thy  Pains,  and  prithee  tell  thy  Lady 
I  will  not  fail  to  meet  her :   I'll  receive 
Thy  Thanks  and  Duty  in  thy  pr(;fent  Abfence  : 

Farewel, 
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Farewel,  farewel,  I  fay,  now  thou  art  wife.       [Exit  Bob. 
She  writes  here,  fhe  hath  fomething  to  impart 
That  may  concern  my  Brother's  Life ;  I  know  not. 
But  general  Fame  does  give  her  out  fo  worthy. 
That  I  dare  not  iofpcd:  her  j   yet  wilh  Lucio 

Enter  Lucio. 

Were  Mafter  of  her  Mind  ;  but  fie  upon't  ; 
"Why  do  1  think  on  him  ? — See  I  am  punifh*d  for't. 
In  his  unlook'd-for  Prelence:  Now  I  muft 
Endure  another  tedious  piece  of  Courtfhip, 
"Would  make  one  forfwear  courtefie. 

Luc.  Gracious  Madam,  [Kneels. 

The  Sorrow  paid,  for  your  jufl  Anger  tow'rds  me, 
Arifing  from  my  weaknefs,  I  prefume 
To  prcis  into  your  Prefence,  and  defpair  not 
An  eafie  Pardon. 

Gen.  He  fpeaks  Senfe :  Oh  ft  range ! 

Luc.  And  yet  believe,  that  no  defire  of  mine. 
Though  all  are  too  ftrong  in  me,  had  the  Power 
For  their  Delight,  to  force  me  to  infringe 
"What  you  commanded  •,  it  being  in  your  part 
To  lefien  your  great  Rigour  when  you  pleafe, 
And  mine  to  fuffer  with  an  humble  Patience 
"What  you'll  impofe  upon  it. 

Ge'fi.  Courtly  too. 

Luc.  Yet  hath  the  poor  and  contemnM  LuciOy  Madam,' 
(Made  able  only  by  his  hope  to  ferve  you) 
(38)  Recover'd  what  with  Violence,  not  Juftice, 
Was  taken  from  him  ;  and  here  at  your  Feet 
With  thefe,  he  could  have  laid  the  conquer*d  Head 
Of  Lcimoral  ('tis  all  I  fay  of  him) 
For  rude]y  touching  that,  which  as  a  Relick 

(38)  Reco'ver^d  ijohnt  ivlth  Vicle7icey ]  So  the  Edition  of  1647, 

which  was  eaiily  corrupted  into 

Recover  d  that  'with  Violtnce, 
of  the  other  Copies. 
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I  ever  would  have  worfhip'd,  fince  *t\vas  yours. 

Gen.  Valiant,  and  every  thing  a  Lady  could      \^Ajide» 
Wifh  in  her  Servant. 

Luc.  All  that's  good  in  me, 
That  heav*nly  Love,  the  Oppofite  to  bafe  Luft, 
Which  would  have  all  Men  v^orthy,  hath  created  j 
Which  being  by  your  Beams  of  Beauty  form'd, 
Cherifh  as  your  own  Creature. 

Gen,  I  am  gone 
Too  far  now  to  diflemble:  Rife,  or  fure 
I  muft  kneel  with  you  too  j  let  this  one  Kifs 
Speak  the  reft  for  me ;  'tis  too  much  I  do. 
And  yet,  if  Chaftity  would,  I  could  wifli  more. 

Luc.  In  overjoying  me,  you  are  grown  fad  ; 

What  is  it,  Madam  .^  by 

(39)  There's  nothing  that's  within  my  Nerves  (and  yet 
Favour'd  by  you,  I  fliould  as  much  as  Man) 
But  when  you  pleafe,  now,  or  on  all  Occafions 
You  can  think  of  hereafter,  but  you  may 
Difpofe  of  at  your  Plcafure. 

Gen.  If  you  break 
That  Oath  again,  you  lofe  me.     Yet  fo  well 
I  love  you,  I  fliall  never  put  you  to't  •, 
And  yet  forget  it  not :  Reft  fatisfied 
With  that  you  have  received  now,  there  are  Eyes 
May  be  upon  us-,  till  the  difference 
Between  our  Friends  are  ended,  I  would  not 
Be  feen  fo  private  with  you. 

Luc.  I  obey  you. 

Gen,  But  let  me  hear  oft  from  you,  and  remember 

(39)  l^here^s  nothing  ihaC s  ni:ithin  my  Nerves        ■ 

But  'when  you  pleafe 

■  "  -but  you   may 

Difpofe  of  at  your  Pleaiure.]  Our  Authors,  here,  have  cer- 
tainly had  iorae  foul  Play.  I  can't  think  it  probable,  that  they  coulJ 
be  guilty  of  fuch  glaring  Tautology  in  the  exprefling  oi  a  thing  fo 
eafy,  as  that  him felf  and  all  things  in  his  Power  were  at  his  MiilrelVs 
Service. 

Vol.  Vir.  Gg  I 
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I  am  Vitelli's  Sifter. 

Luc.  What's  that  Madam  ? 

Gen.  Nay  nothing  :   fare  you  well,  who  feels  Love's 
fire. 
Would  ever  ask  *  to  have  means  to  defire.         [Exeunt, 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Afliftant,  Syavedra,  Anaftro,  Herald, 
and  jittendants. 

Jjfift.  Are  they  come  in  ? 

Her.  Yes. 

Jjjift.  Read  the  Proclamation, 
That  all  the  People  here  aflembled  may 
Have  fatisfadion,  what  the  King's  dear  love 
In  care  of  the  Republick,  hath  ordained  -, 
Attend  with  Silence :  Read  aloud. 

Herald  Reads. 

FOrafitiuch  as  our  high  and  mighty  Majler,  Philip,  the 
Potent  and  moft  Cathclick  King  of  Spain,  bath  not  only 
in  his  (TJon  Royal  Perfon^  been  long  and  often  follicited^  and 
grie'ved,  with  the  (40)  the  deadly  and  iincuraUe  Hatred^ 
fprung  up  betwixt  the  two  antient  and  7noJl  honourably  de- 
fcended  Houfes  of  thefe  his  two  dearly  and  equally  beloved 
Subje^s,  Don  Ferdinand©  de  Alvarez,  and  Don  Pedro  de 
Vitelli  J  {all  which  in  vain  his  Majefty  hath  often  endeavour- 
ed to  reco7icile  and  qiialifie : )  But  that  alfo  through  the  De- 
batesy  parrels,  and  Outrages  daily  arifing^  fallings  and 

(40)  deadly  and  honourable  hatred,  fprung  up  bctix-een  the  iiuo 
antient  and  mojl  uncurable  defcended  Houjes]  Here  is  a  glorious  Piece 
of  Nonfenfe,  which  was  born  in  the  Year  1679,  and  begat  a  Son  of 
the  fame  likenefs  with  itfell  in  the  Year  1711.  The  prefcnt  Text  which 
I  have  given  is  from  Mr.  Seivard's  and  my  own  Conjefture  confirm'd 
by  the  Copy  of  1647. 

•  /.  e.  To  have  the  Means  to  compafs  his  defire. 

flowing 
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flozvifig  from  thcfc  great  tieads^  his  puhlick  civil  Government 
IS  feditioujly  and  barbaroujiy  jnolejltd  and  wounded^  and 
many  of  his  chief  Gentry^  (no  lefs  tender  to  his  Royal  Ma- 
jcfty,  than  the  very  Branches  of  his  own  f acred  Blood)  fpoifd^ 
loft,  and  fuhmcrged,  in  the  impious  Inundation  and  l^orrent 
cf  their  f I ill-gr Giving  Malice  :  It  hath  therefore  pleafed  his 
Sacred  Adajefty,  out  of  his  infinite  Ajfc^ion  to  preferve  his 
Common-'wealth,  and  general  Peace,  from  farther  Fiolalion^ 
{as  a  fv^eet  and  heartily  loving  Father  of  his  People,)  and  on 
the  earnejl  Petitions  ofthefe  Arch-enemies,  to  order  dnd  ordain^ 
that  they  he  ready,  each  with  his  ivell-chofen  and  beloved 
Friend,  armed  at  all  points  like  Gentlemen,  in  the  Caflle  of 
St.  Jago,  on  this  prefent  Monday  Morning  betwixt  eight 
and  nine  of  the  Clock,  ivhere  (before  the  Combatants  be  alr^ 
lowed  to  commence  this  granted  Duel)  this  to  be  read 
aloud  for  the  publick  SatisfaUion  of  his  Majcflfs  well  be-' 
loved  Subje^fs. 

'Save  the  King,  [pnnns  within, 

Sya.  (41)  Hark,   how  their  Drums  fpcak  their  ini- 
tiate thirfl 
Of  Blood,  and  flop  their  Ears  'gainft  pious  Peace, 
Who  gently  whifpering,  implores  their  Friendfliip. 

Affiji.  Kings  nor  Authority  can  mafter  Fate  i 
Admit  'cm  then,  and  B'ood  extinguilh  Hate. 

Enter  feverally,  Alvarez  and  Lucio,  Vitelli  and  LamoraL 

Sya.  Stay,  yet  be  pleas'd  to  think,  and  let  not  daring, 
(Wherein  Men  nov/-a-da)  s  exceed  e'en  Beatls,    . 
And  think  themfelves  not  Men  elfe,)  lb  tranlport  you 
Beyond  the  bounds  of  Chriflianity  ; 
Lord  Alvarez,  Vitelli,  Gentlemen, 
No  Town  in  Spain,  from  our  Metropolis 
Unto  the  rudcft  Hovel,  but  is  great 

(41)    Hark,  their  Drums  /peak  —  ]  So  the  Text  of  1679,  ^^^  ^^® 
Copy  of  1711.     Ihc  oWelt  Edition  gives  the  Reading  here  adopted. 
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With  your  afiurcd  Valours  daily  Proofs  ; 
Oh  will  you  then,  for  a  fuperfluous  Fame, 
A  found  of  Honour,  which  in  thefe  times,  all 
Like  Hereticks  profefs  (with  obftinacy) 
But  mod  erroneoufly  venture  your  Souls, 
*Tis  a  hard  Task,  thorough  a  Sea  of  Blood 
To  fail,  and  land  at  Heav*n  ? 

Vit.  I  hope  not, 
If  Juftice  be  my  Pilot ;  but  my  Lord, 
You  know,  if  Argument,  or  Time,  or  Love, 
Could  reconcile,  long  fince  we  had  fhook  Hands ; 
I  dare  proteff,  your  Breath  cools  not  a  Vein 
In  any  one  of  us,  but  blows  the  Fire, 
Which  nought  but  blood  reciprocal  can  quench. 

-  Alv.  /^/■/fc'///,  thou  fay*ft  bravely,  and  fay  ft  right. 
And  1  will  kill  thee  for*r,  1  love  thee  fo. 

Vit,  Ha!  ha!  old  Man,  upon  thy  Death  Pll  build 
A  ftory  with  this  Arm,  for  thy  old  Wife 
To  tell  thy  Daughter  Clara  feven  Years  hence, 
As  fhe  fits  weeping  by  a  Winter's  Fire, 
How  fuch  a  time  Vitelli  flew  her  Husband 
With  the  fame  Sword  his  Daughter  favour*d  him. 
And  lives,  and  wears  it  yet ;  come,  Lamoral^ 
Redeem  thy  fclf. 

Lam.  LuciOy  Gene'vora 
Shall  on  this  Sword  receive  thy  bleeding  Heart, 
For  my  prefented  Hat,  laid  at  her  Feet. 

Luc.  Thou  talk'ft  well  LatJioral^  but  *tis  thy  Head 
That  I  will  carry  to  her  to  thy  Hat  : 
Fie,  Father,  I  do  cool  too  much. 

Aiv.  Oh  Boy! 
Thy  Father's  true  Son  :  * 

Beat  Drums,  • and  fo  good   Morrow    to   your 

Lordlhip. 

Enter  above  Eugenia,  Clara,  and  Genevora. 
Sya.  Brave  Refolutions. 

Ana, 
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Ana.  Brave,  and  Spanipj^  right. 

Gen.  Lucio! 

Cla.  Vitelli ! 

Eiig.  Mvarez ' 

Ah.  How  the  Devil 
Got  thefe  Cats  into  th'  gutter  ?  my  Pufs  too? 

Eug.  Hear  us. 

Gen.  We  muft  be  heard. 

Cla.  We  will   be  heard. 
Vitelli^  look,  fee  C/^r^  on  her  Knees, 
Imploring  thy  CompafTion  -,  Heav'n,  how  (lernly 
They  dart  their  emulous  Eyes,  as  if  each  fcorn'd 
To  be  behind  the  other  in  a  Look! 
Mothtr,  Death  needs  no  Sword  here;  oh  my  Sifter, 
(Fate  fain  would  have  it  fo,)  perfuade,  entreat, 
(42)  A  Lady's  Tears  are  filent  Orators, 
Or  {hould  be  fo  at  lead,  to  move  beyond 
The  honeft-tongued  Rhetorician  j 

Why 

(42)  A  Lady  i  Tears  are  file  nt  Orators, 
■-  to  mo-ve  beyond 
The  honejl'tongu  d  Rhetorician  ;]  That  there  is  no  proper  An- 
tithefis  between  thejilcnt  Oratory  of  a  Lady's  Tears  and  the  Honejly 
of  a  Rhetorician^s  Tongue,  muft  be  clear  to  any  Reader  of  common 
Senfe.  The  Incorredlnefs  of  the  Prefs  is  evident  alfo  in  the  fame 
Line  both  by  the  Conftrudion  of  tongud,  which  fpoils  the  Verfe, 
and  that  the  Hyphen  was  mifphc'd.  The  fame  inaccuracy  there- 
fore undoubtedly  put  honrjl  {or  loudcfl,  which  is  not  for  from  the  Trace 
of  the  Letters,  and  is  the  Epithet  which  the  Ancithefis  evidently  re- 
quires. Mr.  Seijuard. 

The  Corruption  in  this  Line  Mr.  5tfwar«^has  judicioufly  remark'd, 
though  with  Submiffion,  I  can't  think  he  has  been  fo  happy  in  his 
Corre£lion  here,  as  he  ufually  is  elfewhere.  Loud  and  filent,  ac- 
cording to  his  Conjefture  preferves  the  Antithefis  well ;  but  as  Loud' 
uefs  is  the  leaft  part  of  an  Orator,  ferving  more  to  deaf  than  per- 
fuade an  Audience,  I  can't  help  thinking,  but  we  muft  feek  for  ano- 
ther Word,  to  fupply  the  Place  of  honcfi.  I  would  therefore  pro- 
pofe  reading  thus. 

The  honey- tongued  Rhetorician  ; 
or  to  keep  nearer  the  Trace  of  the  Letters  ftill. 

The  honieft-tongued  Rhetorician', 
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Why  will  you  fight  ?  "Why  do's  an  Uncle's  Death, 

Twenty  Year  old,  exceed  your  Lx)ve  to  me 

But  twenty  Days  ?  Whofe  forc'd  caufe,  and  fair  manner 

You  could  not  underftand,  only  have  heard. 

Cuftom,  that  wrought  lb  cunningly  on  Nature 

In  me,  that  I  forgot  my  Sex,  and  knew  not 

"Whether  my  Body  Female  were,  or  Male, 

You  did  unweave,  and  had  the  Power  to  charm 

A  new  Creation  in  me,  made  me  fear 

To  think  on  thofe  deeds  I  did  perpetrate ; 

How  little  Pow'r  though  you  allow  to  me. 

That  cannot  with  my  Sighs,  my  Tears,  my  Prayers 

JMove  you  from  your  own  lofs,  if  you  fhould  gain. 

Vit.  I  muft  forget  you  Clara:  'till  I  have 
Redeem'd  my  Uncle's  Blood,  that  brands  my  Face 
Like  a  peftif 'rous  Carbuncle,  I'm  blind 
To  what  you  do  ;  deaf  to  your  cries ;  and  Marble 
To  all  impulfive  Exorations. 

(43)  "When  on  this  Point  I've  perch'd  thy  Father's  Soul, 
I'll  tender  thee  this  bloody  reeking  Hand, 
Drawn  forth  the  Bowels  of  that  Murtherer  ; 
If  thou  canft  love  me  then,  Pll  marry  thee. 
And  for  thy  Father  loft,  get  thee  a  Son  ; 
On  no  Condition  elfe. 
JJfjji.  Moft  barbarous  ! 
Syci.  Savage  I 
Ana.  Irreligious. 
Gen,  Oh  Liicio ! 
Be  thou  more  merciful ;  thou  bear'ft  fewer  Years, 
Art  lately  wean'd  from  foft  Effeminacy  ; 

Our  Poets  who  were  admirers  of  the  Claflics,  might  pofiibly  have  had 
Neftor  in  their  Eye,  who  is  thus  defcrib'd  by  Homer t 
Experienced  Neflor,  in  Perfuafion  skill'd, 
Words  fweet  as  Honey ,  from  his  Lips  diJliWd. 

Mr.  Pope\  Tranflation. 

,   (43)  When  in  this  Feif/t.—]  On  for  iu  is  only  to  be  found  in  the 
r^irft  Folio*  ' 

As 
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A  Maiden's  Manners,  and  a  Maiden's  Heart 
Are  Neighbours  ftill  to  thee  ;  be  then  more  mild. 
Proceed  not  to  this  Combat ;  be'ft  thou  defp*ratc 
Of  thine  own  Life;  yet,  Deareft,  pity  mine; 
Thy  Valour's  not  thine  own,  I   gave  it  thee, 
Thefe  Eyes  begot  it,  this  Tongue  bred  it  up, 
This  Bread  would  Jodge  it ;  do  not  ufe  my  Gifts 
To  mine  own  ruin  ;  I  have  made  thee  rich, 
Be  not  fo  thanklefs,  to  undo  me  for't. 

Luc.  Miftrefs,  you  know  I  do  not  wear  a  Vein 
I  would  not  rip  for  you,  to  do  you  Service ; 
Life*s  but  a  Word,  a  Shadow,  a  melting  Dream, 
Compar'd  t'  cflential  and  eternal  Honour. 
Why,  would  you  have  me  value  it  beyond 
Your  Brother  ?  if  I  firft  cad  down  my  Sword, 
May  all  my  Body  here  be  made  one  Wound, 
And  yet  my  Soul  not  find  Heav*n  thorough  it. 

Alv.  You  would  be  Catter- walling  too,  but  Peace, 
Go,  get  you  home,  and  provide  Dinner  for 
Your  Son,  and  me  j  we'll  be  exceeding  merry; 
Oh  Lucio^  I  will  have  thee  Cock  of  all 
The  proud  VitelUs  that  do  live  in  Spain-, 
Fie,  we  (hall  take  cold :  Hunch:  ■■  Pm  hoarfe 

Already. 

Lam,  How  your  Sifter  whets  my  Spleen ! 
1  could  eat  Lucio  now. 

Gen.  Vitelliy  Brother, 
Ev'n  for  your  Father's  Soul,  your  Uncle's  Blood, 
As  you  do  love  my  Life ;  but  Jaft,  and  moft. 
As  you  refpe6t  your  own  Honour,  and  Fame, 
Throw  down  your  Sword  ;  he  is  moft  valiant 
1  hat  herein  yields  firft, 

Vit.  Peace,  you  Fool. 

Cla*  Why,  Lucioy 
Do  thou  begin  -,  'tis  no  Difparagement ; 
He's  elder,  and  thy  better,  and  thy  Valour 
Is  in  his  Infancy. 

Gen.  Or  pay  it  me, 
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To  whom  thou  ow'ft  it  -,  Oh,  that  conftant  Time 
Would  but  go  back  a  Week,  then  Lucio 
Thou  would'll  not  dare  to  fight. 

Eug.  Lucio y  thy  Mother, 
Thy  Mother  begs  it ;  throw  thy  Sword  down  firft. 
Jlv.  I'll  throw  his  Head  down  after  then. 
Gen.  Lamoral^ 
You've  often  fwore  you'd  be  commanded  by  me. 

La?n.  Never  to  this;    your  Spight   and  Scorn,  G^- 
nevora. 
Has  lofl  all  Power  on  me. 

Gen.  Your  hearing  for  fix  Words. 
^JJtJl.  Sya.  Ana.  Straoige  Obftinacy! 
jllv.  Vh.  Luc.  Lam.  We'll  ftay  no  longer. 
Cla.  Then  by  thy  Oath,  Vitelli^ 
Thy  dreadful  Oath,  thou  would'ft  return  that  Sword 
When  I  fhould  ask  it,   give  it  to  me  now, 
This  inftant  I  require  it. 

Gen.  By  thy  Vow, 
As  dreadful  Lucio,  to  obey  my  will 
In  any  one  thing  I  would  watch  to  challenge, 
I  charge  thee  not  to  flrike  a  ftroak  ;  now  he 
Of  our  two  Brothers  that  Joves  Perjury 
Beft,  and  dares  firft  be  damn*d,  infringe  his  Vow. 
Sya.  Excellent  Ladies! 
f^iL  Piili,  you  tyrannize. 
Luc.  We  did  equivocate. 
.^/v.  On. 
Cla.  Then  Lucio, 
So  well  I  love  my  Husband,  ffor  he  is  ib^ 
Wanting  but  Ceremony,)  that  I  pray 
His  'vengeful  Sword  may  fall  upon  thy  Head 
Succefsfully,  for  Falfe-hood  to  his  Sifter. 

Gen.  I  likewife  pray,  Fiielli,  Lucio's  Sword 
(Who  equaliy's  my  Husband  as  thou  hers,) 
May  find  thy  falfe  Heart,  that  durft  gage  thy  Faith, 
And  durft  not  keep  it. 
4ffift'  Arc  you  Men,  or  Stones  ? 

JiV. 
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Alv.  Men,  and  we'll  prove  it  with  our  Swords. 

Eug.  Your  hearing  tor  fix  Words,  and  we  have  done. 

Zamho^  come  forth. VVe'll  fight  our  Challenge  too  j 

Now  fpeak  your  Refolutions. 

Enter  Bobadilia,  with  two  Swords  and  a  Pijlol, 

Gen.  Thefe  they  are. 
The  firft  blow  giv'n  betwixt  you,  flieathes  thefe  Swords 
In  one  another's  Bofoms. 

Eug.  And  Rogue,  look 
You  at  that  inilant  do  difcharge  that  Piftol 
Into  my  Breaft  ;  if  you  ftart  back,  or  quake, 
I'll  ftick  you  like  a  Pig.     Alv.  —  Hold,  you  are 
Mad.     Gen.  This  we  have  faid  ;  and  by  our  hope  of 

Blifs 
This  we  will  do ;   fpeak  your  intents. 

Cla,  Gen.  Strike. 

Eug.  Shoot. 

Alv.  Vit.  Lam.  Luc.  Hold,  hold  j  all  Friends. 

AJJiJl.  Come  down. 

Alv.  Thefe  dev'lilli  Women 
Can  make  Men  Friends  and  En'mies  when  they  lift. 

Sya.  A  gallant  Undertaking,  and  a  happy  ; 
Why  this  is  noble  in  you  ;   and  will  be 
A  welcomer  Prefent  to  our  Mafter 
Philip,  than  the  return  from  his  Indies. 

Enter  Clara,  Genevora,  Eugenia,  ^«i  Bobadilia. 

Cla.  Father,  your  Blefiing. 

Alv.  Take  her  j  if  ye  bring  not 
Betwixt  you.  Boys  that  will  find  out  new  Worlds, 
And  win  *em  too,  Pm  a  fa Ife  Prophet. 

Vit.  Brother, 
There  is  a  Sifter  ;  long  divided  Streams 
Mix  now  at  length,  by  Fate. 

Bob.  I  am  not  regarded  ;  I  was  the  careful  Steward 
that  provided  thefe  Inftruments  of  Peace,  I  put  the  long- 
fft  Weapon  in  your  Sifter's  Hand,  my  Lord,  becaufe 

Ihe 
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Jhe  was  the  fhorteft  Lady  :  For  likely  the  fhorteft  La- 
dies love  the  longed •  Men  :   And  for  mine  own 

part,  I  could  have  difcharged  it :  my  Piftol  is  no  ordi- 
nary Piftol,  it  has  two  ramming  Bullets  \  but  thought  I, 
why  fhould  I  flioot  my  two  Bullets  into  my  old  Lady  ? 
If  they  had  gone,  I  would  not  have  ftaid  long  afcer  j  I 
would  ev*n  have  died  too,  bravely  i*  faith,  like  a  Ro- 
wrt«  Steward;  hung  my  (elf- in  mine  own  Chain,  and 
there  had  been  a  ftory  of  Bobadilla^  Spindola^  Zajicho^  for 
after  Ages  to  lament.  Hum ;  I  perceive,  I  am  not  only 
not  regarded,  but  alfo  not  rewarded. 

yl!v.  Prithee  Peace ;  'Hialt  have  a  new  Chain,  next 
St.  Jaques  Day,  or  this  new  gilt. 

Bob.  I  am  fatisfied  ;  let  Virtue  have  her  due  :  And 
yet  1  am  melancholy  upon  this  Atonement ;  pray 
Heav'n  the  State  rue  it  not:  I  v/ould  my  Lord  File/li's 
Steward,  and  I  could  meet  ;  they  fhould  find  it  (hould 
coft  'em  a  little  more  to  make  us  Friends.  Well,  I 
will  foifwear  Wine  and  Women  for  a  Year  ;  and  then 
I  will  be  drunk  to  Morrow,  and  run  a  whoring  like  a 
Dog  with  a  broken  Bottle  at's  Tail ;  then  will  I  repent 
next  Day,  and  forfwear  'em  again  more  vehemently ; 
be  forfwarn  next  Day  again,  and  repent  my  Repen- 
tance ;  for  thus  a  melancholy  Gentleman  doth,  and 
ought  to  live. 

4I/^Jf.  Nay,  you  fliall  dine  with  me  ;  and  aftexward 
I'll  with  ye  to  the  King  :    But  firft,  I  will 
Difpatch  the  Caftle*s  Bufinefs,  that  this  Day 
May  be  compleat.     Bring  forth  the  Malelad:ors, 

EnUr  Alguazier,    Pachieco,    Metaldi,  'Mcndoza, 
Lazarillo,  Piorato,  Malroda,  and  Guard. 

You  j/^lgiia;zier,  the  Ring-leader  of  thefe 
Poor  Fellows,  are  degraded  from  your  Office, 
You  mud  return  all  itol'n  Goods  you  receiv'd. 
And  watch  a  twelve  Month  without  any  Pay  : 
Thisj  if  you  fail  of,  (all  your  Goods  confifcate,) 

You're 
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You're  to  be  Whipt,  and  fent  into  the  GallieS. 

Alg.  I  like  all,  but  reftoring  ;   that  Catholick  Doc- 
trine 
I  do  diflike :  learn,  all  ye  Officers 

By  this,  to  live  uprightly- if  you  can.  \Exit. 

AJfift.  You  Cobler,  to  tranflate  your  Manners  new. 
Are  doom'd  to  th'  Cloirters  of  the  Mendicants, 
With  this  your  Brother,  Botcher,  there  for  nothing 
To  cobble,  and  heel  Hofe  for  the  poor  Friers, 
Till  they  allow  your  Penance  for  fufficient. 
And  your  Amendment;  then  you  (hall  be  freed. 
And  may  ict  up  again, 

Pach.  Mendoza^  come. 
Our  Souls  have  trode  awry  in  di  Men's  fight. 
We'll  underlay  'em,  till  they  go  upright. 

\Ex.  Pach.  and  Mend. 
Jjpiji.  Smith,  in   thofe  Shackl'js    you  for  your   hard 
Heart 
Mud  lie  by  th'  Heels  a  Year. 

Met.  I've  (hod  your  Horfe,  my  Lord.  [ExiK 

AJfifl.  Away :    For   you,    my    hungry    white-loaf*d 
Face, 
You  muft  to  th'  Gallies,  where  you  fliall  be  furc 
To  have  no  more  Bits,  than  you  fhall  have  Blows. 
Laz.    Well,    tho'   I    Herrings  want,   1    fhall  have 

Rows. 
Jljjifl.  Signior,  you  have  prevented  us,  and  punifh'd 
Your  felf  feverelier  than  we  would  have  done. 
You  have  married  a  Whore  ;    may  (he  prove  honfcd. 
P'lo.  Tis  better,  my  Lord,  than  to  marry  an  honeft 
Woman, 
That  may  prove  a  Whore. 

Vit.  *Tis  a  handfome  Wench  ;   and  thou  canft  keep 
lier  tame 
I'll  fend  you  what  I  promis'd. 
Pio.  Joy  to  your  Lordfliips. 
Alv.  Here  may  all  Ladies  learn,  to  make  of  Foes 
The  perfcdPft  Friends ;  and  not  the  perfe(ft'ft  Foes 

Of 
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Of  deareft  Friends^  as  fome  do  now  a-days. 

Fit.    (44)   Behold    the  Pow*r  of  Love,   to   Nature 
loft 
By  Cuftom  irrecoverably  pad  the  hope 
Of  Friends  reftoring,  Love  hath  here  retriev*d 
To  her  own  Habit,   made  her  Blufh  to  fee 
Her  fo  long  monftrous  Mctamorphofes  ; 
May   ftrange  Affairs    never    have   worfe    Succefs. 

[  Exeunt. 

(44)  BehoU  the  Poi'jer  of  Lo've^  to  Nature  loft 


-  -  I  ■  ■■'  ■  Love  hath  here  retr'tcv'd^  Here  is  another 
difficult  Paffage,  at  leaft  to  me,  Behold  the  Poiver  of  Lo've,  which 
(Love)  hath  here  to  lofl  Nature  retrieved  to  her  own  Habit.  This 
the  Reader  may  make  Senfe  of  if  he  can,  while  I  endeavour  to  fet 
the  Place  right  thus, 

Behold  the  Ponver  of  Love,  Nature  tho'  loft 

■  I         •■■         ■'  ■  '  ■     * 

. I^ove  hath  retrie'vd 

To  her  ozv»    Hah  it  &c. 
Here  we  have  a  glimmering  of  Senfe  and  Reafon,  and  the  Poets  are 
clear'd  from  a  Blunder  they  could  hardly  be  guilty  of. 


E  P  I. 


EPILOGUE. 


OUR  Jut hor  fears  there  are  fome  Rebel  Hearts, 
IVhofe  Dullnefs  doth  oppofe  Love*s  percing  Darts ; 
Such  will  be  apt  to  fay  there  wanted  Wit, 
'The  Language  low-,  very  few  Scenes  are  writ 
IVith  Spirit  and  Life  j  fuch  odd  things  as  thefe 
He  cares  not  for^  nor  ever  means  to  pleafe  \ 
For  if  your  felves,  a  Miflrefs  or  Lovers  Friends^ 
Are  *  lilCd  with  this  fmooth  Play,  he  hath  his  Endss 

*  i,  e.  pleas'd. 


7he  End  of  the  Seventh  Volume, 
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